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Ever since Eliot Ness first published The Untouchables in 1957, the public has fallen in love with the adventures of this authentic American hero. His book was a runaway best seller because it was the exciting true story of a brave and honest lawman pitted against the country's most successful gangster, Al Capone. The television series that followed in the 1950's and the Kevin Costner movie in 1987 built fancifully on the same theme. Then again in 1993, the television series has been remade for yet another generation to watch Eliot Ness battle it out again with the Capone Mob. 

Every school child knows what Eliot Ness did for two years in Chicago, but what happened to him afterwards when Al Capone went to jail? Almost nobody knows. Does that mean the young hero retired to a quiet life?

Not by a long shot! With a new group of "Untouchables," Eliot Ness went right on fighting the mob for another decade: staging daring raids on bootleggers and illegal gambling joints, catching criminals with his bare hands, and generally putting organized crime on the run. After Capone, he broadened his crusade to include labor racketeers, crooked cops and the country's most vicious serial killer, the Mad Butcher of Kingsbury Run. 

So why didn't Eliot Ness write about his adventures after Chicago? Actually, he had planned to do just that, but he died of a heart attack just before the publishing of The Untouchables.

This story is the result of hundreds of interviews and thousands of hours of research to capture events never before published. All the events contained in this story are substantively correct, although the exact dialogue, remembered from interviews taken decades after the event, may only be approximate. 

Ness's career in law enforcement continued for a decade beyond the Capone years, a decade in which his very considerable talents flowered. At the age of 33 in Cleveland, he faced the challenge of his career when he took over the corrupt and incompetent police force in a city that had become a haven for gangsters.

Never one to sit behind a desk and administrate, Eliot took to the street with a new group of trusted confidants, mostly undercover investigators and reporters, until he cleaned up the police force and put the mob chieftains behind bars.

Drawing on his master's degree in criminology, he turned the miserable Cleveland police force into one of the most modern, efficient and respected departments in the world. Crime in the city dropped 38 percent after he was on the job just a couple of years! 

Eliot Ness was so much more than just the courageous guy who battered down the door of Capone's biggest brewery. It's time the American public knew about the rest of his accomplishments, which are at once exciting, inspiring and long lasting. 

	Eliot Ness was born on April 19, 1903, in Chicago. He was a lucky boy born into an almost storybook type of American family. His parents, Peter and Emma Ness, were Norwegian immigrants who had earned a comfortable middle class life for their family by very hard work and practical living. Over the years, Peter had made his wholesale bakery business into a thriving concern with several shops and delivery trucks. 

	Eliot was the youngest of the five Ness children. There was a huge age difference between Eliot and his siblings. His three older sisters had families of their own when Eliot was very young. Even his brother was thirteen years older.


The result was that Eliot received a great deal of individual attention from his parents who were well into middle age when he was born. Their indulgence paid off because Eliot was a remarkably well-behaved boy, who helped his father at his work and earned money on his own from his paper route.

Young Eliot was a good student and an avid reader. Fueling his imagination with adventure stories from Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes. Eliot seemed to prefer reading to playing ball with the kids in his neighborhood.

His older brother-in-law, Alexander Jamie, who was an agent for the Justice Department, fueled young Eliot’s need for adventure. It was Jamie who taught him to shoot and encouraged him to develop his marksmanship.

Eliot went to school at the University of Chicago and earned a degree in business and law. By now, the young man was six-feet-tall, slender and boyishly handsome. He was quiet and introverted, preferring to read Shakespeare than take part in the rowdier college pursuits. His only interest in physical sports was in playing tennis and developing his skill in jujitsu.

Nobody in his family was happy when upon graduation in 1925, he chose to be a retail credit investigator instead of pursuing a career in business. At night, he went back to the University of Chicago to take courses in criminology under the well-known expert, August Volmar.

In 1927, when he had finished his year of criminology studies, Ness hired on with the Treasury Department in Chicago. With some help from his brother-in-law, whose career in federal law enforcement was on the rise, Ness transferred over to the Prohibition Bureau

He was one of the three hundred men responsible for prosecuting the flourishing Chicago bootlegging industry. The Chicago branch of the Prohibition Bureau had a reputation for corruption that equaled the rest of the Windy City’s law enforcement establishment. Again, his family wished that he had made a better choice for himself.

	By late 1928, Al Capone was one of the most flamboyant and successful criminals in the country. His power in the Chicago area was as awesome as his intrinsic cruelty. 

Frank Loesch, the president of the Chicago Crime Commission, had the humiliating task of asking for Capone’s help in securing an honest election in Cook County. It was a thoroughly absurd situation: there was no elected or appointed power that was not openly corrupt, from the Illinois governor to the mayor of Chicago, so Loesch had to turn to the most powerful man in the city

	Uppermost in Loesch’s mind was the spring Republican primary in which candidates and party members were murdered and voters terrorized by bombs and threats. There was no reason for him to doubt that the violence would be even worse for the November election.


"I’ll give you a square deal if you don’t ask to much of me," Capone offered arrogantly.

The two men made a deal. Capone had the Chicago police round up and disarm all the known gangsters the night before the election. The next day, the police guarded the polling areas and the election proceeded without any violence.

Loesch later admitted: "It turned out to be the squarest and the most successful election day in forty years. There was not one complaint, not one election fraud and no threat of trouble all day."

As John Kobler, Capone’s biographer, pointed out: "It was also a display of power such as few outlaws have achieved before or since."

Capone’s cruelty was as great as his power. Kobler recounts a famous Capone story in his CAPONE: The Life and World of Al Capone. Capone had invited three Sicilian gangsters to a lavish feast. He was the most exuberant and genial of hosts until the enormous meal had been consumed. Then, suddenly, he accused them of disloyalty –an offense he could not tolerate. "Capone’s bodyguards fell upon them , lashing them to their chairs with wire and gagging them. Capone got up, holding a baseball bat. Slowly, he walked the length of the table and halted behind the first guest of honor. With both hands, he lifted the bat and slammed it down full force. Slowly, methodically, he struck again and again, breaking ones in the man’s shoulders, arms and chest. He moved to the next man and, when he had reduced him to mangled flesh and bone, to the third. One of the bodyguards then fetched his revolver from the checkroom and shot each man in the back of the head."

The newly-elected President Hoover was determined to end the career of Al Capone. There are a number of stories about how Hoover arrived at that goal, some of which are patently untrue, others are well documented.

After his election, Herbert Hoover was the guest of J.C. Penney at his Miami estate, which was not far from Capone’s. Supposedly the constant rowdiness at the Capone estate offended Hoover so much that he vowed to have the mobster silenced.

Another unproven story was that the newspapermen in Miami gave more press coverage to the gangster than the newly-elected president.

More likely, the fervent appeal of Frank Knox, who published the Chicago Daily News, was a key motive for Hoover’s war on Capone. After hearing from Knox of Capone’s power, Hoover was anxious to see the prosecution of this brazen criminal who was living so flamboyantly above the law. If the law enforcement officials of Illinois were not willing to prosecute, then Hoover would get him on the myriad of federal offenses that were, in fact, a main source of his revenue and power. 

Hoover charged Andrew Mellon, Secretary of the Treasury, with putting an end to the Capone Mob. The federal government had two areas to attack Capone: income tax evasion and violations of the Volstead Act which enforced Prohibition. The Feds pursued both avenues with equal vigor.

Capone, with his extravagant lifestyle, had not filed an income tax return for several key years. His vulnerability to the IRS was even greater when the Supreme Court handed down the Sullivan decision. No longer could a criminal claim that income from illegal activities was exempt from income taxes on the grounds that reporting the illegal income was self-incriminating. While Capone’s lawyers must have warned him of the ramifications of this ruling, Capone still didn’t get the message. Even after his brother Ralph and other gangsters were being indicted on tax evasion, Capone did not protect himself from prosecution. 

It did not matter that Capone personally did not have bank accounts, did not sign checks and did not appear to own any assets. Established legal precedent allowed for prosecuting criminals with extravagant lifestyles and no visible means of legal support.

Quietly and anonymously, the IRS agents went about building their case against Capone by proving that Capone’s net worth and net expenditures were far in excess of his income in the years in which Capone had not filed any income tax statements.

The parallel attack that President Hoover had mounted against the Capone empire was focused upon violations of the Volstead Act which enforced the Prohibition amendment. U.S. District Attorney George E. Johnson had the job of closing down Capone’s enormous bootlegging operations and prosecuting him for thousands of Volstead infractions.

Finding honest men amongst the corruption-ridden Prohibition Bureau was no easy task. Ness, it seemed, was one of the very few agents who had earned a reputation for reliability and honesty. Through the recommendations of his brother-in-law, who enjoyed a very high profile as an elite law enforcement officer, Eliot was tasked with assembling and leading the team to go after Capone’s breweries and hard liquor operations.

In Ness’s book The Untouchables, he estimates that Capone had at least "twenty breweries in operation. Each brewery out one hundred barrels of beer a day." The hard liquor, purchased from the Mafia, was delivered through the same system as the beer.

With a weekly sales volume in excess of a million and a half dollars, it seemed incredible that the operations were never shut down or faced prosecution. His brother-in-law, Alexander Jamie, estimated that a third of the alcohol was being paid out in graft and protection.

Eliot was given the personnel records of the entire Prohibition Bureau from which to select his small team of "crack" agents. The success of his mission depended upon the honesty of the agents, but Ness demanded much more than integrity: 

"I ticked off the general qualities I desired: single, no older than thirty, both the mental and physical stamina to work long hours and the courage and ability to use fist or gun and special investigative techniques. I needed a good telephone man, one who could tap a wire with speed and precision. I needed men who were excellent drivers, for much of our success would depend upon how expertly they could trail the mob’s cars and trucks… and fresh faces –from other divisions—who were not known to the Chicago mobsters."

Initially Ness selected about fifty men, which he quickly whittled down to fifteen. An intensive investigation left him with just nine: 

1. Marty Lahart, an Irish sports and fitness enthusiast, 

2. Sam Seager, a tough, but unobtrusive looking man who had once been a Sing Sing death row guard, 

3. Barney Cloonan, a giant muscular, black-haired Irishman, 

4. Lyle Chapman, a brilliant problem solver and investigator with the body and strength of the Colgate University football player he had been, 

5. Tom Friel, a former state trooper from Pennsylvania, 

6. Joe Leeson, a legendary genius when it came to tailing someone in an automobile, 

7. Paul Robsky, a short, ordinary-looking man, who brought both telephone expertise and extraordinary courage to the job, 

8. Mike King, another man unobtrusive-looking man with special talent for absorbing and analyzing facts, 

9. Bill Gardner, an enormous former professional football player of Native American descent. 

Even with his crack team of agents, Eliot Ness, gutsy and determined as he was, was not without human fears about the task they were facing: "Doubts raced through my mind as I considered the feasibility of enforcing a law which the majority of honest citizens didn’t seem to want.

	Even with his crack team of agents, Eliot Ness, gutsy and determined as he was, was not without human fears about the task they were facing: "Doubts raced through my mind as I considered the feasibility of enforcing a law which the majority of honest citizens didn’t seem to want.

"I felt a chill foreboding for my men as I envisioned the violent reaction we would produced in the criminal octopus hovering over[image: image9.jpg]


 Chicago, its tentacles of terror reaching out all over the nation. We had undertaken what might be a suicidal mission."


	Capone, the most powerful mobster at the zenith of his career, had killed or ordered murdered hundreds of men all ready. Some of these murders struck very close to home for Eliot because they were some of the few courageous law enforcement officials who dared to go after the mobster. 

Others were rival gangsters working for Bugs Moran , subsequently executed in the famous St.Valentine’s Day Massacre. Many other Capone-ordered murders went virtually unnoticed as minor mob associates were rubbed out for errors in judgement, incompetence, treachery or simply being at the wrong place at the wrong time. 

