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street, but fortunately a cab did come along. He must have
been lost. I had him drive me downtown. And went to a bar
tha| stayed open late, and I was waiting for this--I thought
this other newspaperman wouldshow up there later--I really
wanted to kill him--for leaving me in that spot. Well, it
developed that the other one wanted to too, because I talked
to this so-called hoodlum--called me next day, and he said,
"Are you all right?" I said, '"Yeah, but why didn't you stop
that man?" He said, "I couldn't stop him. He said - '"You
don't know the whole story. He drove about six blocks right
smack into a gas station, slammed on the brakes when the
attendant came over, he said, 'this is a stick-up.'" He said,
"If the police had come, I'd've gotten 100 years in prison."
He said, "I jumped out of the car and ran all the way home."
It could have had a very serious consequence indeed. He, and,
incidentally, the driver--had very little recollection of this

when I talked to him about it. I don't know if that was by
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design, or he really didn't remember much about it. But he

professed not to. He was the same one that I should have

known enough to stay miles away from him when he was drinking.

But one night several of us from the three papers in Detroit

attended a party that was given by a bootlegger who had been

kidnapped and paid $25,000, the standard rate, for his release.

The kidnap ring was rounded up later on--many years later--and

the last of them was convicted so this man gave a party in his

home for those of us who had been covering the trial. It was

two or three in the morning; it was a nice party, in his home.

At two or three in the morning three of us left together, one

the same guy who had left me on the east side, and another one

I knew pretty well--another friend. The one who had left me

stranded before he drove into a gas station and said, '"This is

a stick-up," was pretty tight--he had had way too much to drink,

so I said to my friend, I said, '"We'll get him in the car and

we'll take him home. We got in the car and I said, '"Where do
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you live? We'll drive you home." He says, '"Screw you."

So T said, '"Well, look, it's late, I gotta go to work inthe
morning, and I knew he'd moved out a long ways from where we
were. So I said, "Tell me where you live, let's be nice about
it, we'll drive you home'" and he said, "Screw you." So this
time I was on a main street and T saw a policeman in uniform
walking the beat. We were headed towards each other. So I
sat in the car and I said to the other fellow with me,who

was sober, "Let's throw him out and let him lie there, and we'll
tell the copy to get the address." So we did that, we threw
the drunk out, drove up to the policeman, explained our trouble
to him, and said, "I'll drive around the block, and when I get
back, by that time you'll have his address for us." So the cop
said, "Fine, that's good. Don't leave him, though, I'd hateto
have him sleeping in the sidewalk. So I said,'"Don't worry,
we'll get him, we'll come right back." So we came back, and

the policeman says he says he lives at so-and-so, giving us
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the address. So we thanked him very much and started to drive off,

and I'd driven several blocks and said to the third one, "What

was that address again that he gave you for this guy?' He

says, "He didn't give me any address', he says, '"didn't you

get it?" T said, "No you were sitting right next to him" and

he said, "Hell, you're driving." I didn't pay too much attention

to it, so neither of us knew what the address was. We were just

as bad off as we had been. So we proceeded intothe general area,

it was way out in the outskirts of the city. So we got out:

where there was no building, no nothing but fields. So I said,

"et's throw him out again, we'll drive around a little bit,

and by the time we come back, he'll be soshaken up by being alone

here, he'll be glad to tellus where he lives." T was a great

mychologist. So we drove and drove and came back and drove some

more and couldn't find him. He'd wandered off. We looked for him.

quite a while and finally said the hell with it, it was a nice

summer's night--so--it was morning, I should say. So we had

time for an hour's sleep before we went downtown to go to work,
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before we were:due, so I went with this other fellow who lived

in a hotel, and I stayed with--went to his room, I was going

to stay with him that night--and we just got in and the phone

rang--and it was the fellow that--no, it was the police, from

the precinct--where we had left this man, and they said, "Do

you know this guy?" And we said, "Yeah, we know him--where is

he?" And they said, "Well, we got him locked up. He was

swinging on somebody's porch swing. 1In a house near where

we left him off." So we said--we told them who he was--and

we said--we had a golden rule and all then--so that means they

just keep him until early morning and let him sleep until he's

sober enough and then let him go home.

He actually was being held on an attempted B & E--

That's right--the people whose porch swing he was enjoying thought

to call the police frantically, thinking a legion, I guess, of

burglars were trying to break into their house, from the noise

he was making. So a cruiser came--that's a four-man car--
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and grabbed him and threw him in the back, and sat on him

until they got him to the station. But he was one to avoid,

when he'd had a drink, there were several like that. But

sometimes circumstances would just throw you into a spot

like that. I knew better than to try to do him a favor by

driving him home--now, he's like a psychopath, that when

he's drinking, you try to help him, and you come away

bleeding, with your clothes torn, no matter what. 1It's

the same as a true psychopath. He acts normal, you Ehink

he's all right, but you go to help him and you wind up with

a broken arm, with your clothes torn and bleeding, and he

goes on his way, just as gaily and happy as any man, not real-

izing or caring that you're--that he's leaving another one

suffering in his wake. [I should have thought of it sooner] (strange
voice)

I had the same kind of

Well, at one time newsmen knew professional criminals and could

relate to them and could do business with them, isn't that correct?
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Well, by doing business, I'll have to explain this--

I'll put it in quotations.

Yeah. Some of us were--it was our job--to know--criminals

as well as police. T mean just as a society reporter knows

people in society or as a sportswriter knows professional

athletes, those of us who specialize in crime knew the cops

and the robbers. Both sides of it. So we often had a

rapport--with both sides. And I think those of us who had

it--the trust of both sides--had it because they had complete

confidenc¢, that we wouldn't betray a confidence. And I never

have. And I know other newsmen who never have--betrayed a

confidence. And I think this is one of the most important

things that a newspaper person who deals in important breaking

stories has to live up to. Criminals will tell me many things

that they wouldn't tell other people. And I never will repeat

it--or repeat where it came from, at least. On the other hand,

the police would tell me many things in confidence. And they

knew I wouldn't repeat it, and I didn't. But they helped me
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in writing stories, for background materials, knowing when

things are going to break, for having the stuff ready for

the time when it would be printable, and we, of course, can

think of several things, for instance, on different occasions,

when newspaper people, including me, were able to get back

things that had been stolen in burglaries. One friend who

had his house burglarized and lost a lot of valuables, both

jewels and silverware, came to me about it; of course, he

reported it to the police, but I was able to put out enough

feelers, so that the stuff was returned and it was customary

to give the person who had stolen an amount of money--just

a courtesy thing --because it took him some time to steal it

and we paid him for that time, and showed you appreciated it.

