
"I talked about it yesterday with my teacher," Anne said, "and she said the laws are made to protect everybody" 

Go Fight City Hail 
B y C H A R L E S E I N S T E I N 

GEORGE LAWRENCE and his eight-year-old 
daughter Anne had a fine time at the Bronx 

Zoo. They saw the animals, Anne rode on a pony, 
and bought a pinwheel which, when she stuck it out 
of the car window on the ride back to their subur
ban home, went round and round like crazy. 

But she did not give her total attention to the pin-
wheel. Just as they had crossed one intersection, 
on one of the side streets leading away from the 
zoo, Anne turned to her father. "Daddy! There's 
a policeman friend of yours!" she said. 

"T have no policemen friends," George Lawrence 
said hollowly, instinctively braking the car. "What 
was it?" 

•A policeman shouted and waved. Look, back 
there. On the sidewalk. He's still waving." 

"Oh-oh," George said. He pulled the car over to 
the curb. He waited. The patrolman came around 
to George's side of the car. 

George looked out at him. "Anything wrong, 
officer?" he said. 

"You run red lights often?" the policeman said. 
"It was just changing," George said. 
TlKit's what they all say," the policeman said. 
Anne said nothing the rest of the way home. 

This did not bode well. 
George told his wife about the ticket that night 

after Anne had gone to bed. "I have to go before 
the magistrate," he said. "Next Tuesday." 

"What will the fine be?" his wife asked. 
George shrugged. "1 don't know," he said. "First 

offense—maybe three dollars." 
At that point they heard an all-too-familiar 

sound. Anne had waked up. She was crying. 
Mrs. Lawrence went in to see what was the mat

ter. Shortly, she returned. 
"Better go in and talk to her. She says you're 

going to go to jail for speeding." 
George went into Anne's room. Anne was sit

ting up in bed. 

"You got a ticket for speeding, didn't you, 
Daddy?" 

"No," George said, "you never get a ticket for 
speeding from a foot patrolman." He sat down on 
the edge of Anne's bed. "You see, honey, only po
licemen riding in patrol cars give you tickets for 
speeding, because they have to follow you for a 
while and watch their own speedometers to make 
sure you really are speeding, and besides, a patrol
man on the street wouldn't be able to catch up to 
you unless he had a car too. So this policeman 
didn't give me the ticket for speeding, because he 
was on foot, and—" 

"What other kinds of tickets are there?" 
"Oh," George said, "parking, and—" 
"Were you parking?" 
"No. I went through a red light." 
"But the light was changing." 
"I know it." 
"Then why do you have to have a ticket?" 
"There is an old expression," George said to her, 

"called 'go fight city hall.' It is too late to explain 
this to you tonight. But if you plead not guilty to 
a thing like this it means you have to go back to 
court again, and it really isn't worth it." 

"So now you're going to go to jail. For some
thing you didn't do." 

"Look, Anne," George said, "going to court and 
going to jail are two different things. In this case 
all I'll have to do is pay something called a fine." 

"Is that what it says on your ticket?" 
"I have the ticket in my pocket," George said. 

He snapped on the hght and took out the summons. 
"Here's what it says. 'A plea of guilty to this charge 
is equivalent to a conviction after trial. If you are 
convicted, not only will you be liable to a penalty, 
but in addition . . .' " His voice trailed off. 

"In addition?" Anne said. 
"That's just the way tickets are printed," George 

said. "Believe me, I'm not going to jail." 

Anne began to cry again. 
Mrs. Lawrence came to the door of the room and 

said to her husband, "Anne's out of school Tues
day—a teachers' convention or something. Why 
don't you take her with you? Then she will know 
you're not going to jail." 

George took Anne with him to the courthouse in 
the Bronx, and Anne was visibly impressed. There 
was a long line of violators, and a bailiff stalked the 
corridor, intoning, like a circus baiker, "Parking to 
the left. Speeding, running a signal light, and de
fective hand brakes to the right. All others straight 
ahead to Room four-oh-four. Parking to the left. 
Speeding, running a signal light, and t/e-fective 
hand—" 

THE WAIT TOOK the better part of an hour, and 
Anne sat there beside her father, never saying a 
word, listening to the drone of the magistrate and 
the ring of the cash register close by, where the 
fines were being paid. 

At last, George's name was called, and he took 
Anne by the hand and advanced to the bench. 