Many have wondered why Eliot Ness, with a college degree and a year of graduate study at the University of Chicago, would risk his young life for less than $3,000 per year going up against the most ruthless criminal in the country. Some have claimed that Ness was an egomaniac who excessively craved attention and that his crusade against Capone was the surest way to get that attention.

While it was certainly true that Eliot enjoyed publicity, which he cultivated through friendships with newspapermen, he was not an egomaniac, nor did he crave attention. At least two other motivations were uppermost in his mind as he undertook this dangerous venture. Ness was always a man of very strong ideals. He was completely committed to seeing Capone and all the crooked cops and officials who helped Capone go to jail. The other powerful motivator was excitement and danger. Eliot Ness was in many ways a frontier sheriff, who craved action more than publicity.

He is sensitive to this issue of motivations when he explains why he took the job: "Unquestionably, it was going to be highly dangerous. Yet I felt it was quite natural to jump at the task. After all, if you don’t like action and excitement, you don’t go into police work. And, what the hell, I figured, nobody lives forever!"

One of their first skirmishes in the war was Ness’s plan to close down eighteen stills located in Chicago Heights in one night. Each of Ness’s men was given several Prohibition agents and at least one still to target. Some of them would make two raids that night.

They spent hours studying the map and deciding how to approach each target. Then they gathered their cars and equipment and waited for the Prohibition agents to arrive. Given the poor reputation of the average Prohibition agent, Ness’s agents made sure that none of the men in these raiding parties ever had a chance to get to a telephone. 

The raids were all scheduled to occur simultaneously at nine thirty at night, so that they could make a clean sweep before the news got around.

Ness had chosen as his target the Cozy Corners Saloon, the brain center of the Chicago Heights operation as well as a supply center for many major Midwestern cities.

With a sawed off shotgun in his arms, Ness and his men charged through the front door, yelling, "Everybody keep his place! This is a federal raid!"

All across Chicago Heights, the same thing was happening. The operation was a success: eighteen stills were shut down and fifty-two people jailed. The stills were dismantled and stored as evidence. Now with that successful raid to boost their confidence, Ness and his men took aim at Capone’s major operation –the breweries.

Ness understood that if hundreds of federal agents and local police had never inflicted any serious damage on Capone’s breweries -- the income which was the lifeblood of his operations -- that his little band of agents was going to have to be a lot smarter to make any impact at all.

After a number of false alarms, Friel and Robsky located what appeared to be a fully operational brewery. Ness planned the raid for ten fifteen in the evening. Armed with sawed-off shotguns, axes and crowbars, they began their attack. Ness broke the door lock with an ax and Chapman pried the lock off with a crowbar. But the wooden door was only the start. Right behind it was a steel door. Ness shot the lock several times and finally it gave.

Inside was a huge room, reeking of beer, with two trucks half loaded with barrels. The only problem is that there wasn’t a soul in the place. Everybody had fled through an escape route on the roof.

Ness was upset that they took no prisoners, but pleased that they had confiscated nineteen 1,500-gallon vats, 140 barrels of beer and two trucks, with a total estimated value of $75,000 and a capacity of 100 barrels a day.

Ness decided that he would need a new type of weapon if he wanted to force his way quickly into any other Capone breweries. He got his hands on a 10-ton flat-bed truck with a reinforced steel bumper covering the whole radiator. The flat-bed was outfitted with scaling ladders, so that his men could get on the roofs of the breweries.

Soon, Leeson and Seager confirmed the location of another Capone brewery on South Cicero Avenue. As they watched it, they noticed that a convoy of thugs was protecting the delivery trucks. Word of Ness’s earlier raid had caused a strengthening of the guard.

While his men kept a vigil on the comings and goings of this Cicero brewery, Ness attended to some political fence-mending. Since his last raid did not include anyone from the Prohibition Bureau, Ness thought he had better invite the Chicago bureau on this next raid they were planning. Otherwise there would be more hurt feelings and political unpleasantness.

Annoyed at Ness’s upstaging of his group, the head of the Chicago Prohibition Bureau claimed he could only spare a single man for the upcoming raid –a new agent with no experience.

Ness described him as "a mousy little man with thick, horn-rimmed glasses" who had been a department store clerk before he got the Prohibition agent job as a political favor. The poor agent was shocked when he joined the heavily-armed, tough crowd of agents ready for the raid. The diminutive new prohibition agent was dwarfed by the bulk of the huge men on Ness’s team.

The raid took place at five in the morning when the trucks were normally loaded. One of the agents drove the truck through the closed doors of the brewery. Ness also sat in the truck’s cab with the prohibition agent squeezed in between. Ness’s other agents had been stationed at the back doors and on the roof.

This raid was an unqualified success. Frank Conta, Capone’s friend, and Steve Svododa, Capone’s top brewer, were among the men captured. Better still, seven 320-gallon vats, a hundred barrels, the brewing equipment and three new trucks were captured. Capone was now minus another 100 barrels a day in brewing capacity. The only real casualty of the operation was the immediate and impassioned resignation of the newly-minted prohibition agent.

Over the coming months, Ness and his team closed down brewery after brewery, each time confiscating expensive equipment, barrels and vats, and trucks of all kinds. The mobsters were really feeling the pinch. In its first six months of operation, Ness had closed down some nineteen distilleries and key breweries, worth an estimated $1,000,000.

There was obviously some reticence on the part of Capone to assassinate the members of this presidentially-ordered federal team. Capone was smart enough to understand that killing off these federal agents could bring him more trouble than he already had. Still, these damaging search-and-destroy missions had to be stopped.

Capone fully believed that every man had his price, so his next move was to have one of his men offer Ness $2,000 a week. A similar offer was made to Seager and Lahart, when a man threw an envelope with the cash into their car as he passed them on the road. Ness’s agents caught up with Capone’s guy and threw the money back at him. To men making $2800 per year, refusing that kind of money underscored how deeply-engrained was their integrity and commitment.

Ness wanted to use this event to make a point publicly. He gathered all of the news media for a press conference on Capone’s failed bribery attempts. Ness explained his rationale: "Possibly it wasn’t too important for the world to know that we couldn’t be bought, but I did want Al Capone and every gangster in the city to realize that there were still a few law enforcement agents who couldn’t be swerved from their duty."

The story was carried by newspapers all over the country, one of which coined the term "The Untouchables."

As the Capone operatives became more cautious and secretive about their operations, it was harder for Ness to ferret out the location of the breweries and distilleries. In many cases, the information came from tips from rival gangs, but more often their best information came from wiretaps and an undercover agent that Ness had inside the Mob.

One of the problems the federal agents faced was that a key source of information –the sales office for the beer and liquor—was in the Liberty Hotel, which was a place too difficult to install a wiretap. Using his undercover agent George Thomas, he planted disinformation about an upcoming raid on the sales office. As Ness had hoped, the sales office was quickly moved to another area, which, fortunately, was much easier to tap. Ness’s friend in the phone company was kind enough to lend a telephone company truck and uniform so that Robsky could tap every phone line in the place without arousing suspicion.

As Ness continued to inflict pain on Capone’s operations, the mobsters developed new ways of protecting their source of income. Not surprisingly, they began to follow Ness and the other "Untouchables" around the clock. They installed a hotline so that anyone could inform on what Ness and his agents were doing. If the tip was a good one, the person received $500. Ness lost no time in tapping this particular phone.

Sometimes the wiretaps worked against them. A couple of times, Ness’s carefully planned raids were foiled by tip-offs. After a while, Ness found out that the mobsters had tapped his phones and those of his agents. The gangsters had lured away telephone company technicians with huge salaries to set up their own wiretaps.

One of the best wiretap opportunities Ness had was Ralph Capone’s headquarters in the Montmartre Café in Cicero. This tap would be particularly important since Ralph’s brother Al had just been put in jail May 16, 1929, for carrying a pistol. For almost a year, Ralph would carry out Scarface’s orders from prison.

The difficulty was that the telephone exchange was so busy that it was long and difficult operation to figure out which were the right phones to tap. Ness had Lahart disguise himself and burrow his way into the Montmartre Café as a free-spending customer from out of town.

Lahart determined that Ralph Capone did most of his telephoning in an alcove just behind the Montmartre’s bar. The real complication was that the café was heavily guarded outside , making it impossible for Robsky to work on the terminal box in the alley near the café. The café’s guards had to be distracted so that Robsky could climb the telephone pole and complete the wiretap, while Ness stood at the base of the pole with his gun in his hand. With the odds against them, they completed the most successful surveillance operation to date.

This Montmartre wiretap yielded some of their best information. Capone had been overheard ordering the reopening of a major brewery on South Wabash Avenue, which had been closed earlier by one of Ness’s raids. 

Ness waited several days until all the new equipment had been installed and the brewery was online, then he raided it and confiscated all the new trucks and equipment.

Ness was very sensitive that he was becoming Capone’s recurring bad dream and that eventually Capone would overcome his reluctance to snuff out federal agents. Soon after the raid on the South Wabash brewery, the mobsters started planning Ness’s funeral.

Ness narrowly escaped death several times, once just a few days after the second closing of the South Wabash brewery. Ness had cut short his date with Edna Staley, his long-time girlfriend because his car was being followed. He walked her to her door and noticed then that the neighborhood seemed to be deserted. Ness had almost convinced himself it was his imagination when he noticed a parked car facing in the opposite direction. "…as I approached to within a few yards of it, there was a bright flash from the front window, and I ducked instinctively as my windshield splintered in tune with the bark of a revolver. Without thinking, I jammed the accelerator to the floor. As my car leaped ahead, there was another flash, and the window of my left read door was smashed by another slug.

"The tires squealed as I hurtled around the next corner…Driving madly, I circled the block, taking my gun from the should holster and holding it in my left hand as I doubled back to get behind the car which had ambushed me. Now I wanted my turn, but the would-be assassin had faded into the night."

Another time, Ness recalled when he and Lahart were on their way to a restaurant for a cup of coffee. "…I veered between two cars parked at the curb and started out across the street. I heard the high-pitched whine of the powerful motor at the same moment Marty yelled hoarsely:

"Eliot! Look out!

Without thinking, I spun and dove headlong back between the two parked cars. My chest crashed against the curb, driving the breath from my body, as the roaring machine rushed by inches from my legs. By the time I dragged myself painfully to my feet, the speeding car was out of sight around the next corner."

Frank Basile, Ness’s friend and sometime assistant, was found brutally murdered. Ness’s reaction gives some insight into his character: "Lying there was a lifeless husk which had been Frank Basile! I had expected it, I suppose, and in the course of my career I had often witnessed the ravages of violent death. You think, eventually, that nothing can disturb you and that your nerves are impregnable. Yet, looking down at that familiar face, I realized that death is something to which we never become calloused."

Ness wanted very much to humiliate Capone publicly as well as to put him in jail. The murder of Basile was the catalyst to a plan to openly embarrass Capone. From his many successful raids on Capone breweries and other liquor operations, Ness had accumulated some forty-five trucks of various types, most of which were new. The government had contracted for a new storage place for Ness’s vehicle collection that would eventually be sold at public auction. Until then, it was necessary to move the trucks to the new garage.

Ness hit on an idea to strike a psychological blow to Al Capone pride, something few intelligent people ever attempted. Ness had all of the trucks polished to a fine shine. Then he arranged for a group of drivers to operate the convoy of trucks. When everything was ready, Ness made his boldest move.

He called Capone’s headquarters at the Lexington Hotel and bullied his way into getting Capone himself on the phone.

"Well, Snorkey," Ness called him by the nickname only Capone’s close friends used," I just wanted to tell you that if you look out your front windows down onto Michigan Avenue at exactly eleven o’clock you’ll see something that should interest you.

"What’s up?" Capone asked, curiosity in his tone.

"Just take a look and you’ll see," Ness said just before he slammed down the phone.