That often happened, and I said, "often happened'--it happened

frequently.

Those kinds of contacts were helpful in getting fellow newsman

out of jail, weren't they?

.
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Yeah, one serious one--a friend was--took his wife and

children for a summer vacation in the northern wood of

Michigan--and left them in this log cabin and went right

to Hurley, Wiscomsin--and it was a wide open town, and he

lost money gambling--he started to drink--lost a lot of

money--and he wrote a lot of bad checks--and that's not

a healthy thing to do in a town like that, because the

gamblers don't take kindly to receiving bad checks, or to

having debts welched on. I--he--called the office and T

answered and he got in touch with me, and he said he's in

big troube up there and knowing the kind of people that

might be in and out of there, something might happen to him.

Well, I was able at that time I knew somebody who had a

connection in Hurley. We found that he pulled $3,000, so

the office magnanimously advanced that amount of money to him--

we went it up there to settle his gambling debts--and while

he'd never:been held, he wasn't really free to leave town.

The money arrived and he had an escort out of the city and

34
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back to his family, a very friendly escort. No harm befell

him--however, he was in deep trouble, because those people

just don't take to that sort of thing. Fortunately, we knew

who to get in touch with. Knew somebody. A great deal of

successful newspaper work is in knowing people--in knowing,

you know, who to call on for any given situation. Or who

would know the answer to any particular difficult question

or problem. And we spent a lot of years cultivating contacts.

That's harder to do these days, isn't it, Ray, because of the

L

changing nature of the._cxowd?

All, the whole nature is changed. I don't know, really,

anything about it anymore, because it's changed so. For
@_{i}éTc?oy

instance, traffie worker could go out on his lunch hour and

rob a bank--burglaries--big burglaries--are being committed by

fourteen, fifteen-year-old kids. They are robbery armed. These

times they're not planned like they used to be. They're done

habitually, without any reason, they--they'll rob somebody at
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the point of a gun, have a gun and get eight dollars, and they

can spend 20 years in prison for that. It used to be that a

criminal, before he'd go with a gun to hold up either an

individual or a place of business or a bank, would have the

whole thing '"cased,'" to use that term, their term, that is--

figured out ahead of time--right down to the amount of money--

and he knew about what he'd get--and how long it would take,

if it were that case, and where he would dispose of the stolen

property--that is, where it would be "fenced." But now, it's a

hit-or-miss thing, and there's so many involved in it that it

doesn't make sense, and I don't know who any more is--is doing

what. It used to be that you'd see a crime and you often could

tell by the M.0,--by the way it was done--just about who did it.

Now that wouldn't mean--and the police knew this--that they could

go out and arrest and convict them. Because while you might know

that this was the way he always committed a crime, you couldn't

show that he was the one who committed that crime. Willy Sutton,
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for instance,was just recently released from prison, now in

one of the most publicized bank robberies--and one of the most

scientific--usually it could be determined that he was the one

that held up the bank by the manner in which he did it and the

amount of money, which was always big, that he got--but the police

couldn't necessarily prove that. So while he did serve a lot of

itime in prison, he robbed a lot of banks, but he never was arrested

or even questioned about it. The whole thing -- it was more of a

science--they took pride in their work--safe-blowers--they took

pride in their work. Pickpockets took pride in their work; stick-

up men did. Even auto thieves. Now an auto thief is usually a 14-

year-old kid. But--who wants a joy ride. The old auto thieves

made a lot of money out of it. Because there'd be rings, they would

steal a car and either resell it in another stat, or strip it and

sell the parts. It was a good livelihood.

Do you think it's just part of a larger pattern of breakdown in the

competence, or pride of craft?

Yeah, we don't make--we don't make things--as well as we used to.
g



MK:

RG:

Reel 5, Side 1
Page 27

We don't do our crimes as well. We're in too much of a hurry.

We've lost the craftsmanship; we've lost the pride in many of

our fields of endeavor, including, I'm afraid, crime.

Ray, what are the implications of the kind of special access a

crime reporter has, in some criminal quarters, to being Police

Commissioner at a later point in your career?

Well, not many of those people are around anymore, but this was

kind of interesting. When I left the newspaper businass, I be-

came head of the Probation Department, Criminal Courts, where all

the criminals were in Detroit. Now I sort of thought that all must

have had a cousin, a friend or somebody, going through the courts,

therefore Probation Reports, and I thought maybe some of them would

call me for favors; I never got one request in all that time for any

favor from anyone. I worked as an executive in the Mayor's office

for a year and a half; and never got one request, for a favor of any

kind from any of those people. I was Police Commissioner for four

years and seven months and I never got one request. Not only didn't
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I get any requests, but I never heard anything from them. I
haven't to this day, and this is--I've been out of the Police

Commissioner's office--well, for three years now, and I haven't

Y
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even from them. They just wouldn't bother me; I think--I like

to think it's because they had enough respect for me-~that they
wouldn't ask any favors. I did run into a few at a funeral home
one night, and I think I was working in the Mayor's office then.
And at the funeral home I saw some of them and I said, '"Where have
you been?'" and they said, 'No, certainly wouldn't want to burn you
up--we'll stay away, we'll stay away.'" And that was the only con-

tact. And that is true.} One of my jobs on the paper was to be

B

to work with the law firm that always represented the Times in libel

threats or libel action. And--

Ray, let me just butt in to indicate that this is August 28th--

Oh, yes.

. and we're talking about your function as investigator in

cases where the Times was sued for libel.
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Umm-hmm. That's right. Um--we had a large number of suits over

the years, and a large number of threatened suits. Now this is

when the--before the libel laws have been--shall we say, liberal-
ized by Supreme Court decisions. It's harder to prove libel now
than it used to be. And it's more difficult to--well, to libel

a person. One I recall that we--we usually got rid of them——thg
policy was not to settle. The policy was to go to court ifyou

had to--but try to get enough so it would not be enough onthe
persons worth suing. Because usually it was a legalized form of
shakedown. To discourage their going to court, so then they couldn't
win. And I, as they say, worked with the law firm, and had a lot of
help from the paper, this organization that I needed, but three
lawsuits came out of the story that were rather interesting, be-
cause we went to trial in Circuit Court in Detroit and in all three
of them--in all three the verdict was the same. It was that we
hadn't libeled the party and we were assessed six cents--so we

