












































































































































take. She was quiet, shy, wistful and
eager for honest affection. Florian liked
her, and she liked Florian. He swept
Lorena onto the dance floor and started
to gyrate, only to apply the brakes swiftly
when he learned that her technique was
of another decade.

No other gentlemen cut in on Florian,
which was quite all right with him. He
had a clear field and was making the
most of it. Lawyer Chew regarded him
reflectively, but finally cataloged Flo-
rian’s interest as one of Mr Slappey’s
major eccentricities. It never occurred
to him that Florian had listened in on
his original conversation with the fair
lady whose late lamented spouse had left
her oil royalties approximating one thou-
sand dollars a month. ’

Only one other person in the Lodge
rooms was interested in Florian. That
was the short, stocky Novocaine Wil-
liams. Mr Williams knew that Florian
was the Beau Brummel of the dancing
crowd, he observed that a goodly portion
of his $600 loan had been spent in new
clothes for Mr Slappey. And now he
watched Florian devote himself exclu-
sively to the rather nice-looking and un-
exciting woman who was chaperoned by
the Evans Chews. Mr Williams did
some thinking and started his investiga-
tions. He had a hunch that he had been
privileged to look in on the beginnings
of Florian’s financial scheme.

The dazzled Mrs Butts tried to shove
Florian off on other dancing partners.
Mr Slappey shook his head. “You is a
real slick chick, Lorena,” he told her. “I
aint got no time to waste on them cool
cuties who don’t never think of nobody
but theirselves.”

He was obvious but not too obvious.
He was gallant but not fulsome. By the
end of the evening he had her dated up
for several nights during the next week.

Came then rides in automobiles which
were rented or borrowed, florist flowers,
candy, trips to the movies, dancing at
Blue Lake Park. He never mentioned
finance. Once, when shrewdly cross-
examined by Lawyer Chew, he stated
blandly that he just nachelly liked
Lorena.

“You se’ious about her, Florian?”

“Shuh! Did you ever know me to be
se’ious ’bout any gal?”

So much for that. He hadn’t said Yes,
he hadn’t said No, he hadn’t said Maybe.
When the time was ripe, he could take
steps. Meanwhile he was sitting pretty.

Apd he stayed that way for two weeks.
During that time Novocaine Williams had
been writing letters. Slowly, inevitably,
the t%'ail of inquiry led back to Lorena’s
marriage to the late Mr Butts, then to
Oklflhoma, then back to Birmingham
again. And finally Novocaine knew the
answer, or enough of it to warrant direct
action. Lorena Butts possessed lots of
f?oney and, as Novocaine told a friend,

Money is the fondest thing I is of.”

The following morning Novocaine sum-
moned Florian to his home. His muscular
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frame was encased in a gaudy robe, relic
of his wrestling days. He smiled with
false geniality and said, “I jest wanted
to say goodbye, Florian.”

“Goodbye? What kind of foolishment
you talkin’, Novocaine? I aint going no-
where.”

“Oh yes, you is.”

“Where to?”

‘5Jai1.”

Mr Slappey emitted an impolite
sound. “Quit yo’ funnin’, Brother Wil-
liams. Whaffo’ I should get locked up?”

“Bad checks.” Novocaine produced
them. “Them three you give me.”

“Be yo’se’f, Tough Boy. Them checks
aint even due yet.”

“Oh no?” Novocaine showed Florian
the bank notations indicating that he had
no account at the First National. He also
showed him the dates: 1955. Mr Slappey
uttered a howl of protest.

He knew, however, that he was hooked.
He felt like a man who had jumped into
a hole, and pulled the hole in after him.

E INFORMED Novocaine that he in-
tended to seek counsel. He stormed
out of the house and visited Lawyer Evans
Chew. That erudite attorney listened to
Florian’s story, but his opinion was on
the pessimistic side. .
“Leave us face it, Brother Slappey
he stated. “You has been outsmarted.
This heah Novocaine Williams has got
plenty brains. He’s got you where he
wants you. It’s my opinion that under
the law of this noble an sov’eign State of
Alabama you is gwine find yo’se’f in
durance vile, or even viler than that.”