The motorcade came to the Capone’s Lexington Hotel headquarters at eleven o’clock in the morning. Moving very slowly, it passed a bunch of Capone’s gangsters milling around outside the hotel. Ness could see the wild gesticulating and confusion on Capone’s balcony.

This was a big day for Ness and his team. "What we had done this day," he told people later, "was enrage the bloodiest mob in criminal history…We had hurled the defiance of "The Untouchables" into their teeth; they surely knew by now that we were prepared to fight to the finish."

Ness had certainly succeeded in making Capone angry. Right after the parade, Capone stormed through his suite shrieking and breaking things up. Remembering the time Capone took a baseball bat to his enemies, Ness wondered if Capone would come after him in personally.

Not only had Ness succeeded in enraging Capone, but, more importantly, he was making a significant dent in Capone’s business. Millions of dollars of brewing equipment had been seized or destroyed, thousands of gallons of beer and alcohol had been dumped and the largest breweries were closed. 

Wiretaps on Capone’s lieutenants revealed how bad things were getting. The mob had to cut back its graft and payments to the policemen. Beer had to be imported from other areas to supply the speakeasies that used to buy Capone’s beer. Things got even worse when they raided a gigantic operation that was supplying 20,000 gallons a day.

Capone's need to have Eliot Ness dead, became an obsession. One day when Ness went from his office to his car, he noticed that the fastener on his briefcase had come open. He put the briefcase on the hood of his car to refasten the snap and happened to notice that the hood was open a little bit.

No stranger to assassination attempts, Ness cautiously raised the hood to find a dynamite bomb inside. He closed the hood of the car even more cautiously and called the police. Had he just touched the starter, he would have been history. Ness wondered how long his luck would last.
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Finally, the government’s mission was coming to closure in the early spring of 1931. Facing a six-year statute of limitations on some of the earlier evidence, the government had to prosecute the 1924 evidence before March 15, 1931. A few days before that deadline, on March 13, a federal grand jury met secretly on the government’s claim that in 1924 Al Capone had a tax liability of $32,488.81. The jury returned an indictment against Capone that was kept secret until the investigation was complete for the years 1925 to 1929.


	On June 5, 1931, the grand jury met again and returned an indictment against Capone with twenty-two counts of tax evasion totally over $200,000. A week later, a third indictment was returned on the evidence provided by Ness and his team. Capone and sixty-eight members of his gang were charged with some 5,000 separate violations of the Volstead Act, some of them going back to 1922. The income tax cases took precedence over the Prohibition violations.

Capone was facing a possible 34 years in jail if the government completely won its case. Capone’s lawyers presented the U.S. Attorney Johnson with a deal. Capone would plead guilty for a relatively light sentence. Johnson took the deal and agreed to recommend a two-and-a-half-year sentence. The government had some concerns about its witnesses living to testify, plus the upholding of the statute of limitations by the Supreme Court. The press was outraged that Capone would get off with such a light sentence.

Capone went into the courtroom on June 16 a fairly happy man. When Capone pleaded guilty, Judge Wilkerson adjourned the hearing until June 30. Capone told the press he was entertaining offers from the movie studios to make a film of his life. He was in excellent spirits when he appeared for sentencing in front of Wilkerson at the end of the month.

Judge Wilkerson had a little surprise for Al. "The parties to a criminal case may not stipulate as to the judgment to be entered," Wilkerson said firmly. Wilkerson made it quite clear that while he would listen to Johnson’s recommendation, he was not bound to go along with it. "It is time for somebody to impress upon the defendant that it is utterly impossible to bargain with a federal court." Capone was allowed to withdraw his guilty plea and a trial was scheduled for October.

Subsequently, it was secretly proven to Judge Wilkerson that Capone’s gang was bribing and threatening the potential jurors. Again, Judge Wilkerson had a surprise for the gang leader. At the last minute, he switched the jury pool with another one that had been assembled for a different trial.

Late Saturday night, October 17, 1931, the jury completed its deliberation and found Capone guilty of some counts, but not all counts of tax evasion. The following Saturday, Judge Wilkerson sentenced Capone for eleven years, $50,000 in fines and court costs of another $30,000. Bail was denied and Capone was led to the Cook County Jail to await eventual removal to Leavenworth.

As Capone left the courtroom, an official of the Internal Revenue Service slapped liens on his property so that the government could satisfy its tax claims. Capone lost his temper and tried to attack the man, but was restrained by the marshals who had him in custody.

The government decided not to prosecute Capone on any of the Prohibition violations that Ness and his team had worked so hard to document. Instead, this evidence was held back just in case Capone was able to beat the income tax rap. Capone’s appeal was denied and in May of 1932, "The Untouchables" escorted Capone to the train that took him to Atlanta penitentiary. 

Ness made certain that the train compartments were secure and checked for the last time on the prisoner, who had taken off his coat and lighted a cigar. 

"Well, I’m on my way to do eleven years," he said, looking at Ness. "I’ve got to do it, that’s all. I’m not sore at anybody. Some people are lucky. I wasn’t. There was too much overhead in my business anyhow, paying off all the time and replacing trucks and breweries. They ought to make it legitimate."

"If it was legitimate, you certainly wouldn’t want anything to do with it," he told Capone as he walked away, seeing him for the last time.

The work of "The Untouchables" was done and Eliot Ness got a promotion out of it. He was made Chief Investigator of Prohibition Forces for the entire Chicago division. Al Capone, already infected with syphilis, deteriorated mentally and physically. As he neared the end of his prison term, the most powerful criminal in America had been reduced to a near vegetable. 



	


Reporter Wes Lawrence couldn't wait to shake the hand of the celebrity G-Man who had just been promoted in July of 1934 to head up the Ohio arm of the Treasury Department "revenuers" in Cleveland. Wes had already formed a mental picture of the tough guy who rammed a truck through the doors of Capone's biggest breweries, the leader of the famous Chicago "Untouchables." 

Expecting a brawny, big-chested, loud-talking lawman, Wes almost spilled his drink when the real man walked up to his table. Could this pencil-thin, apple-cheeked boy in stockbroker's clothing be the legendary Eliot Ness? At first sight, it seemed incredible that any gangster, not to mention the brutal Al Capone, could be intimidated by this freckle-faced young man

Getting over his shock, Wes invited his tall, slender guest to sit down and ordered a beer for him. He started out the interview by asking Ness what it was really like taking on Al Capone's gang. Eliot sat back in his chair and smiled, deciding where to begin his story. 

Wes had never run into a cop as polished and articulate as Eliot Ness, but then not many lawmen had an undergraduate degree in business and a master’s degree in criminology. After listening to Eliot for a half-hour, Wes felt himself drawn to the personable, soft-spoken man who steered the conversation away from himself to praise his "Untouchables" for all their accomplishments in Chicago. Eliot played down his role, telling Wes that the best ideas came from the other members of the group. All he did was make sure the good ideas were funded and executed properly. Modesty like that was unusual in Wes's experience, but then Eliot Ness was an unusual guy all around.

When Eliot started to talk about his new mission to shut down Ohio's flourishing bootleg industry, a passion and intensity took over his large, blue-gray eyes. "Wait and see," he said with quiet conviction, "in a couple months at the most, it's going to be too damned expensive to make bootleg liquor in this state."

Wes didn't have to wait long. Within a few days, Eliot and his team of federal agents began a reign of terror that soon crippled the bootleg business in the state. Eliot was out in the field every day with his men closing down at least one still a day. Suddenly, the bootleggers couldn't afford to buy new equipment, now that Eliot’s agents were dumping their source of revenue down the sewer and dismantling their stills.

In a less than a year after his conversation with Wes, Eliot and his agents had destroyed equipment producing thousands of gallons of liquor a day, wiping out all the important illegal distilleries in the region.

During that year, Wes saw quite a lot of Eliot Ness. Like Wes, Eliot liked to unwind and have a few beers at the end of the workday before he made the long trip back to the far western suburb where he lived. More often than not, Eliot preferred to drink with Wes and other reporters who had been covering his daily raids on the bootleggers, most of whom had developed a deep admiration for Eliot's work and greatly enjoyed his company.

In November of 1935, Mayor Harold Burton, newly elected on a law-and-order campaign pledge, urgently needed a strong figure to clean up the police department and rid the city of its festering mob influence. Wes came up with the idea of Eliot as the man. "He's just the kind of guy Mayor Burton needs," Wes told his editor, "but I can't imagine Burton giving him the job. Eliot's so nonpolitical and Burton, even though he tries to be independent, is such a 'dyed-in-the-wool' Republican." 

Wes's better judgment told him the idea was probably doomed since Eliot was only thirty-three, had lived in the city a little over a year, and had virtually no political connections. Nevertheless, Wes was so firm in his conviction that Eliot was the right man that he blurted out his idea to Eliot when they met for drinks after work. Even if it was a crazy idea, Eliot liked it so much that he couldn't keep his mind on anything else that evening. 

The two of them theorized about what Mayor Burton would want in the man he'd pick to run the police and fire departments: many years of law enforcement experience, terrific management ability to overhaul a department of more than two thousand people, an incredible energy level to show fast, dramatic results, the brains to outwit the vast gangster empire which had entrenched itself in the city and, above all, integrity beyond reproach.

"No wonder he's having trouble finding somebody," Wes commented. "Eliot, you're the only guy I know that comes close. In fact, you have everything but the decades of experience." 

Eliot wondered how he was going to get around the problem of his age and experience. "Somehow we have to convince him that ability, enthusiasm, and integrity are more important than years of service," he said in a tone more hopeful, than confident. "We'll have to find a way to get Burton look closely at my record in Chicago and Ohio."

Since Wes had volunteered his help, he and Eliot talked for hours about the best way for Wes to introduce Eliot as a candidate to the mayor. A couple of days later, Wes found a perfect opportunity to remind Burton that a really outstanding lawman, already famous in Chicago, was creating an excellent reputation for himself in Ohio. "Eliot who?" Burton responded with a blank look. "I never heard of him," he said with no interest in pursuing the subject. 

That was it as far as Wes was concerned. Eliot didn't have a chance. Wes was sorry he ever brought up the idea to Eliot in the first place. When they met again after work, he would have to convince his friend to forget it.

That night at the bar, Eliot became very quiet after Wes told him about the mayor's reaction. Wes spent the next few minutes trying to persuade Eliot that there was no point in going after the job if Burton didn't even know Eliot's name. Eliot listened, but said nothing. 

"Sometimes I think I'm talking to myself." Wes said glumly.

Eliot smiled, his jaw was resolute and his gaze steady. "I'm sorry, Wes. I understand what you're telling me, but giving up is completely out of the question. Now that Prohibition is over, I'm not going to chase moonshiners for the rest of my life, not when I have the chance to really make something out of this rotten police force and, while I'm at it, kick the Mob out of here for good." He grabbed a paper napkin and pulled a pen from his pocket. "Let's make a list," he said. "Who do we know that will talk to the mayor on my behalf? Preferably important businessmen who have been leaned on by the labor racketeers or the Mayfield Hill Mob.

The two of them came up with a dozen or so people who had Harold Burton's ear. Now all they had to do was convince those businessmen that the city would be a lot better off with Eliot Ness heading up the police force. They split up the list of names and planned to make the phone calls over the coming week.

It turned out to be far better idea than they had imagined since labor racketeers had personally affected many of the businessmen on the list. For the most part, the men they called were thrilled at the idea of an energetic young federal agent taking the helm of the worthless police force. 

A couple weeks later, after Eliot and Wes had done everything they could think of to persuade Burton, Wes got the word from a close friend of the mayor that, in spite of all their lobbying efforts, Eliot's youth and inexperience had put him at the very bottom of Burton's slate of four candidates.