lost a total of 18 cents in the court, but we felt that we were
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victors in all three of the cases, because these people--we thought
we had successfully shown that they didn't have a reputation to be
sullied. That they'd taken caﬁé of that themselves, and that what
they wanted was money. And that this was the big thing they wante d,
the money. They made--our correction--we ran a correction on the
story--which was, I thought, more than adequate and fair, and so

did many people, but it was pretty obvious that this isn't what

they wanted, that they wanted cash, because they were making the
terms of the correction just impossible; for instance, they wanted
it in a double 8-column headline on Page 1, and then a column down
on page one with a runover. The original story went almost that

way. And they wanted the same space in that size of type for the
correction. Well, of course, the original story also carried a

lot of things about what the grand jury in general was doing at

that time. Having no connection with them. The story was headlined:
GUN GANG DEPOT BLOCKER FROM CITY HALL. And the sory said that gang-

sters in Detroit--and there were gang wars going on then; this was
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in the early.'30's--there were gang wars going on--that the gang-

sters were buying their guns in this particular establishment

which was at Griswold and State--the building is now, I believe,

torn down. But it was a very fine store for guns; it was owned

by a Major on active duty in the United States Army--a graduate

of West Point. He, however, was off around the country with his

war duty, with his army duty, and his wife and a man--had no

connection, when we started out the investigation, ran the store.

So the first thing I--through they attorney, sued us one at a time.

The first lawsuit was started by the man--the employee of the Major,

and the Major's wife. Now--he---so we started out by finding out

first of all did the gangster ever buy a gun? And so far as I could

determine, through all the connections that I had and thattthat the

rest of us had, nobody ever did--all of the sales were legitimate sales.

It wasn't--well, they had a pretty good stock, they weren't making much

money and weren't doing a big business, but it was legitimate, and a

legal business, and our reporter who got the information that they



Reel 5, Side 1
Page 32

guns to
were supplying gangsters, just made one hell of a big mistake.
His source was obviously wrong, as he couldn't back it up. Well,
we ran a--what we thought was a very adequate correction and
apology. But the--it wasn't acceptable, they wanted money, so
we finally felt the only thing we could do was to go to court.
Now our policy was never to settle out of court, because=-if
word got around to say that the Times would settle mather than
go to trial we-thought it would encourage more people to sue us
and we'd be having more than we could handle. However, when that
policy changed when the juries in--about the 1950's, I believe,
started bringing in huge enormous verdicts in libel cases. One of

Veqo™

the early ones was the lawsuit between a WEStbrook<§egé%er and
Quentin Reynolds--it was a hundred or $150,000 dollars. And then
big ones against the Saturday Evening Post. So we began looking

around the country and seeing that the juries were assessing publishers;

the trend completely changed. So then we started settling these things;
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however, until that time we would go to court rather than give up

anything, and let them decide, if we had to. I remember when an

employee of the--of this gun company--owned by the Army Major--

took the witness stand--our attorney--lead counsel for the Times--

in cross-examining said, '"Now witness, what is your name--is it

Mr. So-and-so?" And he read off six names. And this came as a

hell of a body blow and a surprise to the man, because we had

shown that he did business and lived under six different names,

because we went back to the day he was born and knew about every-

thing he had done. So he admitted that his name was So-and-So.

Tt was one of the six; his right name. We knew that. Then [we]

asked him about his residency. Now he and the wife of the Major

lived in the same hotel in rooms with a connecting bath. However,

all the accounts from those two rooms had been destroyed when I got

to the hotel. So the fact that they had rooms that were next to

each other really meant nothing, unless one uses his imagination.

But I kept digging into old records of payments and I found that
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whoever destroyed them didn't destroy enough, because going back,

it showed that she would pay for the rooms either by the week or

the month--she'd pay one time, he'd pay the other, for both; their

laundry would be charged to one or the other. There were several

things charged that might be charged to either room rather than

completely separate. 1In addition to that I got two former employ-

ees at the hotel to testify as to how they--what they saw on

different occasions when they went in the room. Well, this was

an awful rough thing to do because I felt sorry for that poor

Major who was sitting there listening to the case and hearing all

these things about his wife--incidentally, they were divorced

afterwards. The--we brought out that the man was not--was not

much of a citizen in that case: it went to the jury; the jury

deliberated and came back with a six-cent verdict for him, then

the wife's trial went on and the same thing happened; pretty much the

same; a lot of the same testimony, practically. And then the Army

officer. And I was a little bit worried about him, because he
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wasn't in Detroit, even, but I'd gone into his background, since

before he went to Grosse Pointe--to West Point--and talked with

his commanding officers over the years, and he didn't stand out

as any great, wonderful credit to the United States Army; yet

there was nothing criminal against the man. But there were a

lot of things that we could ask him about that didn't make him

look like the poor wronged gun merchant. He, however--he --I

thought it the best case. But the jury apparently didn't think so;

because (this is the third jury, now) they brought back a six-cent

verdict, too. Right after that he sued his wife for a divoxce,

and they got divorced and all left the city, and the business closed.

It was a tragic thing, I think, if the moral of it--if there is one--

is the danger that careless reporting, the damage that careless

reporting can do. Because our reporter who had that story at a

time when there was great interest in gangster shooting in Detroit--

just didn't check far enough into it to be able to substantiate that

this was true. He believed it, but he couldn't prove it. And the

other thing was that--I really felt badly about their marriage being
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broken up--because I didn't think it was much of a marriage--

I'm no good at assessing those things, and whether it was a

good marriage or a bad one, it was none of my business. Irrele-

vant, but that broke up, the business was shattered. While none of

the papers printed anything about it, it was a standing, unwritten,

unspoken agreement in those days that one paper didn't write about

another's libel--no one wrote about it. But nevertheless the word

got around, and it didn't help the reputation, and the whole damn

thing was tragic; the rest of them, I suppose,was greed. I remember

one--they were not irreparably or seriously hurt in any way, but the

original story, when we came back with not once but twice with

corrections on the thing, and then got the corrections in more

papers than the original story. So I think that was like that.

1f they were, well, yeah, they were greedy, they wanted money, and

if they hadn't been, and if they'd dropped it they could have gone

on living happily in sin, ever after. But people always got hurt

in those things; I suppose they do in most lawsuits, but in libel
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suits they did, because I found that almost everyone has some-

thing in his past; this sounds like a cliche, and it is a cliche:

they can't stand the bright light; and if you work hard enough

and have any luck, you can find out what that is, and my con-

science never hurt me about that, because these people who were

suing.us really, as I say, it was legalized shakedown. The reason-

able--I mean the other people--if you put correction in the paper,

that satisfied them. Persons who probably had much better reputa-

tions than the ones that got lawyers--or wanted to get money. Oh--

do you have a question?

