Fasgualino Lolardc, successor to Tony Lombardo, as he was fonnd in his spartment after entertaining thres “friends.”
Note the Bourbon and the wine.

When the police were summoned to the Lolardo home
after an uncommonly long time, they found the Mafia King's
body lying in a luxurious front room. His face had been
shot away and he could hardly be recognized. Exeept for
a beautiful velvet pillow which she had tenderly shoved
under his head the body, said the widow, had not been
touched. She did not talk very much, but the little table
in the center of the room with its half-empiy giasses of
whisky spoke eloquently on the circumstances of the
man’s death. .

With his wife Lolardo had returned to their home from
a Joop shopping tour at 3 c’clock in the aftermoon. At
the entrance to the stairway leading to their flat, a cheap
and dismal looking place outside, they were met by three
men whom the widow said she had seen many times for
several years. She did not, however, know their names.
All went upstairs and Mrs. Lolardo spread a lunch for
the three men who departed at about 3 o'cleck. Five
minutes later however there was a knock on the rear
door. Mrs. Lolardo was in the kitchen ironing at the time
and she did not get a good look at them, she said, when
they were admitted by her husband. For half an hour
or more the visitors made whoopee and there was much
clinking of glasses, joking and loud laughing. And then
at 4 o'clock, according to Mrs. Lolardo, the gun-play started,
There was a scramble for the door and when Mrs. Lolardo
walked into the front room she found herself a widow.
The pillow was slipped under his head and the widow went

to answer the door-bell being rung by her sister-in-law,
Mrs. Joseph Lolardo, wife of the well-known body guard.

Anna Lolardo, the sister-in-law,telephoned s funeral par-
lor for an ambulance and the attendants came, took one look
at Mr. Lolardo and summoned the police. During the gues-
tioning of Mrs. Lolarde it was finally extracted from her
that she had really got a gnnd look at the last visitors and

when a picture of Joe Aiello was pushed in front of her
face, she nodded that one of the visitors was he. While
she was still in custody an effort was made to find Mr.
Aiello but it was unsuccessful, although eighteen or twenty
of his henchmen were gathered together from the dives,
pool-halls and bakery on the North Side. All were paraded
before the widow but she recognized none of them as her
husband’s guests. Resolute attempts were made to solve
this murder, and it will be important to remember that
wires were tapped at several places and that Mr. Joseph
Lolardo was heard to say that he would get even with

. & certain mob. The murder was never technieally solved,

[41]

aithough it was esiablished ithat Mr. Lolarde’s visitors
were not all Italians.

The death of Lolardo again brought moving day to the
Capone alky cookers on the Near North Side. It also
brought control of the Unione Siciliane to Joe Aiello and
what appeared to be a rosy future for his allies. It also
brought & fierce and deadly determination to the hearts
of the Circus mob to avenge themselves. A few weeks
later the Valentine Massacre happened.
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We come now to the bloody exercises in which Gang-
land graduates from murder to massacre, The exercises
are to be held in an unpretentious little brick garage at
2122 North Clark Street behind whose well-concealed front
entrance George ‘“‘Bugs” Moran has established a whisky
depot in charge of which he has placed two of his toughest
and most capable lieutenants, Frankie and Peter Gusen-
berg. Whisky trucks are kept here when not in use,
Johnny May, a first-class automobile mechanie, toils over
them when they are off the road keeping them in tip-top
shape mechanically. The garage is an ideal place in which
to hold Gangland’'s graduating exercises, a fact which had
been established months before, and, since that time the
gentlemen who are to perform the exercises have been
awaiting the signal which will inform them that the most
important North Side gangsters are on the spot and their
time has come.

Since December 18 the ‘‘observers” who are commis-
sioned to make this signal have sat patiently behind tat-
tered lace curtains in two front rooms of the boarding
house upstairs immediately across the street. It is now
February 14, 1929, and finally one of the many ruses
employed by the masters of ceremonies has succeeded for
the big shots of the North Side gang are assembling in
the whisky depot. Pete and Frank Gusenberg are first to
slip into the little deor. Johnny May, the mechanic comes
a few minutes later. Adam Heyer and James Clark turn
into the door with Dr. Reinhardt H. Schwimmer, the
physician with the hoodlum complex. The “observers”
glance nervously at their watches, mumbling a few words
perhaps about the failure of George “Bugs” Moran to
keep this rendezvous. At this time they bend forward to
see still another caller entering the garage. He is Al Wein-
shank, the small-time bootlegger who has stepped in to buy
some “goods” for his “respectable” litile speakeasy at
4207 Broadway. Al has his big police dog, High-ball with
him. The “observers” are chagrined because George “Bugs”
has not arrived, but believing that he will be along at any
moment, decide to make the long-awaited sigoal. One of
them slips away to a telephone. End of scene one.

It is now shortly after 11 o’clock—about fifteen minutes
since the telephonic signal was made. A youth, George A,
Brichet, loitering at the mouth of the alley behind the
garage, observes a ‘“squad” car glide noiseless up to
the rear entrance and stop. Three men are in the car,

two of them are in the uniform of policemen. Each carries
& large box-like contraption wrapped rmiﬁhly with news-
papers. Curious young Brichet thinks that he is about
to witness a raid, the first one he hae ever seen in his life,
and he races around to the front entrance, just in time to
see what appears to be another “squad” car stop in front
of the garage. Another group of armed men enter. Young
Bricket pauses. He would like to “bust” right in after
them, but the chauffeur of the big Cadillac growls at him
to move on. Hurrying northward the youth selects a spot
several hundred feet away from where he can at least
steal glimpses and, maybe, when the “pinch” is made there
will be a crowd and he can slip up to the entrance again
when the “cops” bring ’em out. End of scene two. :

Inside the garage six men are all busily engaged in a
conversation. Two of them sit on a little bench in the
corner. Four are standing a few feet away. Johnny May,
the mechanic, is down there under the truck tightening
its belts, High-ball, the great police dog, is leashed to a
wheel of the truck and, from the six or seven feet of free-
dom thus accorded him, he barks and leaps playfully
around. . .

The telephone rings sharply in the little office which
is built directly in front of the window, thus obstructing
the rear view from people passing along the street. One
of the men turns and walks rapidly into the office. Presently
he comes back again, saying that Al Weinshank is wanted
on the wire. Weinshank speaks repeatedly into the mouth-

iece, but there is no answer. He clicks the instrument
Impatiently and, finally the operator informs him that the
party hung up. Weinshank, a little mystified, returns to the
floor. Gangland has placed seven men on the spot, and
the graduating ceremonies are about to commence.

A door-knob turns. The men in conversation turn to
loock. Two “policemen,” one holding a large package, walk
easily toward them, followed by two men in street garb—

robably “dicks” think the men who are on the spot. A
?ew seconds later and the rear door swings open and two
more men enter. Hard-boiled Pete Gusenberg begins to
snarl. Frankie makes a wise-crack. Just another goddam
raid by some punk coppere. How'd they get here. Some-
body is going to get a swell ride for this bum rap. Oh,
well fortunately there's nothing in the joint now. That’s
one good break.

The intruders quickly tear newspapers from their
“packages” revealing two machine-guns, and now, perhaps
for the first time it dawns upon these six men here that
this i no time for defiant words or wise-cracks. It may
be even that Frankie and Pete or one of the others recog-
nize some of these men beneath their coppers caps and
uniforms, and that with recognization comes swift and
awful realization that their hour has come at last.