Fearing the bad news would catch Eliot by surprise, Wes called Eliot at home December 11, 1935, just before he left for work. That morning when Eliot came into his office, his staff knew something was really troubling him. Usually so upbeat and personable, Eliot forced a smile, greeted everyone mechanically, slipped into his office and quietly closed the door. 

He stood by the window, but didn't really look through it, gazing instead at his reflection. For the first time in thirty-three years, failure seemed imminent. Since Burton had supposedly made his decision, the announcement could come at any time. The press, knowing about his desire for the job, would contact him immediately. He must prepare himself to accept defeat gracefully.

The situation really galled him. He wanted the challenge of this new job so intensely. So what if he didn't have gray hair and twenty-five years of service? It didn't mean he didn't have the ability. Nobody could clean up the city and straighten out the police force the way he could. Nobody.

Now that this opportunity had fallen through, Eliot would have to find something else soon. After setting his mind on that one position, he didn't have his heart in his federal job anymore. He was so ripe for something much bigger than chasing bootleggers. 

His secretary knocked on the door, opened it a crack and stuck her head inside. "Eliot," she whispered, "the mayor's office wants to know if you can be over there at noon. What should I tell them?"

He seemed startled. "Tell them 'yes,' for God's sake!"

"Does that mean you got the job?"

Eliot shook his head sadly. "No, he's just being kind enough to interview me along with his other candidates."

Harold Burton was a sincere, friendly man of forty-seven. Like Eliot Ness, he had accomplished much for someone who was relatively young. Two years after graduating from Harvard Law School, Burton's heroism during the Great War earned him the Purple Heart, the Belgian Croix de Guerre, and a special citation by the U.S. government. He practiced law in Cleveland until he was elected to the Ohio State Legislature as an independent Republican. In the early years of the Depression, he served as the city's law director. Now as a virtual newcomer to politics, he was mayor of the sixth-largest city in America. 

The meeting took place at twelve exactly. Eliot came prepared to impress Burton with his reasoned, analytical approach to the position and with his record of showing fast results. The mayor listened politely to Eliot's earnest pitch, which was a resume of his accomplishments as a federal agent and an enthusiastic action plan for the position.

Afterwards, the mayor described the magnitude of the job and its weighty responsibilities, as though he was preparing Eliot to accept the choice of a more experienced candidate.

"What's the largest number of people you've ever managed?" the mayor wanted to know.

"Thirty-four agents and several clerks," he answered.

"There are over twenty-five hundred people in the city's police and fire departments," Burton said simply. "Even if those two departments were in excellent shape, they would need a very experienced manager. As you know, both departments are a mess. They need a miracle worker not just a manager. 

Any questions?" the mayor asked, getting up from his chair, which signaled to the young man that the very brief, almost perfunctory, interview was over.

"I think you've explained everything, Mayor Burton," Eliot said as he rose from his seat, choking back his bitter disappointment that the position had slipped from his grasp. "I really appreciate the opportunity to meet with you in person."

The mayor went over to his desk and rummaged through the stacks of paper, finally finding what he wanted. "Good," the mayor said, handing Eliot a copy of the city charter and a recent survey on crime in the city. "This is your homework for tonight. Your boss over there in Treasury told me you can start tomorrow morning." 

It took a moment or two for Eliot to understand that Burton had just given him the job. "What about Joe Keenan?" Eliot referred to the respected veteran lawman that was Burton's first choice for the director position.

"Oh," Burton said offhandedly, "he didn't want it. Joe said I'd be crazy if I didn't choose you. That's what everybody's been telling me lately." 

With the mayor's permission, Eliot called his boss in the Treasury Department, thanked him for his support and submitted his resignation. Burton had Eliot sworn in on the spot as the new director and the whole thing was over by half past twelve.

In just the few minutes it took Eliot to walk back to his old office, his staff had quickly produced a huge bouquet of roses, which they put in his arms as he walked in the door. While they were genuinely happy for him, they were very sorry he was leaving, knowing the department would never be the same without him. 

Soon, reporters crowded into his office, hounding him to tell what he would do first in his new position. "I'm going to be as conservative as possible," he assured them, "until I can fully investigate certain conditions, particularly in the police department. After that, I don't know exactly what I'll do, but I'll take action first and talk about it later."

The Depression took Cleveland to its knees. The exuberant, brawny, industrial powerhouse of 1930 became a shaky, somber, convalescent town in just five years. The end to prosperity brought the city's dynamic industries and financial barons to the brink of ruin. In the years after the great stock market crash, the sixth-largest city in the country coasted downhill at dizzying speed. The economic and cultural preeminence of the previous decade reversed in the early 1930's to a fight for survival.

With one in every three men unemployed, economic distress reached enormous proportions. The $200 million in relief paid out between 1928 and 1937 made up only a sixth of the lost $1.2 billion in normal wages during that time. The city, besieged by plunging tax revenues and soaring relief costs, slashed its budgets and municipal services. Law enforcement nearly disintegrated during this time with dishonest, political leadership and inadequate funding.

Near the end of 1935, on the eve of Cleveland's centennial year, the election of Mayor Harold Burton was the first sign of hope that law and order would be restored. Plenty remained to be done to get the city back on its feet again, but already there were good signs. It looked as if thousands of depositors in the failed Union Trust Bank would soon get a partial payment on their frozen accounts. The Chamber of Commerce planned to hold an exposition on the lakefront in the summer of 1936, which would draw millions of visitors. The Republican national convention, scheduled for June of the next year, would be a big boost to the city's hotels and merchants.

In that mid-Depression period, idealism had taken a terrible pounding from the grim facts of day-to-day existence. The city's old standards of morality, deeply rooted in its New England heritage and the conservatism of its central European immigrants, had collapsed as dramatically as the stock market, the banks, and the general economy. The heart of the city was a reflection of the times: panhandlers and prostitutes were out in droves, intimidating pedestrians on downtown sidewalks; bookstores openly peddled pornographic literature and the entertainment in the night clubs that sprang up all over downtown after Prohibition was almost bacchanalian.

The city looked to Mayor Burton to end the era of rampant lawlessness and congratulated him for choosing a man like Eliot Ness to take on the job. Adding Ness to his new cabinet injected a youthful glamour that the stodgy city government desperately needed. The underworld on the other hand saw its safe, profitable haven suddenly threatened by the same man who destroyed Capone's bootleg operations in Chicago. The Plain Dealer summed up the sentiment in its editorial: "If any man knows the inside of the crime situation here, his name is Ness. The mere announcement of his selection is worth a squadron of police in the effect it will have on the underworld's peace of mind." 

Shock waves reverberated throughout a large segment of the police force after hearing about its new boss. Not just among those "on the take," but also with the many who had become lazy from the lax discipline. Policemen had grown careless with their appearance, walking their beats in unbuttoned uniform coats, unpressed trousers, and dusty shoes. Nor were they above having a few drinks while on duty. Even worse, law enforcement was just as casual and ineffectual as the way the policemen appeared.

Despite the very favorable build-up the newspapers had given him, Eliot confronted a serious credibility problem with the men on the police force. For the most part, the police couldn't reconcile those daring Chicago exploits with the quiet, naive-looking man in the expensive suit. Ness was way over his head, they decided, too young and inexperienced for the job. They called him the "Boy Scout" behind his back.

A veteran police reporter said that indifference was the biggest problem Ness would face in dealing with his police force. When asked what the police thought of Ness, the reporter said, "Listen, you don’t get any real reaction out of police at a time like this. They have seen safety directors come and go and things don’t usually change much under the surface. Most safety directors don’t mean anything to cops. A police department is nothing but a set of vegetables. You don’t get sharp reactions from vegetables."

Many policemen feared that Ness would bring a swift end to the days of lax discipline and income supplements from the politicians and criminals. They also felt threatened that higher work standards would be imposed. Ness had made it quite clear that he was going to devise a method of properly rewarding policemen and firemen for efficient and honest work as well as severely punishing department members for poor work.

Eliot announced that he would be "right in the front-line trenches in combating crime" in the city and would use the same undercover and wiretap methods he used in Chicago. "I am not going to be a remote director," he said to reporters. "I am going to be out, and I’ll cover this town pretty well."

One of his first activities as Safety Director was to visit each police precinct to become familiarized with conditions. He toured some of the precincts with commanding officers to see where the suspected gambling clubs were located. Police Chief George Matowitz had attempted to first clear all interviews between Ness and members of the police force, but Ness put a quick end to that order. "No man can be refused an audience with me by any superior officer. However, not wanting to further damage the moral of the department, the policemen still had to go through the proper channels and not go over the heads of their superior officers. 

The politicians generally found the appointment of Ness troublesome. Reputedly, Ness had such a high degree of integrity that it was almost a fetish with him. Extremes of honesty naturally made them nervous. Also, Eliot’s lack of political experience suggested he might not sympathetic to a politician’s necessities.

Almost immediately after the announcement of Ness’s appointment, rumors rushed around City Hall and the police department that there would be a new police chief in the morning. The entire police department was in such a sad state of disrepair that it seemed natural to replace the official who was in charge.

Mayor Burton refused comment, but pointed out that police chiefs are not arbitrarily dismissed without a clear case against them. Burton had promised Police Chief George Matowitz and other high-level police officials that they would all be given a probationary period.

Eliot had hoped to solve the most pressing internal police force problems before launching his campaign against organized crime, but soon an opportunity arose that couldn't wait. Now that Prohibition was over, gangsters earned their money through illegal gambling clubs and numbers operations. In the Cleveland area, two major clubs operated openly with no regard to the illegality of their business. 

Ness's feelings about gambling were practical, not motivated by any particular sense of moral outrage. "It is debatable," he said publicly, "whether gambling is morally wrong, but from the policing standpoint I have an entirely different picture. Gambling brings into financial power men recognized as law violators. They collect large sums of money, which must be distributed among many people, some of them public officials. Gradually, with their money, they make inroads into the police departments and the courts." 

Illegal gambling, entrenched throughout Cuyahoga County and the city of Cleveland, depended heavily on police protection. Outside the city limits, the sheriff's department enforced the law for the small suburban towns and villages. As lax as the Cleveland police were, corruption in the sheriff's office was even worse. Ever since "Honest John" Sulzmann became sheriff, gambling joints prospered without any interference and a number of new clubs had opened up.

Reporters, after visiting the Harvard Club, the largest gambling club between New York and Chicago, put together a detailed description of the gambling activities, along with diagrams of where the gambling equipment was set up inside the club. When they sent the package to Sheriff Sulzmann, they included as a joke a set of directions on how to get to the club, which flourished on a major urban street. 

A couple of hours after the story appeared in the newspaper, Sulzmann was embarrassed into sending out a squad of deputies to the Harvard Club. Somewhere along the way, the deputies "got lost" and reached the club more than two hours later, just after all the gambling equipment and patrons had been cleaned out of the club. The day after the deputies' visit, the Harvard Club was open for business as usual.

Not only did these mob-owned clubs operate in open defiance of the law, they cheated their customers out of large sums of money with rigged equipment, loaded dice, and an assortment of other tricks. More than one man committed suicide after losing everything he had in one of the clubs' crooked card games. 

In 1934, the county prosecutor finally had incontrovertible evidence which he used to convict the owners of the clubs, only to have the judge sentence the mobsters to a mere fifteen days in the county jail. The prosecutor was even more furious when Sheriff Sulzmann specially refurbished his jail so the gangsters could enjoy all the luxuries of home during their short confinement. Sulzmann kept the gangsters separated from the normal jail riffraff so the mobsters wouldn't feel stigmatized by the reprimand. The clubs never shut down, even while their owners were in jail.

The county prosecutor was an honest, hard-charging lawyer named Frank Cullitan, who was hell-bent to close the two biggest gambling joints, the Harvard and Thomas Clubs. In January of 1936, he executed his plan, operating covertly so the clubs wouldn't be tipped off. Cullitan needed trustworthy men, so instead of including Sheriff Sulzmann in the plan, he secretly hired twenty-five men from the McGrath Detective Agency to help him.