Yeah, Ray, who was the attorney who handled most of the Times?

was the law firm, and Isador Levin, who tried

those three cases, and I don't think he tried many cases; I know

he didn't in the years that I dealt with him; Chris Yonnéé&gs doing
the court work; and then later on Henry Sills. But Levin did a
masterful job in all those trials; I was--I've never seen better
work done in a courtroom in all the kinds of pieces I've covered

as a newspaperman. He was excellent--now he--and he didn't practice
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much--but those cases were prepared. That work was done on the

street and in their office. And what went on in the courtroom

was just bringing out all that had been done. So the lawsuit

was won pretty much in their office. But he did a masterful

job; and he was a brilliant man, but he didn't do a lot of

trial work.

Was any Ray Girardin story ever the subject of a libel action?

No, um, neither that--and T don't think even a threat--of libel.

I'm happy that that was the case, because I had to handle all the

kinds of stories that were not designed necessarily to make the

people about whom they were written happy. But no, I was never

sued, or threatened, nor did we have to retract. I don't mean

that T was 100% right always, but if these retractions are tricky

things, incidentally. If people call me and want to ask me about a

story in our paper, or in another paper in which they were--or thought

they'd been--wronged, asked me what to do, and I'd say, "Forget it,"

because I'd seen more harm done by retractions than was originally

done in the first place. A lot of people didn't read the original
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story. But the chances are pretty good that if you give 'em
two stories, that one they'll read, and they'll read the second,
and then they get the wrong impression. They think that the
person did what the paper said he didn't do. Then--some stories
seem to be hoodoo——a’mistake often gets into the correction which
makes the original thing ten times worse. And you've got to drop
it at some point because you'll have the person--you'll make a
Jack the Ripper out of the poor victim. Because really, I believe
that some stories are just jinxed from the very beginning. And the
more you try to correct them, the more difficult it gets because
somebody along the line is going to make another mistake. Either
the re-write man who writes it, a copy desk editor who says, '"Oh,
they've got this wrong, puts it back the way it was originally.
Because he remembers it. For a printer--and it's not caught in proof--
and I've advised I don't know how many people to forget the whole

thing. There's nothing really hurt--nothing but your feelings a little

bit, and you'll fool around with that and you'll come out looking
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read bad. And I still think that's good advice.

You've told me on more than one occasion, Ray, that the way to

prevent error from being perpetuated is si@ply to remove-and

destroy the newspaper file and ruin your story.

T used to do that with no authority at all--when a thing like

that would come up I would go--would personally go to the morgue

and tear up the clippings--because the files by that time would be

away in storage and it would be remote if any reference were made

that they'd ever get the files. That they'd just go to the--by

the files, I mean the entire paper. The destroy the clippings. And

I think there ought to be a standard rule in every newspaper office

that when something is gotten in print, and it's wrong, that somebody

be responsiblé to look into the files and destroy it. Because when
MA i L/c‘ L

the next story comes up, you see they cemsor the clips and the reporter

won't know anything about it, but he reads it, and he assumes, there-

fore, that it's true, and he repeats it. Write it all over again.

And this might come as--after you've done all sorts of things to
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convince a person that the original story was an error, that
there was no malice, you love them, and then--boom. They get

hit with the same thing again. So that's a lot of

Papers don't do it. Duncan C. McCrea was elected Prosecuting Attorney
of Wayne County and Detroit in the mid-'30's after he'd been an
Assistant Prosecutor for many years. He was the kind of person who
made news--made headlines--naturally. And at the time he was pro-
secutor there was a great dealiof graft and corruption between--or
among--gamblers, prostitutes, police, prosecutor's office, sheriff's
office, Mayor's office. It resulted in a Grand Jury and hundreds of
people from public payroll going to prison. Now I had a feeling that
McCrea, who sued our newspaper for libel because we said he was a
member of the infamous Black Legion--gone through with that lawsuit,
the Grand Jury would not have been necessary becauseﬂﬁb had collected
enough material to--I'm sure--to cause a warrant to be issued for
some of the staff and for others with whom he was taking graft. But

the Black Legion is a story in itself. It was a gang of men mostly
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from the south who had come to Detroit to somewhat suburban towns
and worked in factories or--in Pontiac, I believe, there were some
in the Police Department and Sheriff's office, and then we had
about the same rulebook as the Ku Klux Klan which reached its
height in the '20's. They were very much against Catholics, Jews
and Black people. They beat people up at night, they killed two
people in Detroit,--murdered two people in Detroit--and one of our
reporters shortly after this story was broken by the Police and some
twenty Black Legionnaires were arrested in Detroit, and it was a
very weird, wild story, hard to believe that people would be so
moronic, but they were at least twenty were later convicted in
Circuit Court. The--one of our reporters-—got‘a membership card
signed by Prosecutor Duncan C. McCrea--it was his handwriting. In
fact, when confronted by it, he said, "It looks like my handwriting,
it could be my handwriting, but I never belonged to it." So he then

sued us because we ran a picture of the card on the front page of

the paper and--saying that he had been a member--he sued us for libel.
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So I went to work on the thing and I first was able to collect
about--around eighteen affidavits from members of the Black

Legion who attended his initiation, which took place in an

apartment on Harmon and Woodward in Detroit. These eighteen were

all mostly--most of them were--they'd all been definitely identified
as members; they were admitted members. Some were under indictment.
And, however, they did give me freely their affidavits that they
participated at his initiation. And--'cause I'm sure he was
initiated.

It should be pointed out as irony, really, that it was McCrea,

or at least, his office, that was prosecuting these criminal offenses
against them.