There is a command from one of the intruders, empha-
sized perhaps by a choice bit of blasphemy. Defiantly the
two men who have been sitting on the bench rise slowly
to their feet. All turn round, hands raised heavenward,
to the wall. At this moment Johnny May, is spotted
lying beneath the truck. Another command and an oath

Four of the Seven Victims of the Valentine Day Massacrs. (Left to right) James Clark, Albert Weinshank, ¥rank Gusen
berg and his brother, Fete Gusenberg. -
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brings him scrambling to his feet and he too takes his
place in line. High-ball is no longer barking. Now he
leaps ferociously at the intruders, his white teeth showing,
but alas Al Weinshank has tied that leash too securely.
It all happens in a few minutes and yet there has been
ample time for Pete Gusenberg, standing at the right of
the line, to realize that this is & mission of murder, and
that his only chance to beat back death is the little auto-
matic revolver in his hiﬁepocket. With a fierce cry and an
oath his hand drops like a plummet to that hip pocket,
and his fingers are just closing upon the butt of it when
the address of the graduating ceremonies commences. It
is delivered quickly, artistically, and with masterful effec-
tiveness. Approximately 150 bullets pour from those ma-
chine guns and only a few fail to find lodgment in the
doomed men standing there against the white-washed wall
of brick. With the first outburst of fire the doomed men
begin to scream and curse, but the steady rattling stream of
lead plays upon them so expertly that only one moves out
of line in an effort to escape. The steel bullets tear into
the heads of these men, splintering skulls, splattering
brains. Except for the man on the end who had tried to
escape and collapsed on a chair in grotesque posture,
they fall to the floor in the order in which they had stood.
Now that all are lying on the blood and grease streaked
floor, & second stream of death plays over them, again

ing i o and flas
tearing into bone and flesh.

Six or seven minutes ago Arthur Brichet had been
ordered to move along. Now, standing against the wall
of the building two or three hundred feet away, he ean
hear a low rumble from within the garage. Presently
the group of “policemen and detectives” emerge casually
from the building, step into the automobile, and are driven
smoothly away towards North Avenue. ‘He sees the
“squad” car weaving in and out of the traffic traveling
rapidly, but not too rapidly. He walks toward the garage.
He can hear the loud continuous barking of a dog. End of
scene two.

Mrs. Jeanette Landsman, who lives at 2124 North Clark
street which is just next door to the garage, hears rattling
gun-fire, voices of men screaming and swearing. She
rushed down stairs to the sidewalk and peers through the
window of the garage, but, because of the office cannot
see what has happened behind. She is afraid to enter. At
this moment & pedestrian passes. She turns to him, saying
that she heard shots in there. “I'll see if mnything’s

wrone " gave tha man gmilinoly Avd 3w ao 4 e
wrong,” Says he man smuingiy. AnG, iIn a8 most un-

Chicagoan like manner, steps into the garage. A few
seconds later he bursts out again, shaking, his face ghostly
white. He can scarcely speak. “There's dead men all over
the place,” he finally cries as he runs away shouting *I’ll
call the police.”

And the police come. In horror they pause before the
shambles. Both officers have seen service in the World
War but there is something about this sight that
is inexpressibly more awful than war. In the dim-
ness of the room their eyves fall upon the figure of a man
crawling upon his hands and knees across the floor. Re-
covering from their first shock they now rush to his aid.

It is Frank Gusenberg.

More dead than alive . ]U'
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The officers, realizing
that Frank is dying,
ply him with questions
as they move him
carefully towards the
door, but Frank is
true to the code of
the  half-world in
which he has lived so
loyg and he will say
nothing . . . Squads

he mumbles something

pretty strange for
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000pogd

him. It is that he
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hopes no one will ever
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suffer as he suffers.
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and photographers and new:gaper reporters pour out. The
street becomes jammed and the Clark and Broadway street
cars are stalled in long lines in the narrow street. Up-
stairs behind the little frayed lace curtains the masters
of ceremonies sneak out and downstairs and, singly, dis-
appear into the surging crowd. Their job is done and done
well. The ceremonies are over. In & morning newspaper
office far away in the direction of the Loop District, a re-
write man who has heard the first story of this holocaust,
sits himself calmly at a typewriter and begins a matchless
story. He taps out the story in a sgingle line, namely that
Gangland has graduated from murder to massacre.

AFTERMATH

Nl

The whole world reeled before this one in horror and
unbelief, Newspapers everywhere published the amazing
crime and the Valentine Massacre of Chicago was discussed
in the far corners of the earth. Defenders of Chicago’s
reputation locked on the atrocity helplessly and in dismay.
Here was a crime which even the cynical Chicagoan could
not dismiss with a superficial gesture. It seemed absurd
now to say that since Gangland murdered only those who
belonged to Gangland why bother about it? George “Bugs”
Moran disappeared shortly after the crime but before he
left one newspaper obtained one crisp comment from him.
It was this: “Only one gang kills like that—the Capone
gang.” This line wags earried over the wires to Al Capone
who was in Florida and he had one all ready for it. “They
don’t call that guy ‘Bugs’ for nothing,” was what the Big
Fellow said.

With each successive smoking edition of the Chicago
newspapers for a solution of the crime and punishment
for its perpetrators swelled in bitter intensity. Thoughtful
persons filled column after column with suggestions as to
how the said conditions which made such a thing possible
might be remedied. Not since the unsolved murder of
McSwiggin, the “hanging prosecutor” from the state's
attorney’s office, had public indignation developed such a
temperature. William E. Russell, commissioner of police,
commanded to run the murderers to earth, summoned
Deputy Commissioner of Detectives John Stege home from
a vacation to work on the case, Commissioner Stege at
that time was spending & vacation in Florida and Cuba
with a group of friends among whom was included Alfred
“Jake” Lingle, veteran Chicago Tribune police reporter,
who was later to be put on the spot by Gangland.

During the relent-
less series of investi-
gations instituted by
Commissioner Stege
every Capone gang-
eter in Chicago was,
at one time or another,
haled into detective
bureau headquarters
and passed in review
before eye-witnesses
whose names were,
for a long time, with-
held from the public.
Three men were posi-
tively identified, Jack
McGurn, and John
Scalice. At the same

2= 0ol

g000

The officers, realizing
X
N q
ON= =00t

of police and detec-
tives appear in auto-
mobiles, homs honk-
ing, gongs clanging.
Taxi-cabs draw up
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Map showing route belleved tc have been travelsd by antomoblle oarrying
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time one of the eye-
witnesses  identified,
Fred Burke, notorious
criminal, from a pic-
ture in the rogues gal-
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lery. Burke did not confine his
activities to any one gang or city.
Formerly a member of the notori-
ous Egan Rats of St. Louis, Burke
had been a machine-gunner with
the American Expeditionary Forces
during the World War, and was
wanted in five American cities for
as many murders at the time of
the Valentine Massacre. This choice
criminal is still at large. Shortly
after the massacre he narrowly
Michigan, where he posed as a re-
spectable citizen. When his little
bungalow was Taided, after the
precipitate flight of Mr. Burke,
police discovered three machine
guns and several hundred bullets.
In escaping Mr. Burke shot and
killed a traffic cop who wanted to
bawl him out for running through

a traffic light. Incidentally the re- Johnny Buave “Dinghat” Oberts, at left, with his
ward for his capture now stands at »ody guard, Sammy Mslags, holding an athletic

Twoe women identified John, but
they couldn’t remember having ever
met Mr, Anselmi before. The case
against Jack McGurn eventually
was nolle prossed. As for Scalice
s sad but inevitable fate overtock
him before the day scheduled for
his court appearance and, would
you believe it, he was in company
at the time with his old partmer,
Albert Anselmi. These two boys
were always together. We shall re-
turn to them at the proper time.