Other than excluding the sheriff, Cullitan did everything with formal propriety. He got two sets of search warrants from a justice of the peace in Cleveland Heights for the search and seizure of all gambling equipment inside each club. Other warrants charged individual owners, such as James "Shimmy" Patton, with operating illegal gambling establishments. At the same time, the justice of the peace swore in Cullitan's private detectives as special constables.

Cullitan divided his people into two groups. Late in the afternoon on January 10, 1936, he left from Cleveland Heights City Hall for the Thomas Club with half the constables. His chief assistant McNamee took the rest of the constables to the Harvard Club.

From the outside, the Harvard Club was just a large, drab building that looked like it had started life as a store. Later, with total disregard to the principles of design, an enormous addition ballooned out the back, dwarfing the original building. Wooden cowls covered all the windows of the big, rambling building to discourage outsiders from monitoring what went on inside the club.

McNamee went up to the front door and pounded on it. He told the doorman who he was and unsuccessfully tried to push his way inside. A few moments later, a short, fat man with black hair, plastered back from his face with pomade, appeared at the door and allowed him inside. McNamee recognized the little man as James "Shimmy" Patton, one of the gangsters who owned the Harvard Club.

"I have warrants to search this place and arrest you and the other operators," McNamee told Patton.

Patton sneered at him and told him to get out of the way or he'd get hurt. "If any of those guys you have with you try to get in here, we'll mow 'em down." For emphasis, Patton pointed to the men on the balcony around the inside of the club, each with a machine gun aimed at McNamee's head.

McNamee estimated there were about a thousand people in the club and realized if his men stormed the place, a lot of the customers inside could be killed. Considering the risks, he decided to wait until he could talk to Cullitan. It was demoralizing to just stand around on one of the coldest days of the year. The strong, wintry blasts from Lake Erie cut mercilessly through their winter coats. Some looked for refuge in the gas station across the street, while others rubbed their hands together trying to keep warm in their cars. 

After successfully raiding the Thomas Club, Cullitan arrived and McNamee briefed him on the situation. Meanwhile, Shimmy Patton, dressed in an expensive green hat and black overcoat with a white silk scarf billowing from his fat neck, waddled up to them and started to swear loudly. "Anyone that goes in there gets their goddamned head blown off!" 

Cullitan had no reason to doubt a bloodbath if he and his men tried to enter the club, nor could he expect a group of hired detectives to risk their lives for his crusade. Maybe if he had some reinforcements, he would be able to intimidate the truculent, tough-talking Patton into giving up. From the gas station across the street, he phoned Detective Inspector Joseph Sweeney of the Cleveland Police and asked for two squads of men, but Sweeney said he needed some time to work through the jurisdictional issues before he could sanction it.

Almost as a last resort, Cullitan called the county jail and talked to Chief Jailer William Murphy who said the sheriff refused to send men unless the mayor of Newburgh Heights requested it, but the mayor of the little village in which the club was located stayed out of sight that night. 

Cullitan had a real dilemma. As he waited for someone to help, cars filled with gambling equipment drove away, but his warrants didn't cover equipment in the parking lot outside the club. The patrons had all scattered and the club would probably be stripped bare when and if he finally got into it. He had to continue the raid, even though the evidence was slipping between his fingers, because there was more at stake than just equipment and gambling money. Cullitan had gone there to close the club and that's what he had to do. If he gave up, it would signal the surrender of the state's largest county to a handful of gangsters.

Things had been so easy earlier that day at the Thomas Club raid. When the doorman at the Thomas Club wouldn't let the raiders in, they just picked up a long bench and used it as a battering ram. The haul was so huge, a moving van had to make two trips to cart away all the roulette wheels, slot machines and crap tables.

Cullitan had an idea. Maybe if he could get to Eliot Ness, he could think of a way around the jurisdictional problems preventing Cleveland police from joining in the raid. He telephoned city hall and had Ness pulled out of a city council meeting.

Eliot was more than happy to pitch in, but he told Cullitan he owed it to Mayor Burton to consult with him first. When Eliot explained the problem, the mayor was unsympathetic. Cullitan had opposed Burton very strongly in the election and he didn't want to take a lot of risks for a political opponent, but Ness wouldn't accept "no" for an answer.

"If we're going to clean up the city," he told his boss firmly, "we must support honest men like Cullitan even if they are Democrats. You told me when I took this job there would be no political interference. I'm holding you to your word." 

The jurisdictional problem meant Ness had to act as a private citizen and not in his official capacity. He went over to Central Police Station just as men were coming off duty, explained the circumstances and asked if any would volunteer.

"I'm going over there if I have to go alone," he told his men forcefully. Then his voice softened considerably, "but I sure would like to have some of you with me. I won't hold it against you if you don't volunteer," he promised. "You must understand that the city's responsibility for you ends when you cross the city limits into Newburgh Heights. If you get killed out there, as some of you might, your families could get cut off the pension rolls." Despite the risks, every one of them insisted on going along with him.

While his volunteers were changing into their street clothes, Ness personally called the sheriff's office and demanded to speak with Chief Jailer Murphy. "The prosecutor tells me he is in danger of his life. Will you go out there or won't you?"

"I'll have to talk to the sheriff and call you back, "Murphy said reluctantly.

"To hell with that, I'll wait," Ness said angrily.

A few minutes later, Murphy picked up the phone. "No," he said finally. "We won't go out there."

Ness slammed down the phone in Murphy's ear. His next phone calls were to reporters to meet him at the Harvard Club to witness Cleveland policemen protecting the county prosecutor because the sheriff didn't care if he was machine gunned down by gangsters. 

Soon Ness and his volunteers were on their way: Twenty-nine patrolmen, four plainclothesmen, and ten motorcycle cops, all fully armed with rifles, shotguns, billy clubs, and tear gas. A few minutes later, the impressive caravan roared down Harvard Avenue, sirens screaming. Right behind this cavalcade of firepower was reporters and photographers from every local newspaper. It was a wonderful surprise for Cullitan and his discouraged constables who had taken shelter from the bone-chilling cold in the gas station. 
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	Eliot Ness confers with Cullitan's team 


Ness's army of policemen surrounded the entire building. Eliot jumped out of his car and rushed over to Cullitan so they could quickly put together their tactics to storm the club. 

Completely unarmed as a private citizen, Eliot took one of the biggest physical risks of his life and marched at the head of his volunteers, knowing full well that men with machine guns waited on the other side of the door. He took one of the cop's nightsticks and pounded on the club's front door. "I'm Eliot Ness," he yelled, "and I'm coming in with some warrants."

When the club's big wooden door opened just a crack, Ness shoved it so forcefully that it banged against the wall inside, shuddering on its hinges. He sucked in his breath and braced himself for a hail of gunfire from the men standing just a few feet in front of him. Five machine guns aimed at his body with five simian-looking thugs holding their fingers to the trigger. He glowered at them, hoping they were smart enough to realize that if they opened fire on him, the heavily armed cops behind him would shoot back. For the longest few moments in his life, he stared them down. When Eliot felt reasonably certain they had passed up their moment to shoot, he held the door wide open for Cullitan's special constables to enter. This was the prosecutor's raid and his constables should go in first. Eliot waited until all Cullitan's men were inside before he and his volunteers entered the club.

Once inside, Ness saw that the cavernous club was completely stripped of all the expensive equipment. The enormous main gambling room, measuring at least ninety feet on each side, was bare except for betting slips all over the floor, a couple of dice tables, and a gigantic blackboard race chart on the wall. In the ceiling was a small hole covered with a square of bulletproof glass. Eliot pulled down a hanging ladder from the ceiling and climbed up inside. It was a "strong room," a cubbyhole with slits for machine guns, which could be trained on the gambling room or the money counting room in case of a raid or a holdup. 

In the main gambling hall, Ness recognized a newspaper photographer who was all ready to snap a picture when suddenly one of the gangsters rushed him and knocked him down. Eliot tackled the mobster and brought him to the floor. At that moment, the place erupted spontaneously in battle with chairs flying across the room.

When the club was back under control, they arrested the twenty gangsters inside, removed the dice and blackjack tables and took down the race board. Eliot laughed when he noticed the sign on the wall announcing the limousine service the club ran for its customers every fifteen minutes to and from seven locations around the city. One of those locations was the Cleveland Heights City Hall where Cullitan and his constables had launched their raid several hours earlier. 

Ness and Cullitan shook hands for the photographers. The main objective had been met: the two notorious clubs were closed. This was an important victory for Ness, for the new mayor who hired him, and for the people of Cleveland who desperately needed this glamorous, young hero. The flamboyant raid was his personal warning to the growing mob presence in the city that its time was up. The man who destroyed the Capone bootlegging empire in Chicago had started his cleanup of Cleveland. 

For some time now, Flo had learned to look past the round, double-chinned face in the mirror to an image ten years and forty pounds earlier. Encouraged in her self-deception by the dim yellowish glow of the room's single lamp, she still saw her eyes as soft brown without the dark circles and pouches beneath. In that artificial light, the streaks of gray were almost invisible in her dark chestnut-colored hair.

The smallness of the mirror on the bureau spared her the panorama of her figure, which had grown progressively wider with age and drink. The more she drank, the less it mattered to her, but in her more sober moments, she realized she couldn't afford to keep buying larger clothes. 

Flo hated the idea of going out that night. Her old black coat, too tight now to button, wasn't nearly heavy enough to protect her from the long spell of bitter cold which had lasted the better part of January. But with just a couple dollars to her name, she dare not pass up a Friday night while men still had their pay weighing heavily in their pockets. 

As she was putting in a pin to secure her hat from the blustery wind, she heard a faint knock at the door to her room. Only one of the girls would knock that softly. "Just a minute, honey. I'm getting dressed."

She put down the hatpin and opened the door to Sally Ford, her landlady's daughter. "Hi, sweetheart." 

Mrs. Polillo," the youngster started. "I hafta go to bed now. Can I give Timmy a kiss?"

Flo smiled at the little girl. "Sure you can, dear. Come on in." She stepped back from the door to let Sally in. "I put him over there on the chair." 

Sally rushed over to the large armchair where Flo's newest baby doll sat propped up with a tiny, light blue blanket. She picked up the doll and gave the smiling flesh-colored face a loud smack on the lips. Carefully, she cradled the doll in her arms the way she saw her mother hold her baby sister. 

It gave Flo pleasure to see little Sally enjoy the doll so much. These three daughters of Mary Ford's were as close as she would ever come to having children of her own. The dozens of dolls Flo had collected over the years were her assurance that Sally and her older sister would come to visit her at least once a day.

"Are you sure it's okay, Flo?" their mother asked now and again. "Don't let the girls make nuisances of themselves."

Flo assured Mrs. Ford that she loved to watch the girls play with the dolls. "After all," she would say, "they have more fun with them than a forty-year-old woman." 

Flo bent down to talk to the little girl face-to-face. "How would you like to take care of Timmy tonight while I'm out? You could take him to bed with you."

Sally's eyes lighted up. "Oh, thank you, Mrs. Polillo. I'll take real good care of him, I promise. He won't get cold under my blanket."

Flo went back to the mirror and picked up the hatpin again. "Okay, dear, you run along now. I have to get ready. See you in the morning."

A few minutes later, Flo opened the downstairs door to a piercing blast of frozen air. She bowed her head slightly to blunt the cold slap of the wind against her face and walked from her rooming house toward the noisy taverns on Central Avenue.

David L. Cowles, the brilliant self-educated head of the crime lab, suspected he wasn't going to make any points bringing up this problem to his new boss, but he didn't really care. He knew his responsibility and he never considered shirking it, regardless of the outcome. It was no secret throughout the department that Eliot Ness's one driving obsession was to clean out and upgrade the police force. Word had it that Ness had no interest in anything else until this enormous self-imposed challenge had been met.