"Have your license ready and opened." the court 
attendant told him. He took George's license and 
handed it up to the bored-looking magistrate, along 
with the police copy of the summons. "Running a 
signal light on Webster Avenue," the attendant 
said, and looked at George's license. "First of
fense." 

The magistrate nodded. "How do you plead?" 
he said. 

"Not guilty!" It was the voice, not of George 
Lawrence, but of his daughter Anne, loud and 
clear. 

The magistrate peered through his glasses. Some
thing moved him. Perhaps he was bored. Perhaps 
word had reached him that one of the reporters 
from the press room downstairs had dropped into 
his courtroom for a moment, and this might be a 
human-interest story that would get the magis
trate's name in the papers. "Young lady," the 
magistrate said to Anne, "who are you?" 

"Anne," the little girl said. "Anne Lawrence. 
This is my daddy. The policeman said he drove the 
car across the street when the light was red." 

"I see," the magistrate said solemnly. "Were 
you with him?" 

"Yes," Anne said. She paused for a moment, 
thinking, and then added, "Your Honor." 

The judge smiled, in spite of himself. "How old 
are you?" he asked. 

"Eight, Your Honor." 
"And you say your daddy didn't go through the 

red light?" 
"It was just turning red," Anne said, "and I 

talked about it yesterday with my teacher Mrs. 
Grace, and she said the laws are made to protect 
everybody." 

"And so they are," the magistrate said, "and so 
they are." 

"Well, then," Anne said, "there weren't any cars 
coming from the right or the left on that cross 
street, and the light was just beginning to change, 
and if my daddy had stopped our car for that light 
he would have had to stop in a hurry, and 1 was in 
the front seat, and I might have hit my head on the 
front of the car. And then I would have been hurt, 
and this way wc weren't hurting anybody else, and 
the laws are made to protect everybody, so if I was 
hurt it would have been against the laws." She 
smiled. "Your Honor." 

The judge grinned from ear to ear, and George 
l,awrence felt a sudden exultation. He was going 
to get olT without even a fine. Not only that, the 
way Anne put it, he was in the right. 

Pleased and nodding his head, the judge leaned 
forward. He wanted to test this eight-year-old 
some more. "Of course," he said, in what now was 
mock solemnity, "that was in a twenty-five-mile-an^ 
hour zone, and at twenty-five miles an hour you 
can stop a car without hurting anybody. Or do you 
have an answer for that, too, young lady?" 

"Of course I have an answer," Anne said. "My 
daddy was doing forty.'' Tin: END 
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TWICE AS MANY FILTERS 

as the other two 

largest-selling filter brands! 

fcr the smpgtiiest taste in smoking 

> ' How many filters in your filter t ip? 
(Remember—the more filters the smoother the taste!) 

yiCEROY 
CIGARETTES 

KING-StZE 

The exclusive Viceroy filter tip is made from pure cellulose—soft, snow-white, natural. 
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'MINIT^RUB 

t o r u b 
m u s c u l a r 
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Not sticky, messy—no strong smell! 
New Minit-Rub® relieves deep>down 

pain without burning skin 

Now out of 3 years' scientific research comes a truly 
modern rub—totally different from the sticky, messy, 
bad-smelling rubs you may have used before. A rub 
that relieves deep-down aches of rheumatism, arthri
tis, neuralgia—yet won't burn even a child's skin. 

Cool—Stainless I New Minit-Rub is pleasant to use 
-can' t soil clothing. And it acts faster than greasy 
rubs! As you smooth it on, Minit-Rub vanishes. Just 
as fast, its 3 pain-relieving ingredients-aW prescribed 
by doctors-Stan working to restore comfort. 

Minit-Rub promptly "blocks-out" pain impulses 
from nerves far down in the muscles. Stimulates cir
culation, too. Thus it breaks up painful congestion 
and relieves stiffness and soreness even bone-deep! 

Next time anyone in your family suffers muscular 
misery, bring relief this fast, modern, greaseless way. 
Ask for new Minit-Rub at any drug counter. 

M!NIT-RUB IS ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS 

an l U m e r i C a i l feature 

"Why don't they? 
MAKE purses with zip-in linings that 
can be removed and washed without 
harming the purse?—Mrs. Marlene K. 
Vascik, Perryshurg, Ohio. 

PROVIDE red mailbags for fragile pack
ages so they can be kept separate from 
the regular mail and handled carefully? 
- - C . A. Balske, Panama City, Fla. 