Seven days after the Valentine
Massacre the police discovered one
of the sutomobiles which had trans-
ported one group of the ‘“execu-
tioners” to 2122 North Clark Street.
Digeovery was made in a garage in
the rear of 1728 North Woods
Street, three blocks from the Circus
Cafe. The “massacre car” had been
dismembered with a blow-torch,

; trophy. The “Dingbat" and Nammy were insep- gasoline had been poured over the

the substantial total of $100,000. un‘:’my in fe an:‘whln Oberta w-’- fonnd dora parts and then set afire in an effort
Arthur Brichet, the boy who in his antomobile the pollce looked around for to destroy all identifying marks. It
was told to move on, identified John Bammy. Sure enough thers he was just & few  ywus definitely established with the
Scalice and Jack McGurn as did fe¢t away, his body flosting in m small stream. gisegvery of the automobile that it

one woman eye-witness and both

were eventually indicted. McGurn was arrested in a room
in the Stevens Hotel where he was holding gala with a
sinuous blonde, Louise Rolfe, now known to fame as the
“blonde 2libi.” Ngo machine guns were in Jack’s luxurious
quarters, but he was not entirely without protection for
over on the bureau within convenient reach was a .45
automatic pistol and a .82 revolver. The woman who iden-
tified Jack also said that she had seen him before with
a number of men who played around the Circus Cafe on
North Avenue.

As vou might expect when the police finally came uipon
John Scalice he was with his old partner, Albert Anselmi
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had been “faked” to resemble a
police squad car. The garage had been rented several
days before the massacre, and, according to the owner,
the renters, three men, gave their addresses as the Cirecus
Cafe. An exhaustive investigation from the automobile
angle of the Valentine horror which took many months
finally left detectives with nothing more than & number
of fictitious names,

A raid made on the day following the massacre found
the Circus Cafe not open for business. Doors were locked,
tables overturned and Messrs Maddox, Capprezzio, Hum-
phreys and Roceo Beicastro, the big bombing boy, were
nowhere around.

Three months later, however, when public temperature
had dropped a few degrees, these choice gentlemen ap-
peared at detective headguarters where they suffered them-
gselves to be interviewed by reporters and Commissioner
SQteea, All had nice, detailed stories as to their movements
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(1) Yohnny Genarc, ons of Oapone's sdept bomb Lossers, feall out with another Capone bomber, James Bsloastro, and
Johnny was put on the spot. In the hospital Johony viclated Ganglana’s code by “squawking” that Reloasiro angaged
two killers to do the dirty work. (2) Julius Rosenheim, an informer of rare touch, met & fats common to all gentlemen
of the underworld who whisper and squawk and inform into the sars of the “wrong gnys.” Official attention has again hesn

focused on ths lifs and activities of Mr. Rossnhelm, since the marder of Jake Lingle.
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on the morning of February 14, } and, after kindly and
smilingly posing for photograpi.  chey departed.

Where was George “Bugs” Moran on the day his gallant
lieutenants were put on the spot? And how did it happen
that George himself failed to show up at 2122 Nerth Clark

street in response to the invitation that it would be to his -

advantage as a truck load of hi-jacked liquor would be
offered for sale. All these questions were asked on every
hand before the bodies of his men had been removed from
the blood and grease on the cement floor. Well, there was
nothing excitin% about the answer when it finally came,
several months later. Sitting in the office of Commissioner
Stege the man who held the throne once occupied by Dion
O’ Banion and“Little Hymie” Weiss, said
very plainly that he was at home at the
time, suffering with a Jight touch of the
“flu.” This looked bad for those roman-
ticists who had argued that “Bugs™ act-
ing on a hunch, had remained away from
the spot at the last minute, and that,
as a matter of fact he was one of the
hundreds who packed the narrow street
in front of the garage When the perfo-
rated bodies of his men were discovered.

Moran left Chicago a few days later
for Canada and did not return for sev-
eral months. One day he suddenly ap-
peared at the detective bureau, pro-
tected by his lawyer. “Bugs” is very
self-conscious and nervous when in this
institution, but he had obviously care-
fully prepared himself for the ordeal
of saying yes and no. It may be inter-
esting to reecord that, when asked con-
cerning his relations with Pete and
Frank Gusenberg and all the other vic-
tims,Moran replied: “ I didn’t have
nothing to do with those guys. I wasn't
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ever in that gar in my life; it looked too much like the
floral shop to me,

A day or 80 Jater Joe Aiello also appeared at the bureau
concerning a little matter of murders—the murder of
Lolardo particularly. *Chief, two years ago de Chief
O’Connor, he tell me to get out of town,” aaid Joe, “and
I go, efen though I never do nothing wrong. Chief, I
like your Chicago. I wanta live here and be & respectable
man in my bakery.” Before Joe left, he denied ever having
met anyone by the name of Moran.

One thing is certain. The police did not particularly
%rieve over the passing of the Gusenbergs, Pete and Frank.

hese boys had been raising hell in Chicago fof many years,
and while news of their violent deaths
did not exactly inspire rousing cheers,
the remarks made several days after
the massacre by Chief of Detectives
John Egan concerning the average life
of the gangster may not be interpreted
as coming from a saddened heart. “The
average life of the Chicago gangster,”
gaid Detective Egan, *“is about 30 to 31
years, and that rate Pete who was about
36, had lived five or six years beyond his
sllotted time. Frank Gusenberg who
was 38 years old, was about seven or
eight years over-due at the morgue.
They must have been mighty careful
of themselves to last as long as
they did.

Chief Egan said that Clark, being
32, was a year or two late, while Al
Weinshank had his coming to him for
the past four or five years. Johnny May,
said Chief Egan, was bumped off right
on schedule, and Adam Hyer who was
only 29, got cheated out of a year,

(Upper photograph) Dominck Aiello, minor member of the Worth Sides gang. (Lower photograph) The last public appear-
ancs of Dominck Aisllo.
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U MR. SALTIS

“Pollack” Joe Saltis lost & great deal of prestige
in Boozedom in 1928 when he submitted to capture
and was ‘‘settled” in the Cook County jail for two
months on a charge of violation of the liquor laws.
The feat of clamping a beer baron in the “can”
was not accomplished with all the ease of falling
off a log, however, for Mr. Saltis made himself
scarce except to his beer clients for 139 days, by
actual newspaper count, before he was finally ap-
prehended. The newspapers made a great deal of
noise about the search for Mr. Saltis and, every
day for 139 days, you could open up your newspaper
and see in very large type the numbers 102 days
and no Mr. Saltis or 103 days and no Mr. Saltis
and so on and on up until the day Joe was brought
in mumbling “I'm out of the beer racket, and this
is 2 bum rap.” The public took a great deal of
interest in the newspaper count, which, until the
Dempsey-Tunney fight was loocked upon as the
longest count Chicago had ever seen. It had all
the wallop of a serial story with the hot stuff
continued until tomorrow,

When Joe was emptied from the jail cell he
made straight for the flower shop in the back-of-
the-yards district where his affairs were being
ably directed by his lieutenants, amiable John
“Dingbat” Oberta and Paddy Sullivan. Joe was in
a tranquil condition of mind for the next few

weeks, but panic struck him and the “Dingbat”

when they came upon a newspaper story which
said that all hoodlums in
Chicago were to be submitted
to a mental test. If found of
unsound mentality, as most
assuredly they would be, sug-
gested the story, they would
be confined for treatment. Joe
and the “Dingbat” may not
have been afraid of machine
guns, pistols, automatics and
pineapples, but words like psy-
chology, phychiatry, psycho-
pathie, were monstrous and
inexplicable terrors, and their
first quarrel is said to have
been precipitated when the
“Dingbat,” who pretended to
be book-learned couldn't rattle
off a definition of psycho-
paresis. But Little Johnny re-
stored himself in his boss's
estimation when he hit on the
scheme of having their own
personal psychiatrist examine
them and give them a certifi-

Alphonse Osapone.