It was, and because, however, of his alleged involvement, the
Attorney General came into the case, too, and had an Assistant
Attorney General participate in the trial of these people in the
Circuit Court; so they were prosecuted by both the Attorney G;neral's

office and the Wayne County Prosecutor's office. Yeah, that's
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absolutely right. Well, he said that no, he didn't know any

of the people, had never been in this apartment, and was not
initiated. But then we began delving further into his activities
while in the prosecutor's office and his background and we got--
the first time I was able to get definite--amd I think--admissible
evidence that he was being paid off handsomely to permit whore-
houses a d gambling to go on--some of it in Detroit and some
outside, but in Wayne County--and that his bag man was his chief
investigator, Harry Colburn. We also got--learned of--the involve-
ment of several others in the Police Department, Sheriff's office,
Mayor's office at that time, and was just waiting--so anxiously

for the suit to get started--however, for what reason I don't know
that Mr. McCrea did not $ursue the libel suit. So, we were--we

had all this information and then in the summer, in August of 1939--
a woman named Janet MacDonald wrote letters to the FBI, to several
newspapers and tothe Police, saying--telling about big payoffs from

gamblers to the police. And she then killed her little girl and

Q
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took her own life. And all this because she was jilted by the
lover, who was a gambler and with whom I had gone to grade school
in Detroit. He--these are stories he had told her--but this came
on top--these letters and the murder-suicide came on top of many

"\u [Bowd 3 Covugneryce
other things--for instance, aboard the Commedore's cruiser that
year, at least one police officer distinguished himself in the dice
game by shooting $500 with one roll of the dice. Others abeard
were gambling huge amounts of money. Fay® beyond what they could
afford, with their living on their salaries. The handbooks were wide
open in Detroit, but it was almost common knowledge that there is
a general‘Fayoff, that the city had befome terribly corrupt and
that it was being run by,really, by gamblers--you see, not long
before that--so a couple of weeks before the murder-suicide there
had been a holdup of a doctor--an osteopath who had an office on the
Boulevard and Woodward Avenue. A Dr. Robinson. And I think the holdup

guys who were sort of fringe members of the Purple Gang they got about

$25,000 and &s they were driving away with the guns and money in the
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in the back seat, they were going through an alley and they
almost ranvover a Captain of Police of the mounted buréau they
came out on Bethune--he was headed for the nhorth barns where he
had his office at Bethune and John R. And he arrested them, not
knowing what he had and marched them all to the police headquarters--
to the police precinct station, also at Bethune and John R. The
old 9th Precinct. They had $25,000, these holdup men, but no report
of a holdup. They held the men but weren't successful in holding
the money,because within a few days it had all disappeared from the
station. We found that out, of course, and that was a big story.
So, with all these things accumulating, we just about had to be
a Grand Jury. However, I think if our libel suit had gone ahead
we would have been able to bring out so much of this so probably
there wouldn't have been a Grand Jury. So the Grand Jury started
in September; and ironically, as Prosecutor, Duncan McCrea could

have handled this Grand Jury himself. But he pooh-poohs the whole

thing and said it was all a lot of nonsense, sothe Grand Jury was
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formed on petition of citizens and Judge Homer Ferguson of

Circuit Court was the Grand Juror and Chester P. 0'Hara, who

was then an Assistant Prosecutor and then a Circuit Judge--was

the Chief Prosecutor. And then they had a large staff of Assist-

ant Prosecutors and that resulted in McCrea going to prison as well

as most uniformed police inspectors, precinct heads and the Mayor

the Sheriff, and others high up in the Sheriff's office. And, the--

as I say, McCrea--and of all people who turned on McCrea--McCrea

covered himself pretty well--it was almost im--it was impossible to

show a direct payoff from any to McCrea. But he, McCrea,

had ‘complete confidence in Harry Colburn, his Chief Investigator;

Colburn was the bag man; he collected, and he was the only one who could

put mony in McCrea's hands--and he collected on a regular basis and

paid off regularly. During then, he was a defendant with McCrea and

several others and during the trial he changed and turned State's

evidence. I had the exclusive story on ohat. They knew the Grand

Jury knew that he could do it. And that about 3:00 one morning I got
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a telephone call in my home from a friend who said that Harry
Colbupn just told the Grand Jury the whole story and put McCrea
right in the middle of it. And they're writing it up right now.
And he gave me a lot of detail. So I had this story and several
side stories; of course, I worked the rest of the night, on a
release. And in my release something happened and
Colburn didn't take the stands. As it was said, he was to be the
first witness when the trial of McCrea resumed that morning at
say, nine, nine-thirty. I was covering the trial; about a hundred
defendants. And--the trial was late getting started. And I knew
why it was late. And nobody else did--that is, except the judge and
the Grand Jury people and Colburn. Now Colburn's lawyer, who is:a
friend of mine, came over to me and said, '"Ray, the reason we're
late--Harry had to go to the Internal Revenue this morning.'" Well,
he believed that, because Colburn had called him and said he was
going to be late. 'Cause he had to go over there. He didn't know

that Colburn had turned State's evidence, and I couldn't tell him.
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And the story was in type but we couldn't put it--and I didn't
want to take a chance on putting it in the paper, and

follow; and this--the trial was being held in the supervisor's
room of the old County Building. Judge Fergusob's office was

just down the hall--so finally the door opened and two men were
leaving Harry Colburn, who was deathly pale, whose legs wouldn't
hold him--and he just practically staggered to the witness stand--
an&jéalled the office and said '"Release the story," and he got

on the stand, and he said--of course, McCrea was so badly shaken,
never expected this, didn't know anything about it, and he told
the story briefly, convincingly, and McCrea jumped rightup and
started to cross-examine him--obviously he lost his head and his
questions were not good questions and one of them --one of them was--
"You know that's not true, Harry." And his answer, I think, did
more with the jury to destroy McCrea than anything else he said:

"] know it's true, you know it's true, and God knows it's true."

And with that, he slumped on the witness stand. That ended the
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cross-examination. So everybody--McCrea and everybody with him.

So everybody--McCrea and everybody with him--that conspiracy

was found guilty. But that's where the Black kegion card

landed him away.

You have a theory, Ray, as to why McCrea joined the Legion?

Oh, yeah, I don't think that he really believed the things that

thgy professed to believe, and T think that he didn't take time

to examine what it was. I think he thought, "Oh, fine, here's an

organization"--somebody asked him--he thought, "here's an organization,

there's probably some votes there, I'll sign up with them. But if

you listen to the oath that he took and understood what they were

saying--I don"t know if you could even hear it--but it was a pretty

wild, awful oath. Becuase he should've grabbed the card and torn

it up and run like a burglar--but he--I think he just joined it for

thinking there'd probably be votes in it. But he didn't know what

it was. That's a hell of a poor excuse, of course, for a lawyer and a

prosecutor, but I know the guy well enough and I don't think he was

that kind of a person.
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. . and it was a woman's voice, and as a result of this phone
call, Buckley went down to the lobby of the LaSalle Hotel and
sat in the large chair. The lobby wa empty. And three men ran
in and shot him several times--killed him instantly; 45; and ran
out again and only one person apparently got a good dook at them
outsdie the hotel and that kk was the room clerk. There were all
sorts of stories about people passing on kek the street who saw
a lot of cars turning around, and got partial license numbers
and the more the publicity the more tips the police would get.
But I worked for almost a year on that one story before anyone
was brought to trial, and incidentally, no one was convicted of