Cowles, like virtually everybody who worked for Eliot Ness, had almost no exposure to the new boss. The rumor was that Ness was staying aloof from everyone until he determined whom he could trust. Knowing how pervasive corruption was in the department, Cowles gave him credit for such a sensible approach.

Had he been a good departmental politician, Cowles would have set up his first substantive meeting with the boss on a subject he knew would be warmly received. Eliot Ness, the only man on the force with a master’s degree in criminology, would have been impressed by Cowles' suggestions on modernizing the police crime lab.

Instead, Cowles risked the boss's annoyance by scheduling a meeting about the grotesque murder of a person of no social consequence. Normally, not the kind of thing to distract the mind of a man with Ness's lofty mission, but Cowles had a bad feeling about this strange homicide case and he believed the boss ought to hear about it. 

It was February 8. Cowles was a few minutes early for the meeting. He was sitting at the table in Ness’s office, sipping a cup of coffee, when the boss arrived.

"Damn," Ness said, rubbing his hands together, "this town’s just as cold as Chicago. Next job I get is going to be in southern California. 

Cowles stood up, shook hands with the boss and reintroduced himself. "Have some of this coffee," he said, motioning to the white porcelain pot on the table. "It’ll warm you up."

He waited until Ness had poured himself some coffee and was seated at the table before explaining why he was there. "We have a very bizarre homicide on our hands. It’s made the front page several days in a row and I thought you might want to be briefed on it."

"Good idea," Ness agreed, his eyes focusing on the stack of photographs Cowles had on the table. He picked up the one on top and smiled broadly at the sight of Cowles petting a large mongrel dog.

"That’s Lady," Cowles explained. "Her incessant barking and howling led us to the body of a woman in an alley around East 20th Street. 

He watched the boss’s face as he picked up the next few photos on the stack. Ness’s initial smile turned to surprise and, finally, disgust as he realized he was looking at the dismembered torso of a woman. Ness studied the pictures of the gory remains, but said nothing.

"The neck muscles were retracted," Cowles continued, "which means she was killed by decapitation."

"Killed by decapitation?" Ness echoed, his eyes still riveted to the photographs. "Like a guillotine?"

Cowles thought about the question for a moment and licked his lips, a nervous habit, which always indicated that his considerable intellect was operating at full tilt. "No, not like a guillotine. More like a competent, surgical amputation of the head."

Ness looked up from the pictures and scowled. "Jesus Christ. I can’t imagine how something like that could happen unless she was drugged or dead drunk."

"Neither one," Cowles responded firmly. "Nor are there any signs of restraints or rope burns, so I gather she was asleep or unconscious when he attacked. Coroner Pearse says he made one long, single sweep with a large knife that virtually severed the entire head."

"He must have been covered in blood," Ness said with distaste. "Once that jugular was cut, blood must have been spurting out all over the place."

"Another interesting thing," Cowles said, pointing to one of the photos, "notice that the torso and arms and legs are cleanly amputated. The body was completely drained of blood and washed before it was wrapped in newspaper and put out behind this butcher shop on East 20th.

"Are you suggesting that some doctor did this?" Ness was skeptical.

"Not necessarily a doctor," Cowles theorized. "It could have been a butcher or a male nurse or even a hunter. Somebody very familiar with anatomy and probably used to cutting up animals."

"That narrows it down to a mere twenty-thousand or so men in the area. Any idea who this poor woman was?"

"We’ve identified her from her fingerprints as Florence Polillo, a sometime prostitute, recently living on relief.

Her landlady, Mrs. Ford, said Flo had lived in her house for about nine months, mostly staying in her room alone and drinking heavily. Except when she was drunk, the landlady said Flo was a generous woman who enjoyed letting her daughters play with her doll collection."

"Doll collection?" Ness interrupted, studying the police mug shot of Flo’s fat face, hardened by decades of boozing and whoring. He must have been wondering what pathetic purpose those idealized creatures served in the empty life of a tired old whore. 

"Most of the prostitutes, saloon keepers, and bootleggers in her neighborhood knew Flo and liked her," Cowles continued. "They all agreed on one thing: Flo had bad luck with men. There had been quite a string of them, all drug addicts, pimps, gamblers and bootleggers. They were always beating her up, stealing the little money she made hustling and always abandoning her in the end. It wasn’t unusual to see her with a black eye and a swollen face, or struggling to get around on crutches."

Cowles watched the face of his young boss for a reaction. A hardened cop would have made some crack about the old whore, but Ness’s face was serious and thoughtful.

Finally the boss responded, "Somehow this final mutilation seems like the last, inevitable stop on the degrading path she’d been on all her life. I wonder if she sensed that and tried to escape into a fantasy world with her dolls."

Cowles was impressed with the young man’s introspection. Eliot Ness sure was different than any previous director the department ever had. Cowles was glad to be working at last for a man with some intellect and sensitivity.

"Where do we go from here?" Ness wanted to know, glancing at his watch.

"The guys over in homicide have reached a dead end, just like they did back in ‘34 when a woman’s body, cut up just like Flo Polillo’s, washed up on the lakeshore."

"Tell me this kind of thing doesn’t happen a lot around here," Ness said half seriously.

Cowles shrugged. "Twice in two years is twice too many. I’ve got this feeling, we haven’t seen the last of this joker."

Edna Staley Ness realized that most of the women in the city envied her for having such a handsome, polished and successful husband. Truly, there was so much about Eliot that made him almost a perfect mate for the pretty, petite young woman. Several years before, when they were still dating in Chicago, she had told her friends and family that it was Eliot's intellect and idealism, which had attracted her. 

The Eliot that came home to her at night was a completely different person than the dashing public figure she read about in the papers. Quiet and bookish, he'd spend his evenings at home with her and their six cats listening to opera on the radio or reading Shakespeare or Sherlock Holmes. 

He was a lot like his Norwegian father, who had spent every moment in the work day building up his bakery business, but devoted the evenings to enjoying music and literature with his family. It looked as though Eliot had learned at an early age how to strike the right balance between work and his home life. 

That is, until recently. This new job of his had completely absorbed him. The change in him was immediate and startling. At the end of the first day of his new job, she and Eliot were having a quiet, private celebration over his new position at one of the nicest restaurants in the city. He was bubbling over with excitement and talked incessantly about all the changes he was going to make in the police department.

Just as they were served the main course, Eliot heard police sirens go past the restaurant. Suddenly without any explanation, he jumped up, thrust his hand in his pocket for some money, and told her to pay the bill and take a taxi home. He was gone in a moment, running out of the restaurant, leaving her to the stares of everyone seated around her.

Back at home, she waited up until he came home. As she had feared, it was only his craving for adventure and impulsiveness that had driven him to run after the sirens. He had joined his policemen in an unsuccessful chase of a burglar. After the burglar had gotten away, he had been so invigorated by the chase that he directed his men to lead raid on a whorehouse near by. 

From her perspective, it was a crazy wild goose chase with nothing to show for it. He had embarrassed her in the restaurant and ruined their evening together for no good reason except his restless craving for adventure. It seemed pretty clear that his new job was more important to him than she was. 

She couldn't understand it. He was a law enforcement executive over twenty-five hundred public employees. She expected that he would have to work longer hours, but like other upper echelon public servants, he would come home at the end of the day, not run off to do the work of his patrolmen. Public safety directors sat in offices and managed their departments. They shouldn’t go chasing sirens on the street.

The unhappy evening was just a taste of things to come. More often than not, Eliot was not home for dinner. Either he was out "unwinding" with his reporter friends or quietly canvassing the underworld for information on police corruption. Whatever it was he was doing with his evenings, it was not with her anymore. She had become relegated to his weekends.

It might have been easier for her if she and Eliot had some children. She would have had more to occupy her time and someone to keep her company. After several years of marriage, she was beginning to worry that she was infertile. With Eliot coming home later and later, she wondered if they would ever have any children. As it was, she had only her cats to keep her from total loneliness. 

She complained and he listened sympathetically. He apologized and promised her his long hours would end in a few months. All he had to do was get the police department under control, weed out all the "bad apples," then he could ease up a bit. Then they would have their quiet evenings together again, reading and listening to the radio. 

Eliot focused his intelligence, his formal training in criminology and his first-hand experience with local policemen in Chicago and Cleveland to tackle head-on the serious problems in the police department. His first priority was to root out the corruption, while attacking the problems of incompetence and very low morale with a few important tactical programs.

Widespread corruption at the top levels of the force had devastated the effectiveness and morale of every level below. Honest cops were passed over for promotion and often left police work for jobs where hard work was rewarded. Ness clarified the problem in a speech to the local business community, "In any city where corruption continues, it follows that some officials are playing ball with the underworld. If politicians are committed to a program of 'protection,' police work becomes exceedingly difficult, and the officer on the beat, being discouraged from his duty, decides it is best to see as little crime as possible."

As Eliot probed deeper into the working conditions in his department, he understood why cynicism and low morale were entrenched. Corrupt and incompetent officials at high levels in the department had ignored their roles as managers. As a result, the wrong caliber of men were hired, their training woefully neglected and their equipment faulty and outdated. 

Eliot defined a good police officer as having an excellent memory, knowledgeable on many subjects, a good marksman, a boxer and wrestler, a sprinter, and a diplomat.

Eliot needed to find a way to quickly dramatize his new high standards for his men. Within his first week as Safety Director, he personally fired two patrolmen, Michael Corrigan and Joseph Dunne for drinking on the job and absence from duty, hoping the rest of the department would understand the "Boy Scout" meant business. Firing two veteran Irish cops on what many other Irish policemen considered to be a minor offense just before Christmas did not make Eliot Ness popular, especially with the large Irish segment of the force.

Corrigan, a policeman for 12 years, was found sleeping in the Greyhound Bus Terminal when he was supposed to have been on traffic duty. Dunne, who had 14 years in the department and would be eligible for half-pension in a year, was found drunk in a restaurant when he also was supposed to be on traffic duty. Both men had been disciplined before on similar offenses.

Several police board officials urged Eliot to drop the charges, but he refused, "I'm not going to stand for this sort of thing in my department. It's this simple. Either we have a decent, law-abiding community, or we don't. Either we have decent, law-abiding policemen to show us the way, or we don't. These men have a past record of prior offenses. They don't fit." 

If the police force didn't get the message then, he gave it another chance just a few days later when he transferred 122 policemen to break up the local enclaves of corruption, demoting some of the most flagrantly crooked cops and promoting others with solid reputations.

He reorganized the entire Detective Bureau, where political favoritism was the basis for promotion, rather than merit. The head of the Detective Bureau, Emmet J. Potts, political satellite of former Mayor Harry L. Davis, was ousted and shifted to the Traffic Division. Chief Matowitz described how Captain Potts’ technical intelligence was placed in charge of the recent traffic survey which is designed to curtail the number of traffic accidents and fatalities. Deputy Inspector Joseph Sweeney replaced Potts. The Cleveland Press lauded the appointment and Ness’s good judgement in management decisions: "Sweeney is one of the ablest officers in the Cleveland Police Department and has scrupulously held aloof from political activity and factional disputes within the department.

"Eliot Ness was at pains in discussing Potts’ reassignment to spare him humiliation. For the problem in dealing with officers like Potts is not finding ways to humiliate them, but finding ways to get out of them the service of which they are capable, while at the same time curing them of the tendencies that have limited their effectiveness in the past."

December 30 Eliot closed out his first month on the job with the hiring of John R. Flynn, a 37-year-old lawyer with military experience. Flynn’s job was to ferret out graft and corruption in the police department. Essentially, the precursor of the modern day internal affairs department, Flynn and his staff would "police" the police department. Ness was quick to add that it was not his intention to create a department of spies.

Soon after Eliot took on the widespread problem of corruption, he ran into a major obstacle: cops, even the honest ones, refused to inform on one another. Eliot had to come up with a new way to identify the crooked cops and gather the evidence he needed to get rid of them. He came at the problem from four different angles.