Frankis Rio, body gmard of the Rig Psllow,

Frankis
FPhiladelphisa with Al and ssutenced to a ysar's
imprisonmasnt in jasl for carrying soncealsd
weaponus.

cate of high and normal intelligence. And so, a
few days later, Chicago was treated to the spec-
tacle of “Pollack” Joe and Johnny “Dingbat”
Oberta in the office of the police commissioner
proudly waving certificates of mental health. “We
won't have to play with no blocks,” said Johnny
and Joe as they walked away, and then, catching
himself, he said, “I mean we won’t have to play
with any blocks.” Safe from confinement in the
“bug” house Joe and Johnny and their henchmen
now began to look around for Edward “Spike”
O’Donnell. Joe hadn't had a shot at “Spike” for
many months and the strain was telling on him.
Besides rumors were reaching Joe that “Spike”
was about to make a great beer offensive and had
surrounded himseif with a formidable gang of
muscle men. One of them, strangely enough was
the redoubtable Frankie MacEarlane and his kid
brother, Vincent. The underworld gossiped for a
long time about the split between Saltis and Frank
who had been pals from the very beginning. The
truth was that MacEarlane could no Ionger endure
the nasty-nice “Dingbat.” As we have seen Mac-
Earlane was at heart a bank-robber and, just to
keep in practice, used to wander around knocking
over a safe here and there. When Saltis was in
jail the “Dingbat” tried to clamp down on Frankie,
telling him that he would spoil the real dough for
all of them if he persisted in the bank-busting
tendency. “Aw, hell,” responded Frankie, “It
takes real brains to hoist a bank. And to hell with
this Sunday Schoocl outfit. I'll make some real con-
nections.” The fact that his boss, Saltis, was in
Jjail was proof enough to Frankie that he was in
with a4 wrong bunch of guys.

Saltis saw no real obstacle from the Sheldon
mobsters who, it was then being rumored, were
having internal trouble. Sheldon, suffering from
tuberculosis aggravated by constant breathing of
gun-powder, was ordered by his physician to seek
strength in the purer atmosphere of Arizona. He
did so, leaving his mob in
charge of Danny Stanton, an
arrangement which was
okeyed by the Big Fellow, Al
Capeone. Stanton, a former
member of the “four horse-
men" group of taxi-cab slug-
gers which also included John
“Mitters” Foley, had for his
right hand men, Hugh “Stub-
by” McGovern- and William
“Gunner” McPadden, both
tough boys de luxe who had
been brought up from baby-
hood in the famous Ragan
Colts gang, At this time Joe
Saltis, finding it difficult to
buy beer elsewhere and im-
possible to manufacture it,
made connections with the Big
Feliow. King Capone wel-
comed Big Joe but told him
to behave himself and to stay
out of Danny’s territory.
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Not passed out, hut passed ox. Willlam “Guaner” McPaddsn, an ally of Danny Stanton, was killed in the fanons Granada
Cafe on the eve of the Wew Year, 1929, by George Malonay, killer €s luxe for Michasl “Bubs” Quinlan, bourbon baromn.

Ag Joe was therefore able to concentrate on
“Spike” O’Donnell, while Danny Stanton’s mob
enjoyed peace and prosperity until another gang,
headed by Michael “Bubs” Quinlan and George
Maloney, moved up to the beer front, doing a spe-
cialty business in Canadian whisky. ‘“Bubs”
Quinlan first came to underworld attention as a
body guard for Tommy Tuit, notorious South Side
gambler, while Maloney, a killer of great capabil-
ities, had been in business for himself for many
years., He would work for any individual or any
organized gang, and his services were always in
demand, Maloney carried two revolvers, both of
.38 caliber, in leather-lined pockets. Maloney is
88id to be the first Chicago gunman to saw off the
barrels of revolvers of .38 caliber, With the pos-
sible exception of Frankie MacEarlane, Maloney
was Chicago Gangland’s most terrible killer. Ma-
loney, unlike MacEarlane, had a touch of dash and
romance about him, and already legends have
sprung up about his deeds and his strange and
paradoxical personality.

Meanwhile Saltis, wearying of the routine of
life on the South Side, was spending more and
more of his time in Wisconsin where he had pur-
chased a great estate. The “Dingbat” had proven
himself a capable lieutenant and Joe came to Chi-

[¢8)

cago seldom and then only in emergencies. On
QOctober 11, 1928, while Joe was in Wisconsin, the
first outbreak of gunplay took place between
“Dingbat” and the O'Donnell mob. Little Johnny,
his body guard, Sammy Malaga, and & member of
his mob, George Darrow, were parked near
“Spike’s” home in an automobile. What saved
“Spike’s” life on this occasion was the timely
arrival of the police. “Spike,” jumping out of his
car, had tackled Darrow and was holding him
when the police squad car came up. Oberta and
Malaga took to their heels after firing several
shots, and the police arrested both “Spike” and
Darrow. Both were charged with disorderly con-
duct when it became plain that “Spike” would not
charge Darrow with attempted murder. They paid
fines and “Spike” climbed onto a soap-box to an-
nounce formerly his re-entry into the beer racket,
an announcement which came as a staggering sur-
prise to most Chicagoans, including the police,
who did not know that “Spike” had ever been cut
of it. And, as a matter of fact, he hadn't. “Yes
gir,” said Spike, “I'm now in the beer racket. I've
got a bunch of blue-eyed Irish boys who won't
stand any pushing around either. A lot of guys
had better wise up to themselves and lay off.”
And with that “Spike” returned to his blue-
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Hugh “Stubby” McGovern, companion of McPadden, was also shot aud kille@ by Maloney during the New Year's oslebra-
tion. Maloney was arrestsd onm the spot with s smoking pistol, but, despite this fact, be Was ncquitied. Sevaral hundrsd
merry-makers weore unable to identify Maloney as the killer.

eyed Irish boys, most of whose names had inci-
dentally “ski” appended to them. His companion
in jail for disorderly conduct, George Darrow, re-
turned to the South Side and met violent death nine
days later. Not because he needed the money but
because hiz was an exuberent nature brimming
over with vitality and needed expression, George
occasionally regaled himself by a “stick-up” or a
road-house hold-up and on this occasion he was
efficiently shot and killed. Meanwhile the Stanton
gang was doing a little shooting with the Quinlan
gang which had been prospering via the muscle
route into the Stanton preserves, and on October
14, 1928, a stray machine gun bullet intended for
“Bubs” reached instead his companion, Ralph J.
Murphy, a bartender, and Murphy was killed in-
stantly. The machine gun was operated by Hugh
“Stubby” McGovern, standing in the basement of
a house across the street. From that day on Mr.
McGovern was a marked man for George Maloney,
the boy with the sawed off .38 set out for him.
While George was “tailing” McGovern, the atten-
tion of the police was directed to a sensational
unsuccessful attempt made by Leo Mongoven and
Frank Foster, North Side gangster, to shake-
down an ex-racketeer, Abe Cooper, who had be-