1

the murder of Jerry Bucbﬁy. We on the paper got an extra out early
that morning, and as a result of our extra, we lost about 25,000
circulation because we printed that Bﬁckley had dealings with
some unsavory characters, that he was reputed to have been shaking

people down and this was our best information and the truth as

we Wnew it--as we believed it. But so many people loved him
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ar that they didn't want to hear ahything bad about him; and about
25,000 just canceled their subscription to the Times, immediately.
In order to overcome this, we had to eventually get the government
board which would--I don't know what the name ofit was at that
time, but it would correspond to the F;C;C?--to come to Detroit
and have public hearings =mmstx in which a lot of testimony was given
that would reflect disparagingly on Jerry Buckley. Well, we couldn't
prove everything we wrote in the paper, any of the main charges. One
of them, I recall,gWas real close to a kidnap gang, and might have
been--you know, sharing some of the profits--now, that could be
true, but the Board being in Detroit did bring out some things
that probably give some of the people that idolized him second
thoughts. Well he, as I say was murdered and this was--we found
out that he was undoubtedl y the most popular man in Detroit by the
public moqgﬁing, and also that nobody believed he was anything much

PN
less than a sqy@t. His brother Paul hd been the Assistant Prosecutor,

and I knew him very well, and had known him for a long time, and of

course I talked to Paul about it, and he had no idea why the brother
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was murdered, but he then called me up and:%id é;, will you do me

a favor? We want to bring Jerry home before the funeral, for a couple
days in the house, and we just want the family. So will you write
something in the paper and ask people not to come? Just for the
family--we want to be alone with him. And I said, well Paul, that
won't be any problem--so I wrote a box to be inserted in the main
story on Page 1, believing that that would take care of it. Well,
the house was almost torn apart by people who wanted to see Jerry,
or get a piece of his kaxix hair or something--they had to have

the riot squad out ke kkmxwm, to keep them away. At his funeral
there were crowds between 25 and 50,000 lining the roads of the
cemetery. They were selling--vendors were selling brief biographies
of his life. Selling a song--'"Jerry, my Boy'" that somebody had
written. And men and woman wex and children were weeping, all
along the funeral line. He was not married; he had a brother and

sister and his closely in that Irish

famiyy. Well, we started to work right away, of course, the newspapers

and the police and who did it and why? We found, as you often can,

many motives, real or imagined. One was that he was supposed to have

accepted $10,000 to affect the release of a gangster from a Canadain
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prison, and then it was not successful. And another was that he

hat been too effective in his fight to get MajorJ%&”Kﬂo recalled

and that that had hurt a lot of gangsters' pocketbooks, but the

city was open in those days, there was gambling everyplace, blind
pigs everyplace, but so many of them--they'd all have to be run

down as best we could--and finally the police settled on theee men
as being the murderers and arrested them and charged them with murder.
They arrested two em-the-street-and-ene- in Detroit and one in New
York. There was Ted Cusino, who was never much in the gang, or the
mob, and Angelo Levecchi, who was never much in the gang, or the mob,
and Joe ('"Scarface Joe'") Bommarito, who at that time was on his

way up in the crime syndicate or whatever you want to call it,

but was not near the top--oh, he had a higher xpm position than

the other two. Now the police theory borne out by vary sketchy
statements of witnesses or people who thought they were witnesses
--thought they saw something--was that they got some--some woman

to call, who knew Jerry--to call and get him down to the lobby.

Incidental}y we never found out who that woman was. And the 295?’f
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Jerry Buckley voice, as she was called. Was a very mysterious

figure in columns were written about her, but she was never

identified. But at any rate, the prosecution and the police

theory was that they goth her to call him down, and then Angelo

Levecchi had been stationed at the Adelaide St. entrance--and

when Buckley got seated in the lobby and the coast was clear--when
he was to signal

there weren't any witnesses--it-was-a-signal--and then three men

pull up in a car, two of them jumped out and he went in with them

and they all shot Buckley. Now that was a police theory. So those

three went to trial and it was one of the wildest, most hysterical

trials & ever covered, and it lasted an excessively long time; there

were many recesses, many witnesses mk that fell apart. And while the

police, the prosecutor and all their facilities while they were

investigating, even af;er the arrest of these three, there was

a 23-man Grand Jyry call for the &woc -- to investigate the whole

Buckley situation. And they ingicted the three who are under arrest

altho they also--the prosecutor had also issued warrants. But the main
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witness, who had never made a statementto the police had left town
and nobody could find him--and I was in my office, and the Times
had me move into the hotel, live right there, and cover this part
of my beat and gt to know the people who live there better and
who work there better, in the hope that that would be of some
assistance. Now, many gangsters lived in that hotel, many of whom
I had not know before but did come to know as part of my job--I
was living there. And the police covered it--the hoteli-and selves
to such an extent that we often referred to it as '"Sub 13"--the
hotel was in the 13th Precinct--and this this "Sub 13" meant a
Substation. But through a contact I made while living at the hotel
who
T found out whkak this room clerk was. Now he was in hiding, and
he was in Chicago. So I went over and found him, talked to him
alone. And I say alone because it was being alone give me some
worries later; I had no witness to what he told me. What he told
me was that Yes, he saw the three men come in, he had a very good
look at them; and he saw the shooting, and he saw them run out

again, and he'd know the three men if he saw them again. But he

knew--he was personally acquainted with and knew well the three men
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Detroit
who were charged with the murder, that the pmkixsm police were

holding, that were charged with the murder. And the three that
were charged with the murder were not the ones who killed Jerry
Buckley. Now all the propaganda, evidence, &estiomny, statements,
that the police, the prosecutor and the Grand Jury built up were
just built up on these three men who were in jail, waiting trial.
And my story just raised a hot of hell in Detroit because it was
the story of thg%nly eyewitness. Now the room clerk--former room

V
clerk, mawxmex told me that was tired--incidentally, he was working
when I found him, in a small hotel in Chécago--he was tired of being
away and that he was going to come back to Detroit and give himseff
up. So he came back and the police immediately held him as a material
witness and kept him at headquarters. And it was oh, at least two
months after he came back before he was called to the witness &sand.
And all during that time I was worried that he would be brainwashed
by the police while he was in their custody. And that he would take
the witness stand when it was his turn and identify the three who

are on trial and say that he'd never seen %m me in Chicago and that

he hadn't told me what I'd wrote. However (and I ddidn't want to
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go and see him while he was being held or have anyone talk to him--