MARKET stretchable shoelaces that will 
fit all sizes of shoes?—Diana Patrick, 
South Pasadena, Calif. 

DESIGN the carrying case of a man's 
plastic raincoat to double as a hat 
cover?—Mrs. James E. Pohl, Downers 
Crave, III. 

PACKAGE dog food in small, disposa
ble boxes similar to cereal '"bowl-
packs," for dogs taken on trips?— 
Nancy and Andy Gordon, Adamana, 
A riz. 

FURNISH ilastic or oilcloth linings in
side metal lunch boxes to prevent rust
ing caused by spilling?—Mrs. Richard 
Fox, Fremont, Ohio. 

SELL a liquid local anesthetic, for home 
use, which can be applied with cotton 
for easy removal of slivers from chil
dren's hands and feet?—Mrs. Alfred 
Vandehey, Forest Grove, Ore. 

INSTALL footholds in showers so you 
have a place to put your leg when wash
ing it and are not so apt to slip?—Kent 
Kerbel, Laredo, Tex. 

ATTACH a dial on telephones so you 
can regulate the volume of the voice of 
the person to whom you are talking?— 
Miss Connie Lynn McCarter, Long 
Beach, Miss. 

PUT removable waste containers on the 
backs of movie theater seats for gum, 
candy and cigarette wrappers, to keep 
the theater neater?—John Spofjord, 
New York, N.Y. 

MANUFACTURE retractable cords for 
floor lamps, table lamps, radios and 
other electrical appliances so that ex
cess cord is not left lying on the floor? 
—Mrs. S. M. Shattuck, Slockbridge, 
Mass. 

IF YOU'VE A NEED no one seems to hove filled, oddress a post card to Why Don't They?, 
Collier's, 6 4 0 Fifth Ave., New York 19, N.Y, Each published idea is worth $5 . No contributions 
ore returned or acknowledged. If Ideas ore duplicated, earliest postmarks get precedence. 

No'w they've done it! 
A comb with teeth that flex and bend to the shape of the head, covering five times 
more area and massaging the scalp with each stroke, has been introduced. Added 
feature: teeth are replaceable when they break or wear. 

A hot rod for ice fishermen is on the market. Its 
chemically heated handle, with a regulator for 
increasing or decreasing the heat flow, is said 
to keep hands and fingers warm and nimble in 
coldest weather without need for gloves. 

A new white tire sidewall stays white indeflnitely instead of yellowing—and de
velops no disfiguring surface cracks. It contains a small amount of a special 
synthetic rubber said to resist the causes—sun and ozone. 

Have trouble balancing your ladder on stairways and uneven terrain? Slip on 
a new attachment and it levels the ladder hydraulically, locks it in position for a 
safe climb. 

A self-sticking plastic foam tape skid-proofs rugs, acts as a bumper and non-sliding 
cushion on trays and lamps, and is also useful for keeping candles straight in their 
holders, dampening sound and vibration, wrapping breakables for mailing and 
moving, and for cutting up into washers and discs. The soft, Vs" thick, % " wide 
tape, in white and colors, comes in a 9-foot roll in a dispensing box. can be cut 
off for use as needed. 

For convertible owners who'd like to add several months of pleasant top-down 
driving in fall and spring, there's a draft shield—a second windshield that goes 
behind the front seat, reducing drafts for rear-
.seat passengers and backdrafts for those in 
front. The transparent, heavy-gauge vinylite, 
framed in white leatherette, stretches between 
rear side windows, hooks on and off quickly, 
and can be left on when the top is closed. 

Useful new handyman's tool: a surface former and finisher that looks like a hand 
plane but has a cutting component with 450 separate blades, each acting like a 
tiny block plane. It bevels edges, rounds corners, and puts a smooth surface on 
diversely shaped work faster and better than rasp, file, draw knife or spoke shape. 
The cutters can't clog, won't chip edges on plywood or door end grains, and work 
equally well on wood, rubber, leather, fiber and composition board, plactics, alu
minum and lead. LAWRENCE GALTON 

NAMES AND ADDRESSES of manufacturers or distributors of the items mentioned above will 
be sent to any reader who requests them. Mail your inquiry, with a seif-oddressed stamped 
envelope, to Now They've Done It!, Collier's, 6 4 0 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, New York. 
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