[48]

come a broker and had gone straight. Abe with-
stood the shake-down and was being hustled
into an automobile, parked on LaSalle Street in
the loop, for a “ride” when, suddenly he whipped
out a revolver and began firing. Frankie disap-
peared into the crowds,but Leo, seriously wounded,
fell to the pavement. The incident stands out as
an excellent example of what happens to gang-
sters who attempt to quit and become respectable.
Cooper was one of the few who was able to enforce
his new standing but it took his old trusty “gat” to
do it. Quiet in Gangland for a period. On Decem-
ber 29 George Maloney, still trailing, “Stubby”
McGovern, dropped into the Granada Cafe, a fam-
ous South Side night club and, would you believe
it, across the room he spied McGovern and William
“Gunner” McPadden, making whoopee with the
aid of two young women. George figured that he
had spent enough time looking for “Stubby” and
that he would finish the job now and to hell with
the hundreds of merry-makers there assembled.
George got to his feet, walked slowly over to Mc-
Govern’s table and, shooting from his pocket, fin-
ished “Stubby” with two bullets. He then directed
that famous .38 toward Mr. McPadden and he too,
with two bullets in his body, went skidding out
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John Bcalice and Albert Anselmi, two of Gangland's most

sinigter figures. Im:

that they themaslves wers put oa the spot. (Lower picture)

mobile on the In

onto the dance floor, very much a dead man. By
this time the noise had attracted the attention of
a policeman outside, Officer Timothy Sullivan, who
had been detailed to the Granada to look for auto-
mobile thieves. Timothy came puffing into the

{&0]

X marks the Bpot whers they were fonnd
dians Btate line,

portsd to this comntry by Mike Genns they
made their debut in » sensational gun battle in which Miks ané two Policemen were killed. Finally relessed from Prose-
ention they allied themsslves with Capone. Rumors had it that they dreamed of killing the Big Fsllow with the result

dead in an muto-

cabaret just in time to see Maloney, huddled be-
hind an over-turned table, gently depositing his
.38 on the floor, Officer Sullivan took possession of

both Mr. Maloney and the .38.
said George, indignantly. “I neve

“It ain’t mine,”
r saw it before.
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Poter “Bummy” Goldstein and his inssparable companion, Walter Quinlan, came t0 an end quits in keeping with their

activities as hi-fackers, terrorists, muscle-men and murdersrs in the famons o0ld Valley Districi. “Bommy” was sflicisnily

pistoled, as this photograph graphically chronicles, in a drug store in the Valley which he owned as & hlind for his more

remunerative but more dangerons activities. “Wallle” who was trisd and acguittad for the murdsr of Paddy “Ths Bear’ Ryan,

boss of the old Valley Gang in pre-Volstead days, flnally came to a full stop in & saloon shortly after he and “Bummy”
had murdersd Samuzzo “Bamoots” Amatuna, Genuna lsutshanti, in a barber shop.

I heard the shooting and jumped behind this table
for protection.” A few days later Mr. Maloney
regained his freedom on bonds and, just ouiside
the county jail, met his boss, Michael “Bubs” Quin-
lan who shook hands and gave George a fresh .38,
all nicely sawed-off and loaded. Now Maloney and
“Bubs” devoted t to a search for other
members of the Stanton gang, one of whom was

the deceased McGovern's tough brother, Michael,
who was reported to be living only for revenge.
On March 20, 1929, three months later, “Bubs” and
Maloney, driving in an automobile, came upon
Danny Stanton standing on a corner talking with
two friends, Raymond and William Cassidy, not

Locdbimme Mhavw obond in Feant of $ha h
nooaIums. 1ney 8lo0a i IToni 01 uie noie of

Miss Jewell Webb, Raymond’s sweetheart. Well,
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Johnny “Dingbat” O’Berta and his body-gnard Sammy Malaga left & roadhonse lats ons night with & “frigna” sitting
in thes rear seat of their Umonsine. O'Berta got §t first tn the back of the head. Bammy tried to run AWARY but he was
“plagged” and his body thrown into a small cresk. (Picturs on opposite pags.) Willis Wiemoth is belleved to have heen the
“frisnd” gitting in ths rear seat, Niemoth is now in Ealtimore Whars he was convicted and sentenced for m bank robbery.
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KEammy Malaga, body guard to Oberta, attempted to get away from the killer in the rear sest of their auntomobils. Xe
@ida’t make it, as the photographs meem to indicats.

the shooting began, and Raymond Cassidy fell to
the side-walk dead, victim of a bullet intended
for Stanton. This dreadful marksmanship gave
credence to the belief that Quinlan must have
done the shooting, because Maloney had never
been known to miss his man. Neither “Bubs” nor
Maloney was arrested for this murder, but it in-

[63]

spired young Michael McGovern to more serious
efforts to avenge his brother’s death. How many
attempts he made to kill Maloney will never be
known, but he made several. One occurred on
July 6, 1929, and was partly successful, for, when
Maloney went on trial for the murders of McPad-
den and McGovern, he moved about on crutches. He
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Once
s msmber of the Ealtis mob, Prankie iz now reported hustling
beer for “Spike” O’Donnell, & Baltis snemy, .

Frankis MacEarlane, Gangfiom’s most rathless ¥ililsr.

was in a greatly weakened condition, but the trial
didn’t last long. No witnesses could be produced
who had seen Maloney and the .38 together, and
he was acquitted. Although Maloney lived longer,
he did not make any more public appearances with
his .38, so we will bring his career to a close here.
Early in 1929 he was sent to a hospital as the
result of an automobile accident, in which he had

o
attempted to lmock an interurban train off its

track. In the hospital he contracted pneumonia,
an enemy which no .38 could beat back no matter
how deftly handled, and George Maloney, killer de
luxe, died on May 6, 1930, at the age of 38,

While “Bubs” and Maloney were regaling the
South Side with gun-play, William “Klon-
dike” O’Donnell was carrying on the West Side
tradition for toughness. “Klondike,” as we
have chronicled, had surrounded himself with
men so tough that he frequently saw fit to con-
vince them that, while they were tough, he was
much tougher, very much tougher. At this period

“Klondike” was particularly troubled over the out-
gide activities of George *“Red” Barker, Mike
Reilly, George Clifford, Frank “Si"” Cawley and
Thomas McElligot. Barker, a slugger for union
officials in Chicago labor wars, had served a peni-

i:t;ntlary sentence for his activities as a ﬁst-shnger
and terrorist. On his release he joined the “Klon-

dike” moband found beer-running child’s play. With

plenty of extra time on his hands “Red” conceived
the idea of appropriating a few unions for himself,
an idea which he disclosed to the other afore-
mentioned four, who were enthusiastic. Presently
these five very tough boys had ousted the officials
of the coal teamsters and hikers union, and were
now laying plans for approprizting control of the
Mid-West Garage Owners’ Association. This in-
volved driving out Dave Albian, alias “Cock-eyed
Mulligan.” It was a hard job but they did it. A
certain garage owmer decided however that he
would not get upon the Barker bandwagon, and
one night while “Red” and his playmates were
gunning for the recaleitrant one, they shot & gar-
age attendant to death and severely wounded a
policeman who had interferred, Eventually George
went back to the penitentiary, not for the murder
and shooting, but for violating his parole by leaving
the state. He had fled to California. Well, with
“Red” in Joliet, “Klondike” fell into a huddle over
the matter and decided that now would be a good
time {o show “Red” how tough he was. He became
determined on this course following the crazy
murder on March 15, 1929, of William J. Vercoe
by George Clifford. The murder occurred in the
Pony Inn, 5613 West Roosevelt, scene of the Mec-
Swiggin assassination. Vercoe, known as
for the hoodlums,” loved to recite blood-and- -
thunder verse for the amusement of his gangster
friends. On this occasion, Vercoe, well-plastered,