First, he went to his boss, Mayor Burton, and explained his problem. "I need to hire some undercover investigators who are completely unknown to the police department. I'll need to pay them from a special fund that only you and I know about."

As soon as Burton agreed to raise a secret slush fund from key businessmen to pay for the undercover team, Eliot started to look for the men who would be his strike force in the battle against police corruption. He recruited young, energetic, college-trained men like himself. Like the "Untouchables" he hired in Chicago, they had to be smart, brave, discreet, and, above all, completely honest. The fund the mayor raised was enough for six men, sometimes referred to as the "Secret Six."

The "Secret Six" operated in total secrecy and were paid by the special fund. These men were unknown in the city, which made their jobs much easier. Years later, a few of these deep cover operators were unmasked to be Keith Wilson, Tom Clothey, and Sam Sagalyn.

Eliot's "New Untouchables" weren't just the six undercover investigators. Gradually, he assembled a small team of individuals inside the police department he knew were trustworthy. While many of them were young, college-educated rookies who were attracted to the department by Ness's reputation, others were veteran police officials like David Cowles, the head of the crime lab, James M. Limber, who led many of the raids on the gambling establishments in the city.

Eliot himself was the third approach to the police corruption problem. After a full day of administrative work, he went to the saloons and bookie joints to get the evidence directly, spending many of his evenings talking to petty criminals, prostitutes and bootleggers to build his case against corruption. His quiet, earnest personality prodded people into talking who never would have come forward otherwise.

Eliot's fourth way to get at police corruption was through his friends at the three major newspapers in town. A few close reporter friends ferreted out a lot of the information he needed to indict several higher level officers. 

Ness's relationship with the press began to really flower in the spring of 1936. At least once a week and often for days at a time, Eliot dominated the front page of the city newspapers with his activities. Sometimes it was a raid on bookie joint, other times his programs to overhaul the police and fire departments, but whatever it was that was being reported about Ness, it almost always made the front page and usually spilled over for several columns on a subsequent page. It was clear to anybody reading the stories that the press overwhelmingly endorsed what Ness was doing and felt him to be one of the most newsworthy men in the city, a position usually reinforced by an energetic blurb in the editorial section.

During that spring, Clayton Fritchey, Eliot's friend at the Cleveland Press, traced the tentacles of a huge swindle into the upper levels of the police department. For some months, County Prosecutor Cullitan, Ness's ally from the Harvard Club raid had been investigating a cemetery lot racket. In violation of state law, several companies bought cheap undeveloped land and sold it at outrageous prices to unsophisticated buyers, who were usually poor immigrants from Central Europe. It was a "get-rich-quick" scheme that promised investors their money would double in a year or two. As Fritchey plodded diligently through the maze of phony companies and fictitious owners, he uncovered some startling information about a police captain named Louis Cadek. With Ness's blessing and assistance, Fritchey secretly investigated Cadek's long career in the police department. What he found was a record of 28 transfers in his 30-year tenure in the department, one suspension and an acquittal, another suspension and reinstatement. Transfers were the time-honored way that the department quietly dealt with blatant corruption. A transfer to a new locale would temporarily disrupt the rackets that a crooked cop was running in his area. During Cadek's 30 years on the force, he earned a total of $68,000 and had saved a whopping $109,000, earning himself quite a name for himself in the process.

Ness wanted to understand how a man with such a reputation had been promoted to captain. The answer was very simple. Louis Cadek had made one important friend, Harry L. Davis, the former mayor, whose incompetence had turned the city into a paradise for criminals. When Davis became mayor, Cadek was promoted to captain and earlier charges of dishonesty were dismissed.

Cadek was smart enough to keep a low profile by living in a small, unpretentious house, driving modest cars and maintaining a living standard commensurate with his salary. The men who worked under him characterized Cadek as a "good guy," who rarely disapproved of his subordinates unless they interfered with people or establishments "friendly to the captain." He hardly ever reported his men for infractions of police discipline and seldom looked for any. 

Once Fritchey and Ness got a closer look into Cadek's bank accounts and found large deposits during Prohibition years, they started to interview former bootleggers. One of them described how he collected "tribute" from other bootleggers in Cadek's precinct to give as a bribe to the captain.

The bootlegger testified that one day when he gave Cadek a ride to work, Cadek said, "I wish I had a little car."

"That ought to be easy enough, Captain," he told Cadek. "I'll see what I can do."

The bootlegger consulted with the others who operated in Cadek's precinct and presented Cadek with a car and two $500 bills as a Christmas present. Less than a year later, Cadek told the bootlegger that the car was a "lemon" and wished he had the new model which was supposed to be better. The bootlegger took up a collection among the syndicate members and gave Cadek the car he preferred. Other bootleggers testified that they gave him cash over a period of several years for allowing them to operate without interference in his precinct. 

Some of the most interesting testimony came from Cadek's brother-in-law in whose name Cadek had opened a savings account for bribes he had collected. It was this account which was used to buy over three hundred cemetery lots at a passbook value of $82,000. Had it not been for the probe into the cemetery lot racket, Cadek would probably have retired with doubts about his competence and honesty, but nothing ever conclusively proven.

The jury convicted Cadek of all four counts of bribery in one of the speediest decisions ever handed down in that county. It was clear that an important new force of law and order was emerging: a powerhouse of talent consisting of Eliot Ness, Prosecutor Frank Cullitan, Eliot's "New Untouchables," and the investigative genius of reporters like Clayton Fritchey. 

Attacking the department's incompetence was more straightforward than the corruption problem, but not any easier. Eliot could get rid of the crooked cops just as soon as he produced the evidence, but wholesale firing of incompetent policemen who were hired when the departmental standards were low and were never exposed to proper training was simply not possible politically.

What he could do was control promotions so that only capable men advanced and make sure that rookies had the training they needed to become effective. Trained in graduate school at the University of Chicago under August Volmar, one of the country's best criminologists, Eliot fully understood the value of the most advanced scientific police procedures. Shortly after he took the director position, he put together plans for the first Cleveland Police Academy, teaching the most up-to-date methods to each new member of the force. Using his personal reputation, he attracted the highest caliber instructors to the new academy, which other police departments around the country looked to as a model. 

Sharply higher standards for civil service exams were a key part of his comprehensive program to modernize and upgrade the police department. When he found that many of the existing policemen were illiterate, he insisted on tightening high school equivalency standards. "At a time when jobs in private industry are not plentiful, steps should be taken to raise the requirements for patrolmen," he said. "The examination should be made longer and more difficult." 

Eliot also instituted an oral examination to weed out candidates whose appearance, way of speaking or attitude showed them unfit for police work. It seemed incredible to him that no one checked the background of new patrolmen, so he demanded a very thorough character investigation, including fingerprinting, of every candidate before being hired.

His tough, new requirements for promotion assured that only men with outstanding qualifications made it to detective level or higher. Eliot told reporters that he wanted to attract a "new class of men to police service," preferably with some college training. 

In record time, Eliot had launched a whole series of programs to cure the most serious problems of the department. The last problem he tackled was very low morale, which he firmly believed was exacerbated by corruption and incompetence. He told his reporter friends he thought the solution was fairly straight forward and simple for anyone with the courage to execute it: "First of all," he told them, "we must make sure any policeman who is doing honest work will not be kicked around by any special interests. Second, we must recognize efficiency and punish inefficiency in our ratings for advancement." Eliot's simple philosophy breathed new life into the police and fire departments once they realized that he was a man of his word. For the first time in more than a decade, optimism rippled through the city's men in uniform. 

The new mayor and celebrity safety director, along with all of Ness's allies in the prosecutor's office and the press, had stimulated optimism among the citizens, which had been dormant all through the Depression years. Economically, the city was poised for strong, solid industrial growth. With the worst of the Depression over, the factories had come alive again and were putting on full shifts. To everyone's relief, the city's employment level was once again on the rise.

The cause for optimism was more than just a full workweek. Cleveland's image had suffered in past years, as it became known as a dirty, polluted and lawless town. For the summer of 1936, Mayor Burton had attracted to the city several events, which would focus national attention on Cleveland as a convention center. The first would be the Republican National Convention. The second, following right on its heels, would be the Great Lakes Exposition, a kind of miniature world's fair. Finally, the American Legion convention was scheduled for mid-September.

An enthusiastic press fueled much of the pride Clevelanders began again to have about their city. Eliot Ness, who had learned the constructive value of good publicity in Chicago, was a perfect choice to stoke the belief that Cleveland's lawlessness and police corruption had come to an end. The press was fast becoming one of his strongest allies.

Cultivation of reporters was not accidental. His critics claimed it was Eliot Ness's big ego, which prompted him to develop such close relationships with Clayton Fritchey of the Cleveland Press and with Wes Lawrence and Ralph Kelly of the Cleveland Plain Dealer. There may have been some truth to that allegation, but more likely, Ness saw the press as an instrument to help him perform his job. For example, when the people of Cleveland and the members of the police force read front-page stories about Ness cleaning up crime and corruption, they had something about which to be proud. The publicity had a very uplifting effect on the way people felt about the city and the way the policemen felt about their jobs. This morale booster had an equal and opposite effect on the criminal element, which was very concerned about its future in that city. The dual effect of the publicity was exactly what Ness intended.

Favorable press, an overhaul of the police department, and the systematic raids on organized crime were right in line with Mayor Harold Burton's program to build a positive image for the city. All of these newsworthy events were dovetailing nicely as city was preparing for the Republican National Convention, which was to start the first week of June, 1936. 

During the week before the Republican National Convention, Eliot Ness worked almost continuously as he personally supervised every tiny detail of the security plan for the candidates. Checking and rechecking each item in the plan, he was acutely aware that his reputation was on the line if there were any assassination attempts or violent demonstrations in the coming week. 

By Friday, June 5, the delegates were starting to pour into the city to begin a weekend of caucusing and partying before the convention officially began on Monday. Those political visitors, most of whom had never seen Cleveland, would take back with them impressions of a dazzling, modern downtown with many new buildings, magnificently landscaped with trees and fountains. In the years just prior to the Depression, Cleveland had undertaken an enormous number of public construction projects in the downtown area. The focal point of this massive urban development program was a large mall with its new city hall and other splendid examples of classical-style architecture. The most memorable of them all was the Terminal Tower, a distinguished-looking forerunner of the modern skyscraper, and one of the tallest buildings in the world at that time. While the front of this splendid tower opened onto Public Square, whose hotels, restaurants, and department stores were a central attraction for the convention delegates, just behind the tower, the landscape suddenly dropped into a world far different that most conventioneers never saw.

Just a few blocks away from the elegant and sophisticated Public Square, the vast industrial belly of Cleveland stretched out for many miles around its lifeblood, the Cuyahoga River. This stinking, oily river was used to feed iron ore and other raw materials to the blast furnaces and mills, while a huge network of railroad tracks, fanning out like capillaries in every direction, took the finished metal products to every part of the country.

This was the ugliest part of the city, filthy from the black soot of the coal fires, overpowering in its sulfurous stench, and strewn with trash and industrial waste. Almost symbolically here, too, was the dumping place for the city's human refuse, the thousands of men who once lived in rural Ohio, West Virginia, and Indiana, made homeless by the Depression. This inexhaustible supply of unwanted labor, "hobos" as they were called, rode the freight trains into Cleveland, looking for nonexistent jobs in the mills. There in back of the splendid Terminal Tower, the hobos camped in squalid, corrugated metal shacks, creating a city of their own. 

It was there at the Cuyahoga River where the long, deep gully called Kingsbury Run began and cut through the city's East Side like a jagged wound. Kingsbury Run had been a beauty spot long ago when the only the stone quarries were there and the area was dotted with lovely, sylvan lakes. But many years later on the bed of this ancient ravine, cut into the earth by some long-dead stream, were the tracks of the Erie and Nickel Plate railroads. At the far end of the ravine, some fifty blocks east of Public Square, sat the office of the Nickel Plate railroad police who patrolled the track area, trying to keep the hobos off the trains.