Mr Slappey dragged himself back to
Mr Wiiliams’ rented residence. Novo-
caine was purring like a contented cat
before a bowl of cream. There was some
preliminary conversation during which
Florian's position became more and more
hopeless. He said desperately, “Look,
Novocaine: It aint gwine do you a speck
of good to have me th’owed in jail.”

*)ha’s right, Florian. So instead of
that, Ise gwine give you a choice. Either
I turns these checks over to the p’lice,
or you go to work for me.”

Novocaine lighted a huge cigar, made
himself comfortable in a chair and dic-
tated his terms. )

At first, Florian couldn’t credit the evi-
dence of his hearing. The thing that
Novocaine was calling an alternative was
so unthinkable, so outrageous, so cata-
clysmic, as to be beyond belief. In brief,
it was this:

Florian was to move into the Williams
home, bag and baggage. He was to be-
come Novocaine’s valet, butler, chauffeur
and maid-of-all-work. He was to dress in
livery which Novocaine planned to buy
for him, second-hand. He was to be ad-
dressed merely as “Slappey,” and he was
to call Novocaine “Mistuh Williams,
suh.” He was to eschew all his old
friends, abandon his carefree habits, for-
feit his dignity and otherwise permit him-
self to be trod upon.
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His shriek of protest was piercing but
fruitless. It was that, or else. And so,
late that afternoon Florian mournfully
packed his belongings into two suitcases
—one of them the gorgeous $75 one he
had won in a contest—and bade a tearful
farewell to his landlady. During those
hours he had thought of approaching
Lorena Butts for a loan of $1,200, but
something Novocaine had said deterred
him: “Right now,” stated Mr Williams,
“] woul'n’t take yo’ money. I got bigger
an’ better ideas.”

Florian entered the room allotted to
him and unpacked miserably. In the
middle of it, Novocaine strolled in.

He spied the magnificent $75 suitcase,
and proceeded to dump its contents on
the floor and appropriate it.

“Ise takin’ this, Slappey. It’s too good
fo’ any valet. I'll credit it on yo’ ac-
count.”

Florian . dropped into a chair and
buried his face in his hands. He was in
the nethermost depths of despond. He
had been stripped of all that was worth-
while in life. That final touch of taking
his new suitcase had merely lent em-
phasis to a horrible situation.

And so, steeped in agony, Florian
Slappey embarked upon the most terrible
ordeal of his career. Within twenty-four
hours, word was bruited about the city,
and that meant that Florian had been
robbed of his last and meost precious
asset: his pride.

Three nights later Novocaine gave an
elaborate ammner party. Distrusting Flo-
rian’s cooking, he hired someone to pre-
pare the dinner, and that put Florian on
public display for the first time.

Decked out in butler’s regalia, Florian
stood rigidly at the front door. The
guests started arriving. With each ar-
rival Florian bawled his announcement:
“Lawyer an’ Mis’ Evans Chew . .. Mistuh
Jasper de Void . . . Dr an’ Mis’ Lijah
Atcherson . . .” and on and on and on,
until tfinally came the uitimate touch,
“Mis’ Lorena Butts . . .”

Florian’s old friends tried to chat with
him, but Mr Slappey had been taught
what to reply: “Sorry, suh. 1 aint per-
mitted to hol’ conversation with the
guesses.”

During the evening Lorena Butts made
a stab at being sympathetic. She said,
“Florian, this is terrible. What hoppen?”

“Disaster jes’ backed up against me
an’ pushed.”

Lorena, a truly kindly person, placed
a hand on Florian’s arm. “Look, Mistuh
Slappey,” she said. “I think you is one
of the nicest men I ever knowed. I never
took se’ious that you was courtin’ me,
but tords you I feel like as though you
was my brother. So if you is doin’ this
awful thing on account you requires
some money . . .”

Mr Slappey thanked her, and said No,
it wasn’t just a matter of money, but with
her frank declaration his last forlorn
hope went glimmering. Now he knew
that he had squandered the borrowed







