“a clown

- gtood at the bar reciting a certain verse in which

one line was “You're a coward.” When Vercoe
came to this he unwittingly pointed to Mr. Clifford,
who with Mike Reilly was drinking at the bar, and
Mr. Clifford cried out, “who’s a coward?” and
before Mr. Vercoe could say “I didn’t mean you,”
Mr. Clifford had shot and killed Mr. Vercoe. Well,
this was too tough, and on April 14, 1929, Clifford

and his bosom pzal, Mike Reilly, went on a long,
long ride, Their bodies

were dumped in the alley
behind theHawthorneHotel
in Cicero. On May 29, 1929,
somebody else beat them to
Thomas M¢Eligot. He
wes killed in the basement
of a Loop saloon. On Sep-
tember 4, the end came for
Mr. Frank “8i” Cawley,
who was also taken for a
ride. George “Red” Barker,
released from the peniten-
tiary Iater on, was a very
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he is still believed well and
healthy as a devoted “Klon-
dike” henchman.
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The authors of this pleasant narrative have

introduced you from time to time to their favorite
evil men of Gangland—John Scalice and Albert
Anselmi who, you will remember, were imported
to Chicago from Southern Italy in 1925 by the
Imperial Genna brothers. Scalice and Anselmi,
grim and mirthless fellows, were a perfect defini-
tion of the word sinister. You would have been
uncomfortable sitting in the same Yale bowl or
Soldiers’ Field with them—more uncomfortable
than walking down g dark alley at midnight with
“Little Hymie” Weiss or Schemer Drucci. On May
8, 1929, the sensational long run of the terrible
drama called Scalice and Anselmi came to an
abrupt end. Pumped full of bullets, burned and
beaten, their bodies were found in a lonely stretch
of country in the bleak Indiana state line district.
Scalice and Anselmi with one, John Ginta, a Ca-
pone gangster, had been taken for a terrible ride,
and one of the stories at the time had it that John
and Albert had plotted to over-throw the Big Fel-
low himself. A coup was planned. Capone was to
be seized at a given signal during a banquet held
somewhere in Chicago. You can easily imagine
what Scalice and Anselmi planned to do with
him. The banquet began. The signal was given,
All Capone henchmen arose but, instead of seiz-
ing the Big Fellow, they tock possession of
Scalice and Anselmi. Capone, it is said, did not
believe the story of the treachery of these men
until, sitting there behind the spaghetti, he wit-
nessed the signal,

Eight days after the long, long ride of Scalice
and Anselmi, the Chicago newspapers sizzled with
the story of the arrest of Al Capone and his
aide-de-camp, Frankie
Rio, in Philadelphia
charged with carrying
concealed weapons. The
arrests were made by
detectives who had met
Capone in Miami where,
by this time, he had
purchased and improved
to suit his own peculiar
needs, a vast estate.
There was more sizzling
when a day or so later,
Al and Frank, were
consigned to a county
jail cell for one year.
Along with the tidal
wave of economiums on

the efficiency of the

Philadalnhin nnlina and
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mor that King Capone had placed himself on
the spot for the Philadelphians in order thaf he
might have the comfort and security of a jail cell
until the Valentine Massacre probe, investigation,
“heat” or what have you had gone the way of
most Chicago probes and investigations of Gang-
land’s crimes. Public temperature was so high at
this time that Capone did not want to be foot-loose
anywhere, and he probably got the idea of going
to jail from his old master, Johnny Torrio. But
even in prison, whither he was consigned for one
year, Capone could not entirely escape from the
stench of the Valentine Massacre. Three months
after his conviction the prison authorities began
receiving letters from a garrulous and somewhat
foolish lady addressed to the Big Feilow. In the
course of prison routine these letters were opened

. and, because of the sensational nature of their

Walnh MAomana =|‘== henthan Af A1 Mansiva as ha

brother of Al Ospote, as hs appearsd witk

contents,sent to State’s Attorney John A.Swanson,
The letters were written by Mrs. Frank Beige, re-

nantly wed Har hushand was anmstimes daseribed
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correctly or incorrectly, as the Big Fellow’s per-
sonal executioner. Beige may have been expert
at handling a machine gun and in putting an
enemy on the spot, but he was a terrible dub at
handling women, particularly Mrs. Beige. Any
way, without his knowledge, Mrs. Beige, rambled
on and on something after the following manner:

“You know what Frank has done for you. He's got
to get out of town pronto for the other mob are wise.
His life isn’t safe here. So you got to get us $10,000 in
cash and do it guick.”

Of course the Big Fellow never saw the letter,
a fact which never occurred to the naive Mrs,
Beige. When no reply came to this one, she wasted

more paper and wrote on the following:

“I'm asking you for the last time to send that $10,000
and get it to us fast. Frank’s sick of you leaving him
to hold the bag. He can’t get out of town without the cash
and he can't stay here without being taken for a ride.
You kick across or Frank will go to the police and spill
what he knows. Remember: everything.”

In thus talking out of turn Mrs. Beige made
a great many wild and reckless statements about
what Frank thought
and would do. Fran}{,
as a matter of fact, did
not know how Ilittle
wifey was trying to help
him along. When tghe
Big Fellow failed to klc_:k
in the $10,000 she again
PR 5. NN [ SN
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“All right. You're just
as good as putting Frank
on the spot, by leaving us
stranded here. Well, how'll
you like getting the finger
on yourseif? Frank's going
to tell everything he knows.
He remembers fifteen shoot-
ings he did because you
ordered him to do them.
He's going to tell just whe
killed McSwiggin for a
starter. And he’s going to

= hix attorzne recently during his trial and oonviction 1 .
cou_rts. came the inter- incoms ta.l’:'rlud. l:lph was senténced 0 thres yu:a 1:' t:: tell about why you had him
esting current of ru- penitsntiary. bump Ben Newmark—be-
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cause you’d heard that
Ben wanted to steal your
racket and had put up a
cash offer to the man that
got you. Yes, and then
he's going to tell about
your sending him to New
York, along with others to
let daylight through
Frankie Yale. Of course
he's going to sing about
that Valentine day affajr
And how are you going to
like that Mr. A] Brown.”

Of course Mrs.
Beige was required to
come to Mr. Swanson’s
office, where, confronted with these letters, she
continued in an even higher crescendo with the
result that she was kept in semi-custody by
detectives for fear that something might hap-
pen to her. Her hushand was eventually arrested
and held for three days. Strangely enough no
lawyers came forward to attempt his release. But
Frankie Beige stood up and took it on the chin,
which is why, maybe, that he’s still a member of
Capone’s gang. What he said in response to ques-
tions was, in effect, that his wifey was just trying
to make some easy dough, by shooting off her
mouth. Mr. Beige had never met Mr. Capone and
Mrs. Beige was crazy when she said that he used
to sleep out in the corridor of Capone’s room in
the Hotel Metropole until relieved by another
guard, Louis “Little New York” Campagnia.

