
—AND SUDDEN DEATH

The article appearing on the following pages was written about fifteen 
years ago by Mr. J. C  Furnas. It appeared in the Readers Digest at that time, 
and wa§ reprinted again as a public service in their December, 1945 edition.

You will not find —AND SUDDEN DEATH pleasant residing. On 
the contrary—it is ghastly—frightening—^upsetting, but unfortunately it is 
fact—ALL FACT.

Fatalities as a result, of automobiie accidents in 1949 numbered sufficient 
to wipe out the population of EIGHT towns the size of Brevard. Other 
statistics on injured, permanently crippled, and' maimed are equally as breath
taking.

Won't you read this story aad pass it on to a friend? Remember—the 
life you save may be your own!

P UBLICIZING the total of motoring injuries—  

almost a million last year, with 36,000 

deaths never gets to first base in jarring the 

motorist into a realization of the appalling risks 

of motoring. He does not translate dry statistics 

into a reality of blood and agony.

Figures exclude the pain and horror of savage 
mutilation— which means they leave out the point. 
They need to be brought closer home. A passing 
look at a bad smash or the news that a fellow you 
had lunch with last week is in a hospital with a 
broken back will make any driver but a born fool 
slow down at least temporarily. But what is 
needed is a vivid and sustained realization that 
every time you step on the throttle death gets in 
beside you, hopefully waiting for his chance. That 
single horrible accident you may have witnessed 
is no isolated horror. That sort of thing happens 
every hour of the day, everywhere in the United 
States. If you really felt that, perhaps the stickful 
of type in Monday’s paper recording that a total 
of 29 local citizens were killed in week-end 
crashes would rate something more than a per
functory tut-tut as you turn back to the sports 
page.

An enterprising judge now and again sen
tences reckless drivers to tour the accident end 
of a city morgue. But even a mangled body on a 
slab, waxily portraying the consequences of bad 
motoring judgment, isn’t a patch on the scene of 
the accident itself. No artist working on a safety 
poster would dare depict that in full detail.

That picture would have to include motion- 
picture and sound effects too— the flopping, 
pointless efforts of the injured to stand up; the 
queer, grunting noises; the steady, panting groan
ing of a human being with pain creeping up on 
him as the shock wears off. It should portray the 
slack expression on the face of a man, drugged 
with shock, staring at the Z-twist in his broken 
leg, the insane crumpled effect of a child’s body 
after its bones are crushed inward, a realistic 
portrait of an hysterical woman with her scream
ing mouth opening a hole in the bloody drip that 
fills her eyes and runs off her chin. Minor details 
would include the raw ends of bones protruding 
through flesh in compound fractures, and the dark 
red, oozing surfaces where clothes and skin were 
flayed off at once.

Those are all standard, everyday sequels to the 
modern passion for going places in a hurry and 
taking a chance or two by the way. If ghosts could 
be put to a useful purpose, every bad stretch of 
road in the United States would greet the on
coming motorist with groans and screams and the 
educational spectacle of ten or a dozen corpses, 
all sizes, sexes and ages, lying horribly still on the 
bloody grass.

Last year a state trooper of my acquaintance 
stopped a big red Hispano for speeding. Papa 
was obviously a responsible person, obviously set 
for a pleasant week-end with his family— so the 
officer cut into papa’s well-bred expostulations: 
"I’ll let you off this time, but if you keep on this 
way, you won’t last long. Get going— but take it
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