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So in a day or two Cash started pickin' up the waste, pilin' it in his flatboat 

In the Public Interest 
By Frederick Skerry 

THE chairman of the welfare board 
checked names on a list of pros
pective cases. But at the name of 

Cash Dancy he paused, pursed his lips, 
and shook his head. 

"I can't rightly okay Cash Dancy for 
town and state relief, Bert." 

Bert Moseley looked surprised. "But, 
Mr. Tate, he seems to need assistance 
more than any case I've investigated. 
He—" 

"Yeh, I know, Bert. Seems to is right. 
But you, bein' kind of new to the town, 
wouldn't know about Cash." 

"Well, if I can't recognize the ear
marks of want when I see 'em, maybe 
a mistake was made in sendin' me down 
here to look after the state's end of 
this relief business." 

"Oh, now, Bert! I ain't criticizin' your 
work. Get me? It's just that you don't 
understand Cash, that's all. Want! Well, 
Cash ain't never in want because he 
don't want much." 

"Just because he hasn't asked for re
lief is no argument, as I see it." 

"Cash ain't asked for anythin' in his 
life—not even for work, Bert. What was 
he doin' when you seen him?" 

"Why, he was sittin' outside that mis
erable shack of his—the very picture of 
want and discouragement." 

The chairman nodded. "An', I sup
pose, he was busy with somethin'— 
cleanin' his gun, or whittlin' thole pins 
for his boat, or somethin'." 

"Why—no. He was just sittin' there." 
"Sure. I know. He's just sittin' there 

most o' the time." 
"But a man of his age, Mr. Tate—" 
"Shuh! Age! Why, Cash Dancy ain't 

as old as I am—not by several years. 
You can't go by whiskers, Bert. I could 
have 'em too, only I ain't too dod-
blamed shiftless to shave. What looked 

like want to you, Bert, is just plain 
shiftlessness. Understand, I'm all for 
this town-and-state help for people. I 
know that a considerable part of the 
money goes to tLem as ain't rightly en
titled to any help, but there's a lot of 
folks that need help because of one 
thing or another—old people that's left 
without support, or ailin' people not 
able to work, and people that would be 
glad to work if there was work to be 
got, that'd rather work than take help. 
But Cash Dancy ain't among any of 'em. 

"Hard times ain't done nothin' to 
Cash; when times was good he was just 
the same as he is now, Bert. Cash ain't 
the result of the times; he's the result 
of a state o' mind. Like a college pro
fessor said, who came down here for 
his lungs and got to know Cash, he has 
livin' reduced to its simplest terms. 
Needin' so little, it don't take much ef
fort to get all he needs. 

"Right there on the riverbank he 
can ketch himself a mess o' fish when
ever he likes—ain't sayin' he does, but 
there's the fish for the takin'. An' he 
can gun for rabbits an' such—don't 
know as he does, but they're waitin' if 
he hankers for 'em. 'Course fish need 
cleanin', an' rabbits need skinnin'— 
and that's somethin' Cash'd consider. 

"nPHEN he has a still in the hills some-
•*• where—couldn't say where and 

wouldn't if I could. But he makes the 
finest corn likker that's made in these 
parts. An' that's a mystery because fine 
corn means extra work. But maybe Cash 
is a mite partic'lar about somethin' he 
likes himself. Anyhow, the money he 
gets for his corn likker buys the few 
things he needs—a little flour, a little 
coffee, salt, sugar, tobacco, ca'tridges an' 
such. Cash Dancy ain't in what you'd 

call want, Bert—well, maybe you'd call 
it want. 

"I ain't sayin' his income wouldn't 
class him as bein' needy. But his way 
of livin' don't signify need. An' givin' 
Cash Dancy money would be his ruina
tion. Why, givin' him money would take 
away his independence by removin' the 
necessity of doin' anythin'—even if 
what he does is to make corn likker an' 
is a little unlawful. Up to an' includin' 
now Cash ain't asked no favors of any
body—an' to my mind that makes him 
better than a lot o' people I could men
tion. An' as that college professor would 
say, it'd be malfeasance to make such 
subversive use of public funds. 

"An' that's to say nothin' about Cash 
Dancy's peace o' mind, Bert. I believe 
it'd worry Cash to have more money 
kickin' around than he needs. If Cash 
thought anythin' of money he could've 
had some any time before now. But 
evidently he don't want it. Why, look: 
For years he's been just sittin' out in 
front of that shack of his, lookin' at 
nothin' except the waste from the saw
mills goin' down-river with the cur
rent, and maybe a kingfisher or two, 
hoverin', waitin' to dive at a fish. But 
one day he is hangin' around Dickson's 
mill, a mile above his shack. Just 
standin' around watchin' the logs go 
through. 

"An' Dickson says, 'Cash, you've got 
a flatboat, ain't you?' Cash allowed he 
had. 'Well,' says Dickson, 'look at all 
the waste floatin' down. You pick it up 
and pile it on my wharf, and I'll sell it 
off for firewood and give you half what 
I get for it. What say?' 

"Cash thought it over, then he says, 
'All right, I'll do it.' 

" 'Fine!' says Dickson. 'There's a lot 
of it right now.' 

"So in a day or two Cash started 
pickin' up the waste, pilin' it in his flat-
boat an' stackin' it on Dickson's dock. 
In a couple o' weeks he has quite a pile 
on the dock. Then one day he goes to 
Dickson. 'I been thinkin',' he says. 'This 
here waste is mine if I pick it up.' 

" 'Sure, it is,' Dickson laughs. 'Yours 
—or anybody's.' 

" 'Well,' says Cash, 'I ain't goin' halves 
with nobody. I'm quittin'.' 

" A N' HE just quit an' never picked up 
•**• another slab. There ain't so much 

floats down now as did then, but what 
there is Cash just sits and looks at. So, 
y' see, it ain't money that Cash wants. 
You got the wrong idea about Cash 
Dancy, Bert." 

"Well, Mr. Tate, it sure looks so. I'll 
just cross his name off." 

"Thought you would, Bert, when you 
got the facts." 

With relief, the chairman watched 
Bert Moseley's disappearing back, lis
tened to the sounds of his footsteps on 
the bare stairs. When the sounds ceased 
Tate drew forth a large handkerchief 
and wiped his brow. Huh! Outsiders 
coming and interfering with the internal 
affairs of a community! It would be 
against public interest to put Cash 
Dancy on the relief rolls. Anyhow, this 
business wouldn't go on forever; it 
would stop one day and then Cash 
Dancy would be just where he was now. 

But in the meantime, with free money 
coming in. Cash would quit making corn 
likker! And then what would people 
do? Chairman Tate grew dry just imag
ining such a prospect. Licking his lips, 
he leaned to pull out a drawer of his 
desk, a lower drawer and deep, that 
must have been intended to hold a gal 
Ion jug. 
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An ordinary photograph of a check that had been charred 
beyond any degree of legibility and (below) a photo
graph of the same remnants taken with infrared radiation 
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Don't Trust Your Eyes 
By Carl Norcross 

To catch action too last to 
see or too slow to see, ob-
jeots too far away or too 
small, call a cameraman. 
Dr. Norcross gives you the 
story of what he can do 

I F . TYRRELL 

It's hard to photograph a colored 
boy in the dark, but it can be done. 
Upper right shows picture in or
dinary light. Lower, in darkness 
with the use of infrared rays 
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