[

]

or ask him what he was going to do)however when we took
the witness stand--and I think he was the last State's witmass-
and he told the same story almost word for word from the witness
stand that he had told me in Chicago--that these definitely were

Bu
| 7
not the people who killed h

igterhe jury accepted that and thewg
acquitted the three defendants. Two of them, by the way, were tried
right after that, for another murder. It happaened at the side door
of the LaSalle Hotel, the Adelaide St. entrance, a short time before
that, and they were convi%ed of that and sentenced to a life term
in Jackson; they served some--that was Cusino and Levecchi--they
served time and they've been released--you know, been out of prison
many years. But they --the shooting, the murder of Jeryy Buckley
was never solved, although I know the newspapers worked on it; I'd
say for a year, so did the police, and if anyone saw the thing and

knew who did it, he just wouldn'tcome forth and say so. It wasn't

healthy to be a witness in those days, in a murder of that nature.
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It was a "gangland" killing; he was set up in the lobby of the

hotel, which at the moment was empty, and three men went in with

45 caliber automatics, which was the standard weapon used by gang-

hit

sters in those days; and they kat 'em, in those days, many, many

times, and many times in the head, and that was where they aimed,

always. But during that time one night several people

in my room--and a woman reporter on our paper--called me over

at the corner--they were mostly newspaper people and--to have a

drink and relax a little--and she said, '"Why does that one man

keep facing the door all the time?" And I said, "Myjell, he keeps

facing the door all the time so he can dive under the bed if it

opens ~--if the door opens unexpectedlyY-and she said, "You're

kidding." and I said, "I wish 2 were, but he's a very worried

man--he can tell he's going to be killed, but I don't know what

it's going to be for." And about two weeks later I called her

up and said "Look at the headline in the paper today--that was
who

the guy whaw was sitting in the corer; he's been taken for a

ride." T don't know what he was--you know, why--he was killed.

But I know that he knew that he had it coming.
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Wedl that the type person managed the hotel. Except one mg¢orning

T was coming down the elevator and it stopped at & floor on the'

way down and the door opened and I almost fainted because two

meEmx nuns in habit got on the elevator, and it was the most

inconsistent, improbable sight I'd ever hope to see. Nuns in

that --Detroiter hotel. I still think they're probably gangsters

in drag who wanted to get out without being recognized. The

house detective --it's a wonder there wasn't more being said.

One night I gotoff the elevator, and he was ahead of mg and T

cleared my throat because I was always afraid he was a little

butty, and would do something andhe turned around and he had

a .38--or maybe a larger caliber--revolver in his hand and I

said "What the hell's the matter?" He said "They're making too
shut

much noiseg in that room and I'"m going to =kst 'em up." ;He

didn't mean he was going to shoot them, he meant he was going

to tell them to be quiet, but he was going in with a gun drawn.

And I says, "Oh, my God, you're gmmg going to start something

all over" and he says, "It's the only way they understand it."
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And T said, "Well lots of luck to you'and I got in my room
soon as I could. I didn't hear ma any more shots, so I
guess his method must have worked. There had, as I say,
been--the hotel got off to kind of a bad start, because not
long after it opened, a --there was a party in the roof garden--
well, in the penthouse--on the top floor--it would be a penthouse--
and a girl who was pretty well known around town, whose name
was Patsy Faye Claire, was thrown out a Window——ki}led. And
it developed that some high police officials were attendéng the
party. But I thinkthe records to this day will show that it
was accident, that she lost her balance and fell--although the
story that we couldn't prove wa=x but--was--I believe--was that
she was thrown out by somebody. And there was a lot of names--

the place Jounry's End
nicknemes of pmiire--during was the popular,

perhaps. And people would--it's funny, but the toughest people
in the country, they go to Detroit, and instead of going someplace
would head right for the

where they wouldn't be seen, they-iived-in-the LaSalle Hotel and

there it all was. And they did a lot of traveling; and those
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were the days of the big gangs. And these was a miniatunme
golf course acroés the street; miniatrue golf was popular

in those days, and it used to be that there'd be people
playing golf all night long--all night. And they were all
gangsters., If the police just wanted--you know, the so-called
dragnet , they wouldn't have to go far, just to the corner,
about a block radius would take in most of the underworld of
Detroit. The --think I'll shut it off for a minute.

You mentioned the name Joe Bommarito in connection with the

% et
Je¥ry Buckley murder. He was an associate of | Lo LJ

and pERRpXEX LﬂiQLUJ g was a principal actor in the

RS

Prohibition period.' Yeah, Pete is still occasionally in Detroit.

His brother Johnny is --has been in the Ohio State Penitentiary--

for oh, something like 35 years, at least. Conspiracy to murder

in Toledo, and they came up about the same time. There are friends

in St. Louis, and they joined up with some others in Detroit thet

they knew, and took over a large part of the river in bringing

whiskey over from Canada. And then they expanded by--selling it
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to wholesalers, of course, and then even to retailers, to bars.

And from the start it was practically nothing; they made quite

a bit of money. And they didn't get into gambling for quite a

while; thmxx there were established gamblers in Detroit, and

a lot of gambling then, wide-open gambling; oh, like Danny

Sawburn, Lincoln Fitzgerald, Rusty Clark, Sleep-out Louis,

St. Louis Dutch, the Wekkimers; Mert and Al; so many --they

had very --Bert Morse--very elegant places; lavish, and for

top entertainment; peoplelike Ted Lewis were at their height

then. And they had these litle tough guys convinced that all

the money was in bootlegging and gambling was a hand-to-mouth

existence. They were just getting by by the skin of their teeth.