Capone and Frankie Rio did not return to
Chicago until March of 1930. During the interval
little of importance occurred in the Big Fellow’s
realm either as regards business or blood-shed.
His affajrs seemed, indeed, to prosper while those
of his enemies, the Aiello-Moran outfit, seemed to
be afflicted by an evil fortune. The “Enforcer”
of the Big Fellow’s business, Frank Nitti and
Hymie “Loud Mouth” Levine held forth from
headquarters in the Lexington hotel, deciding with
finality who should be killed, who should be
bombed, whose trucks should be hi-jacked. One of

[58]
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Fran sl Bond, belisved to have aslain three
Capone gangsiers in & ¥aloon in the famons Easter
Day massacre of 1020. Arrestel as & muspesct ha
was indicted largely on the testimony of Chicazo's
hallistic expert, who sald that & pistol found in
Del Bond's room was the one which fired the
fatal bnllets. In this Picture Del Wond ia haing
questionsdt by Ooroner Merman N. Bundesen.
Dower photograph shows police looking ai the
spot whars ths Yodiss wers found.

the more sensational, though unimportant, affrays
during the lull was between Tommy McNichols
and Jimmy “Bozo” Schupe, small time West Side
bootleggers. On July 81 Tommy and Bozo held
a duel on Madison street, Tommy standing on one
side and Bozo on the other. They killed each other.
James Walsh, a beer-runner, was murdered in De-
cember by Charles “Babe” Baron after a prize-
fight at which Walsh, during an altercation, slapped
“Babe” with his fists. Two days later the body of
Patrick King, criminal of sorts, was found in the
deserted gambling joint owned by Terry O’Connor
on South Wabash Avenue. On January 27, 1930,
Johnny Genaro, a grade “C” bomber for the Ca-
pone outfit, was put on the spot by James Belcas-
tro, another Capone bomber, but did not die, John-
ny and Belcastre have since made up and are
getting along nicely, according to reports. If you
hear any loud noises it may be Johnny and Jimmy.
On February 3, 1930, Joseph Cada, companion of
Jimmy Walsh on the night Walsh was killed, was
shot to death in his automobile near the Green

'Mill Cafe, a famous whoopee joint where inciden-

tally, at that time, Texas Guinan was holding
forth. The next day Julius Rosenheim, supposedly
an informer, was filled with bullets and dumped
into a snow bank near his home, and all was quiet
until February 24, when Frankie MacEarlane, in
a hospital under an assumed name, was be-set by
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Prank Hitchcock, the Burnham hootlegger who trisd to oparste “on his own" was found slain ix the vear of the home of
Johnny Patton, the “boy mayor” of Burnham, and a close friend of Capone.

three “rats” (as he called them) as he lay in bed,
one foot propped high in the air in a cast. Frankie
chased them off with a couple of .45's he had man-
aged to conceal from the authorities. How did
Frankie get his foot all shot up, and how did he
get in a hospital for treatment without the shoot-
ing getting into the papers. True enough the hos-
pital authorities reported that they had a patient
suffering from an accidental shooting. But, when
the police came to look over the patient, they didn’t
recognize Mr. Frankie MacEarlane.

“Who tried to kill you?" asked the police after
the shooting. Frankie looked at his questioners
in great disgust. Instead of answering directly he
began a volley of oaths, half to himself. “Can
you imagine the rats trying to get me-—me,
Frank MacEarlane!” And then, looking toward
the police, he added: “You'll find ’em in a ditch
gome of these days.” The assailants of MacEar-
lane had climbed a fire-escape to get into his
room. While Frankie was in the Bridewell hospi-
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tal, where the police took him on a charge of
disorderly conduct, the Gangdom and political
circles were startled to read in the morning papers
of the passing from this life of Johnny “Dingbat”
Oberta, on March 6, just ten days after the at-
tempt to kill MacEarlane. Oberta was not found
in a ditech, however, although his body guard,
Malags was removed from a water-filled ditch.
Willie Niemoth, a member of Saltis mob, at that
time sought for complicity in a bank robbery in
Maryland, was reported to have done the job for
MacEarlane. Another suspect, “Big Earl” Her-
bert, also a Saltis mobster disgruntled over the
authority of the “sneaking nasty-nice Dingbat”
was suspected of having done Frankie a good tarn.
During his questioning Herbert deplored the fact
that “Dingbat” insisted on going about in a limou-
gsine. “He should have got himself a roadster,”
said Big Karl. “Why 50?”’ asked Commissioner
Stege. “Oh, so that his friends couldn’t ride behind
him,"” replied Herbert.

. adn CEE v

Wiliam Dickman, once a member of the Saltls gang was regardsd as s traitor becauss he deserted to the Sheldon mob.
Here’s how they punished him. .
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While small armies of
newspaper reporters,
movie-tone representa-
tives and other chron-
iclers of the merrie
tayles of the day camped
outside the prison from
which Capone was to be
released in March, the
Big Fellow contrived
with the aid of the prison
authorities to slip away
unobserved. There was a
great hue and cry all over
the land. What had hap-
pened to the king of the
underworld? Had the
gangsters bumped him

off—yet? Where was he
hiding? Certainly he
couldn’'t remain undis-
covered for very long.
The Big Fellow was too
big. Would he return to
Chicago? The authorities
hadn’t asked him about
that Valentine day affair
yet? “He’s not in Chi-
cago, nor will he be,” said
Deputy Commissioner of

(Upper photograph) Geangland’'s most famous widow, Mrs,
Florence 0O’Berta, marrisd the “Dinghat” aftsr the murder

ing will never be known
unless the Big Fellow can
find. time enough some
day between his Miami
court appearances to dic-
tate his memoirs. These
undoubtedly would make
excellent reading and
would probably reveal the
Big Fellow as much less
of an ogre and bugaboo
than he is generally re-
garded. The Big Fellow
might turn out to be not
quite so big, and maybe
others you never heard of
would grow and grow in-
to the craziest propor-
tions you could imagine.
Certainly the Big Fellow
frowns on a big casualty
list in the ordinary course
of operation, and who
can say that at the fam-
ous truce and party he
did not insist that there
be only one or two bomb-
ings per week, or one
killing per gang every
thirty days? Also that
these measures be taken

Police John Stege. “I've
given orders to arrest
him on sight and throw
him in the can. If he
comes here there won’t

of her first hushand, Rig Pim Murphy. Now she mourns the

pasping of the “Dingbat.” (Lower) The blonde Alibl of Jack

McGurn. Louise Rolfe was arrested In a room in the Btevens

Hotel with Jack McGurn, bslisved to have oparated ons of the

machine guns which mowed down ssven Worth Bids yangsters
in the Valsntine Day Massacre.

when all other less wvio-
lent ones, had failed?
Business is business,
whether grocer or boot-

be a moment’s peace for
him, and he knows it.” Four days pass.

“Hello, chief, what have you got on me?” well,
well, I'll be damned, if it isn’t the Big Fellow
himself, right here in Chicago, sitting in the office
of Mr. Stege. With him were a couple of lawyers,
a group of politicians but no visible body guard.
After a time the Commissioner permitted the re-
porters and photographers to pour in. The Big
Fellow sat and smoked a cigar while they plied
him with questions, most of which elicited merely
a cold look from him.

Commissioner Stege accompanied Capone to
the office of the United States district
attorney where the same questions
were asked by the Big Fellow, and
apparently, received the same re-
sponse as from Mr. Stege, for the Big
Fellow went free. The reporters tried,
but failed apparently to keep up with
him, for he disappeared. A few days
later it was reported that King Ca-
pone's return to Chicago had been
principally to effect lasting peace in
the half-world, and that every mob-
ster of importance in the city includ-
ing the Moran-Aiello mob, had been
represented at a famous banquet and
truce, where again pacts were made
and agreements effected. Exactly
what transpired at this famous meet-

Rextanrant at 2232 Sonth Wabash
Avennse, oncs a saloon and hrothel
owned hy Alphone Oapone.
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legger and King Al is no
grocer. At any. rate the representatives who
attended the Big Fellow’s banquet went away
with some new ideas in their heads, and a slogan
on their lips, ALL FOR AL, AND AL FOR ALL.
Within a few days the Big Fellow had disappeared
again to turn up finally in his palatial home in
Miami, Florida, where he has remained to this
writing. Much of his time is spent resisting the
authorities in their indefatigible attempts to bring
about his retirement from the community.