It was to keep them --you know, from muscling in on them. And

it worked, for years. But finally they got a little smart and

started moving in the gambling business. Then, many of those

who had been established in Detroit moved out to Nevada--either

Reno or kmas LasVegas. And Some of them are still operating out

there. But Detroit in those days had--justabout any kind of game
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you wanted; one would want to gamble--backarack, dice, cards,
stud, ; anything, practically; and in =mx very
convenient locations, right downdown on Woodward Avenue, or
on Grand River, %mxax a block or two off Woodward, or up at
The Sheraton, where Bert Morris had a very fine cafe, cabaret
and gambling establishment there. And of course, Ecorse,
dwnriver and upriver in St. Clair Shores had lavish gambling
establishments. Now usually, a man has to be known to get
into the gambling part of the dining room. But they were not
two careful about that; they didn't pay much attentdon to the

et
identify of the person, because it was pretty obvious, unless

they had protection. The thing that they--igi some of the down-
town places one would go into a room w&th nothing in i t bbut

a husky guy who worked for the gambling place and he'd be
searched and they looked for two B things--one, a gun; two--

to see that the man had enough money to get in. In other words,

he'd have to have, in the cheaper places, at least $5 to let

him in. And in these rooms, up above, was a gun turret, with
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a man with a rifle looking down to see that no one's coming in

to stick the place up. Because they had a lot of cash--see, those

places did a big business and they had alot of cash on hand. And

they didn't have guys with guns showing inside, like &tm they do

in Reno or Las Vegas now, but they had protection. Then to a

winner--if a person won a large amount of money--they'd pay him;

they'd give him alf check, if he wanted it; and the check from

you know--the places run by these people--and they check was

as good as cash. But the check was so he wouldn't be held wp.

Or, they'd send a couple of men with him to take him home, if

he wanted the cash. And if it was in large anough amounts, he

might be held up. They'd give him protection until he got home,

or give him a check, either way. JCourse, they were, in a way,

protecting their own money, because a gambler always goes back

and they knew that if he won tonight and got home safely, that

he'd be back the next night, or the night after. And the averages

being what they are, the house would win it back. Plus some.
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Ray, returning to the Buckley murder: you aiway almost samm arrived
on the scene at the time of the
IRXBREXEREXKRREXXBLxKRE murder.
Yeah, we worked--all the newspaper people worked very hard for
on the

sometime khmkxdgx particularly that day, am#xX recall that Mayor
ﬁ&mﬁ<@0 ; and after all the results were in and our stoires were
written, I remember that Tommy McIntyre and Jack Martin, who
was on the Times (McIntyre was on the News) and I walked over
to Berman's, about a block from the Times--it was then a blind
pig--and we were really too tired to drink anything, or too
hot, and we had a steak sandwich and a bottle of beer. Then
we left Berman's and started to walk north, toward--in the
general direction of the LaSalle Hotel. So I said, "What

/I'm too tired/
are we gomng this way for?" and McIntyre says, "Well, come
on, we'll walk as far as the hotel" so Martin and I told him
he was crazy, that we couldn't walk at all, we were too tired,

so T left them and Martin did too, and I took a cab and went

over to the Leland for the night. If we had proceeded, we

JGH
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figured out, we'd have arrived at the hotel when Buckley

was getting in the lobby. Now we'd have sat down, because

we were tired after the walk, and rested a few minutes, at

least, but we all knew Jerry Buckley, so we'd have been

talking to him. And one of two things would've happened:

either the shooting wouldv'e been postponed because we were

there, or we'd have all been killed. So this is sort of a

lady or the tiger--what finish you want to give it. Either

one wouldu'e happened. McIntyre continued walking--went to

the hotel. He didn't see anybody in the lobby--I don't think

he did, he might've seen Buckly, but at &ny rate, he had

gottdn his room and started to get undressed, had taken off

his shirt, and the telephone operator called and said, "There's

a shooting in the lobby." So he went down. I think he saw

Buckley. And,you know, said hello and went up. But we all

knew Jerryd. So we --there again, I think if it had been

anybody local, it wouldv'e been postponed. If there were
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imports who did the shooting, everybody wouldv'e been shot,

theywouldn't have left anybody around. Another thing about

that hotel clerk--I don't know why they didn't shoot him--

the night clerk. Unless they didn't see him or think about

him.

Speaking of the night clerk, Ray, he seemed to do rather

well financially, even for Detroit.

Well--when I saw him, in Chicago, he was clerking in a

very small, out-of-the way hotel, and the man to my

knowledge never had much money. After the trial--yeah,

he purchased an undertaking establishment in Birmingham--

in Dearborn. And as far as I know, he prospered. But--until

he died--a natural death. Allen Camp was one of the--getting

back to the Buckley trial--one of the defense attorneys. And

he had been in the Prosecutor's office as an Assistant Prosecutor

trying mostly murder cases for many, many years. And it was

sort of difficult for him to get adjusted; I always thought

that he'd be sitting at the other side of the table; he met
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with a tragic end. He was talking --he had defended a man
for murdering his wife. And the guy was convitted of first-
degree murder and serving life imprisonment in Jackson. And
Allen Camp went mmmx up to the Chief of Detective's office,
and talked to him about the case and protested the verdict,
protested the way the police handled it, and was demonstrating
with a hand gun that it was impossible for Jenkins to have
killed his wife the way the State said during the trial that
he had murdered hers, because of the angle of the gun and the
bullet. And he put the gun up to his head to demonstrate how
it was impossible, and pulled the trigger and killed himself
right in front of the Chief of Detectives, sitting there. Now
it went down as an accident. But many people close to Allen
Camp thought it was suicide done that way so his insurance would
give his widow double coverage. Because he had been very frustrated

in his life, over the way his law practice was going, and several

other things. And k% this was, of course, couldn't be proved,
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the insurance company paid it off as an accident, but the
thinking was that he just deliberately--and what a setting,
in the Chief of Detective's office--at his own desk. This
man that he defended, his name was Lonnie Jenkins--and he
sent for me--I didn't cover that trial, by the way, but he
sent for me, sent word that he'd like to see k% me, while he
was in Jackson Prison. Well, since I didn't know him, I
took a Captain of the State Police with me, Ira Marmom, was
his name, and rather--the prisoner said that he could--if I
could get him out--he could get me the solution to the
Jerry Buckley murder. Well, this has happened to me many
times. An inmate of a prison will say, "If you put me on
the street, I'll solve this thing you're working on." So
it's like--like Lazarus--he talked to the Attorney General
apparently, and some other star investigators to takehim
~all

aut and he's going to solve our crime.

Including non-existent crime.

--Non-existent, and he's being charged currently with several

counts of perjury. Well, Lonnie Jenkins told me that he was

w
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turned
walking on Woodward Avenue, just areund the corner of
Adelaide Street, the night of the shooting. He heard
the shots, saw the men run out of the Adelaide Street
entrance of the LaSalle Hotel and jump into an automobile
which made a U-turn and he took down the license number.
He was carrying a Free Press, and he wrote it on the margin
of the newspaper. Now, there was a car that made a U-turn--
the men did run out of the hotel, got into that car; other
witnesses had seen that much; but nobody had a license
number. Buthe could have read that in the newspaper--
T
except for the license number. So k= says, "Lonnie, look,
I can't promise you anything except if the information <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>