For months Gangland was more quiet than it
had ever been and then, over on the North Side
came rumors of dissention in the
Moran ranks. Teddy Newberry, first
lieutenant of Moran in charge of the
bourbon brigade, became embroiled in
a squabble over profits. Teddy com-
plained that he wasn’t being “cut” in
according to his deserts, and “Bugs”
was unable to effect a settlement.
One fine summer day Teddy told
Moran to go to hell, and a few days
later Teddy discovered an attempt
was being made to kill him in his
apartment on Pine Grove on the
North Side. A few days later Benny
Bennett a tough boy just out of New
York received & telephone call, sup-
posedly from a spokesman for “Bugs”
to meet him at a certain place, and
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Benny hasn’'t been seen or
heard from since the tele-
phone rang. On November 17,
the body of Johnny “Billiken”
Rito, a Newberry bourbon
hustler, who had formerly
worked for the Gennas, was
found floating down the Chi-
cago river. The manner in
which “Billiken” had been dis-
posed of was unusually horri-
ble, for he had been thor-
oughly chopped up and the
pieces bound together with
hay-wire. The disappearance
of Bennett together with the
later absence of another New-
berry aid, Harry Higgins who
hailed from 8t. Paul, gave
credence to the grim rumor
that Gangland killers, seeking
to destroy the corpus delicti,
had established a crematory
somewhere on the Near North
Side where business competi-
tors and disgruntled gang-
sters were incinerated into
the ashes of oblivion. Ah, &
new spirit in Gangland! Who
said that killers have no imagination? At this

writing New York friends of Benny Bennett are
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wards for word of their missing playmate who
would come out west. Newberry eventually
stepped into the Capone inner circles, taking with
him Signor Frank Citro, he of the motionless
eyes and expressionless face, better known as
Frankie Foster. “All we ever got from ‘Bugs’
was a reputation,” explained Teddy and Frankie.
Well, the war was on again. Moran and the

Aleilos pressed northward into the grea¥® road-

house and summer resort area in the Northwest
suburbs.

The first shot in the new war, now going, was
fired on May 31, and the victim, Peter Plescia, an
Aiello organizer and collector, fell dead in the
mouth of an alley. On May 31, Phillip Gnolfo,
former Genna killer had been a pall-bearer at
Angelo’s funeral, was slain in his automobile. A
few hours later on the same day two more Aiello
boys bit the bricks—Samuel Monistero and Joseph
Ferrari. On June 1 came deadly reprisals in the
sensaiional Fox Lake Massacre. Four men and a
woman, Mrs. Vivian Ponic McGinnis, wife of an
attorney, sat around s table in a roadhouse. Sud-
denly one of the men, turning his head saw a ma-
chine gun pointed towards him. He got up and be-
gan running. The rattle of the machine gun began
and he went down, as did two of his companions.
The woman was seriously wounded. One of the
victimg was Sam Pellar, who, you will remember

used to work as a chauffeur and handy man for
“Tittle Hymia"” Waiss and was walking acroag the
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sireet with his boss on the famous day that “Little
Hymie” fell before machine gun fire. Joseph
Bertsche, brother of Barney Bertsche, was another

‘Willls MNiemoth and Prankie MacEarlane may
bave been Important cogs in Joe Baltis' beer ma-
chine huti they were bank robbers nnder the skin.
Wiemoth was seized in Chicngo recently anfd huny-
ried under heavy guard to Baltimore, Maryland,
where he was convicted in short order of com-
plicity ii & pay Toll Tobbery thiee FeATs IO,
Niemotih is haliaved to have siain Jobununis “Ding-
bat” Oherts as & pexrsonal favor for McEsrlans.
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victim as was Michael Quirk.
George Druggsan, brother of
the famous Terry Druggan
was terribly wounded and he
is at this writing in a hospital
fighting for his life. A few
hours later in Chicago Thomas
Somnerio, Capone leader, was
strangled to death and his
body flung in an alley on the
West Side. One of the mourn-
ers for Mr. Somnerio was a
Gangland Queen, Margaret
Mary Collins, who had been
the sweetie for five other
gangsters, all departed. Some-
body put Somneric on the
spot, and it was said that a
woman had done it. More hor-
ror was produced by Gangland
four days later when a river
tug churned up the hay-wired
body of Eugene “Red” Mec-
Laughlin. Aloysius Kearney,
hard-boiled gangster doing a
specialty business in labor
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racKeleering, became the cause
of another murder mystery
when his bullet-ridden body
was discovered on the morning of June 9.
Kearney had been a friend of “Red” McLaugh-

.
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connection between the murders. From hills in
his pocket it was disclosed that he was & collector
for the Nationa! Garage Owners' Association. It
was this association which, 8 few weeks before,
had inspired criticism from the then Commissioner
of Police, William Russell and Col. Robert Isham
Randolph, president of the Chicage Association
of Commerce, for waging a campaign to have all
automobiles found parked at night without lights
towed into garages. The cost would be $5.00 to
the car owners——a pleasant racket which, strangely
enough, didn’t go over. Samuel Maltz, president
of the association, questioned by police said:
“I’'m strictly a business man. There is no racket-
eering or hoodlumism connected with my organi-
zation. I didn’t know Kearney very well. He had
worked for me only for a week. I was paying
him $40 a week to collect bills. Don’t give me
any hoodlum talk. I'm a business man and don't
go for that.” It was becoming warmer and warmer

in Chiraon’s loon ot thio tima far thaoa oortlam oo
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of the gat. Jail sentences instead of the customary
fines were being handed out. As a result of this,
hoodiums hit upon a practice of parking their auto-
matics in cigar stores, speakeasies and other places
iust ountside the loop while transacting business.
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The elimination of Racketeer Aloysius Kearney
on the morning of June 9 was hot stuff and it
sizzled on the front pages of all the newspapers
up until 1 o'clock—the hour when Alfred (Jake)
Lingle, Big Shot police reporter for the Chicago
Tribune, was assassinated in the midst of a
crowd in a subway station, just off Michigan
Boulevard.

After this Racketeer Aloysius Kearney's de-
mise was relegated to the inside pages or even
kicked out of the papers altogether. Compared to
the murder of a newspaper reporter, the murder
of a racketeer was absolutely insignificant. Are not
racketeers knocked off every day in Chicago? Now
who had ever heard of a newspaper reporter being
put on the spot?

Well here it was at last. City editors all over
the land looked at the flashes and told themselves
that Gangland had at last stepped over the dead-

line. The underworld at last had tried to intimi- -

date the upperworid! What would those cynics
say now—those cynics who were always coolly
pointing out that gangsters never killed any ex-
cept gangsters? The murder of Reporter Jake
LingI%kthought the city editors, would surely in-
e PP —— |
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Well, there you are. It seemed obvious—as
obvious as a bill-board that debonair Jake Lingle
! was murdered for only one reason-—that he was a
' newspaper reporter full of the low-down. It
! seemed to a tearful and sympathetic public that
l Jake Lingle was just another ordinary news hound.
i A good news hound of course, a first class one,
but still just an ordinary police reporter—one of
those seedy-looking chaps who plays cards up
in the press room, and comes down to work every
day with the ancient query—“What's doing
chief 7
And so, with determination in their hearts to
call this terrible threat from Gangland, they
buried Jake Lingle—the martyr. It wes a marvel-
ous funeral. It was greater than the defiant
funeral the underworid had thrown for amaz-
ing Dion O'Banion. It was greater than the laying
away of “Little Hymie” Weiss or Schemer Drucci
or Mike Genna or“Dingbat” Oberta. It was greater
in every way, bul it was greater most of ail be-
cause i