That Friday morning before the convention began, two young boys had set off to go fishing and took a shortcut through Kingsbury Run. They saw a pair of pants rolled up under a bush and when they poked at the bundle with their fishing pole, a man's head rolled out. Terrified, they ran back to the older boy's house and waited all day until his mother came home and called the police.

Later that afternoon, the police found the head and began a search for the man's body. The next morning they found the naked, headless corpse, almost directly in front of the Nickel Plate police office, hidden in some sumac bushes. Whoever had put it there seemed to be playing a grim joke on the railroad police, whose job it was to keep the area secure.

The victim had been a tall, slender man with a sensitive, handsome face, estimated to be in his mid-twenties. There were six distinctive tattoos on his body, which suggested he might have been a sailor: a cupid superimposed on an anchor; a dove under the words "Helen-Paul;" a butterfly; the cartoon figure "Jiggs"; an arrow through a heart and a standard of flags; and the initials "W.C.G." A pile of expensive bloodstained clothing was found near the body. On the pair of undershorts was a laundry mark indicating the owner's initials were J.D. 

Even though he was found in the heart of the hobo country, the young man was probably not one of them. Unlike the hobos, he was clean-, well nourished, and very well dressed in almost new clothing. As the police investigated, it seemed likely the man was killed somewhere else and brought to Kingsbury Run. For one thing, there was no evidence of blood soaked into the ground near the places where the head and body were laying. The body had been drained of blood and washed clean, an impossible task in that area of Kingsbury Run.

Coroner Pearse became distinctly uncomfortable when he examined the victim. Apparently, the man had been killed by act of decapitation itself, just like the prostitute murdered in January of 1936, two men found in Kingsbury Run the year before, and perhaps even that woman who washed up on the lake shore back in 1934. Death by decapitation was a most difficult thing to do and very, very rare in the history of crime. Pearse saw a terrifying pattern emerging, even though the police wanted to ignore it. 

By Sunday, the day before the convention was to start, stories of a psychopathic maniac on the loose were in every newspaper. Ness quietly met with Sergeant James Hogan, his newly appointed head of the Homicide Division, and David Cowles, the head of the crime lab. Ness wanted Hogan, the tall, white-haired veteran police detective, to give him the background of these decapitation murders that were filling the newspapers. Ness had already spoken to the coroner who mentioned four possibly even five, decapitation murders going back as far as 1934.

Hogan began with the woman the newspapers called the "Lady in the Lake," a slender woman in her late thirties. The lower half of her body had washed up on the shores of Lake Erie in September 1934. A couple of days later, the upper part of her torso washed up some thirty miles away. Her head, arms, and lower legs were never found. 

A person skilled in anatomy did the decapitation and severing of the body into two pieces, said the coroner. The killer had coated her body with calcium hypochloride, a preservative which gave her skin a strange, scorched look and accounted for the comparatively good condition of the body, considering it had been in the lake for three or four months.

Hogan said that his department had scoured the records of the thirty-one women reported missing that year. After a couple of weeks, they realized that whoever she was, nobody in the city had reported her missing. With no fingerprints or head by which to identify her, the case was filed away with other unsolved homicides. 

The next decapitation murders took place in September of 1935, several months before Ness and Hogan had taken over their current jobs. There were two bodies this time, both found at the base of Jackass Hill in Kingsbury Run, not far from where the body of this young, tattooed man had recently been found. The two of men in 1935, headless and emasculated, were laid out neatly on the ground with their heels together and arms by their sides, as though a mad undertaker had carefully positioned them for some bizarre funeral rite.

Hogan anticipated Ness's next question. No, like the "Tattooed Man," the two men in September weren't killed in Kingsbury Run either. That was clear enough. There was no blood on the ground beneath their bodies. In fact, the cold, stiffened flesh had been drained of all blood and washed clean. The heads and sex organs were found near by, along with some bloody clothes of one of the victims.

Hogan showed Ness the picture detectives had taken of the steep slope called Jackass Hill. The killer must have carried the two bodies down that treacherous hill in the dark. There was just no other explanation of how the bodies got there, since it was impossible to get a car near that part of the gully. 

Hogan handed Ness the autopsy photographs to look at while he summarized what the coroner had to say about the deaths. Like the tattooed man, both of these men were killed by the act of decapitation. Long, clean skillful sweeps of a large, heavy knife suggested a killer experienced in cutting flesh. A butcher very possibly, a hunter perhaps, even a surgeon for that matter.

The older victim, a short, heavy, middle-aged man, had been murdered a week or so earlier than the younger one. The skin on the older one was dark and tough from some chemical, possibly a preservative. The police had never determined who he was and virtually forgot about him after they identified the younger man.

The coroner thought the younger victim was killed forty-eight hours before he was laid out in Kingsbury Run. On his wrists were deep, ugly rope burns, raising the grotesque possibility he was conscious as the heavy knife cut through his neck.

Normally very impatient, especially when Eliot had so much on his mind as he did that convention weekend, the young man surprised Hogan with the level of detail he wanted to hear about the case. Hogan told him everything they had been able to dig up about the younger man. Fingerprints identified him as Edward Andrassy, a handsome, cocky troublemaker in his late twenties. Hogan struggled for euphemisms to describe Andrassy to his strait-laced boss. He was probably a "pervert," Hogan told him, using the common police parlance for homosexual, bisexual or anyone whose sexual activities deviated from the norm of the day. Even though Andrassy had been married at one time and fathered a child, there were numerous rumors of him being a male prostitute and having affairs with people of both sexes. Supposedly, he also procured young boys and child pornography for older men.

Others described Andrassy as a ladies man and a pimp. He was often seen with exotic women, usually black and Oriental. There was even one story of him posing as a "female doctor" to a young couple from West Virginia who had fertility problems. With her husband waiting in the next room, Andrassy took the woman into her bedroom and then, under the pretense of examination, took sexual liberties with her body.

Among Andrassy's many diverse sexual affairs, his tendency to pick fights when drunk, and his often outrageous behavior, there seemed to be a no end of motives for the man's murder. Hogan believed this killing was a "nationality case," meaning one of the many Slavic immigrants around Kingsbury Run killed Andrassy and the other man for looking the "wrong way" at his girlfriend. "These Eastern Europeans all learn how to butcher in the old country," he explained to Ness. The emasculation of the two men seemed to support the notion of some kind of sexual revenge.

Although Andrassy spent most of his time in the saloons and back alleys of tough neighborhoods like West 25th Street and Bolivar Road downtown, the young man lived with his respectable parents on the west side of Cleveland. His mother remembered that a few weeks before her son died, a man came to their home threatening to kill Andrassy for sleeping with his wife. Just before that, he had come home from a bar on Bolivar with his head badly cut. His parents couldn't understand how their son who was so quiet and decent at home could get into so much difficulty elsewhere. They last saw him a few days before his body was found in Kingsbury Run but, as usual, they had no idea who he was with or where he was going.

Hogan told Ness that after months of chasing down leads and talking to people who knew Andrassy, the department had reached a dead end. The man who was found with him in Kingsbury Run was unknown to Andrassy's other acquaintances and, because he had been killed at least a week before Andrassy, may have been a stranger to Andrassy also. 

Eliot wanted to know if Hogan thought all the cases, including the murder of the prostitute Flo Polillo, were connected. The veteran policeman was reluctant to voice too strong an opinion, in case Ness had an entirely different one. 

Hogan's face got red and beads of perspiration popped out on his forehead. Cautiously, Hogan said he saw some similarities between the murders of Flo Polillo and the "Lady in the Lake." Both women had been dismembered in the same way and their bodies disposed of in a manner suggesting the killer didn't want them to be found. After all, it was only by accident that the "Lady in the Lake" washed up on the lakeshore some six months after she died, and Flo's body would have been hauled away by the rubbish collectors if it hadn't been for the dog howling.

The deaths of the three men found in Kingsbury Run seemed different to Hogan. They had all been laid out where they were sure to be discovered in a day or two. There was a different pattern to the mutilations, too. Except for the emasculation of Andrassy and his companion, the bodies were whole from the neck down. 

Then there was the issue of motive. Police science in the 1930's dictated that to solve a murder you tracked down everybody who had a motive for the killing until you had the person with the means and opportunity. The motives proposed for the Kingsbury Run double murder, whether it was jealousy, revenge or sexual deviation, didn't fit if the victims were female. If Hogan was right about Andrassy's death being a "nationality" case, some jealous Bohemian butcher was not going to kill Flo Polillo or the "Lady in the Lake" for talking to his wife or looking once too often at his girlfriend.

Ness seemed lost in thought for several minutes, remembering the opinion that David Cowles had shared before Hogan had arrived. Cowles was convinced it was a single killer, but hadn't been able to get Hogan to agree. Hogan sat quietly, waiting for his boss to speak. "Jim, you've got a real problem on your hands," Ness concluded. "The same guy did them all. Too much similarity to be coincidental. Death by decapitation. The expert hand with a knife. Bodies all cleaned up and neat. I can't tell you why he kills women one way and men another, but it's the same man, I guarantee you." Hogan had more sense than to argue with him. He didn't know the "Boy Wonder" well enough to know if he tolerated disagreement from subordinates. Hogan asked him if there was anything special he wanted done, now that he had come to the conclusion about a single murderer.

Eliot was very clear in his instructions. There was to be absolutely no suggestion to the newspapers that they were looking for one murderer and absolutely no further information whatsoever while the convention was going on, otherwise visitors would be afraid to step outside their hotel rooms. After the effort Mayor Burton had gone to getting the convention to Cleveland, he would be furious if some lunatic spoiled it. 

"Jim, I want you to do everything in your power to catch this maniac," he instructed Hogan. "Dave, I know you'll put the crime lab at Jim's disposal." 

Ness had no intention of getting involved any further in this murder case. That was Hogan's job and he was holding Hogan responsible for results. Ferreting out corruption in the police force had a much higher priority than finding a nut that murdered petty criminals and nobodies. 

With the body of the latest victim in such good condition, plus the six unique tattoos, Hogan was cautiously optimistic about learning his identity. While some detectives checked fingerprint files and recent missing person reports, others took the young man's photo to tattoo parlors and sailor hangouts. The face and tattoos received even more exposure on display at the morgue. Two thousand people looked at him the first night and thousands more after that. Detectives put in countless hours of footwork checking out the laundry marks and tracing the clothing they found. A death mask, along with photographs of his face and tattoos, was exhibited to the seven million visitors who came to the Great Lakes Expo over the next two years. In spite of all that effort, the "Tattooed Man" remained nameless.

Ness's men had better luck with the Republican National Convention. His security arrangements were superb and the convention successfully concluded with the Republican candidate Alfred Landon, the governor of Kansas, chosen to run against Roosevelt.

Shortly after the convention was over, the city was swept up in the glamour of the Great Lakes Exposition, which was a combination of world's fair and super amusement park. After the misery of the Depression years, it was a magnificent diversion offered at a modest price where even the poor could enjoy the spectacular shows put on by celebrities like Esther Williams, Sally Rand, Billy Rose, and Johnny Weismuller. There was even a police exhibit designed by Eliot Ness showing the latest methods in fighting crime, along with the death mask of the "Tattooed Man."

The day after the police found the body of the "Tattooed Man," Ness was visited by the noisy and eccentric Councilman Anton Vehovec who insisted that Ness personally look into illegal gambling in Vehovec's district, which corresponded to the Fourteenth Precinct of the police department. The councilman claimed that he had repeatedly given details of the illegal gambling activities to the police, but nothing had been done about it because the police captain in the Fourteenth Precinct was corrupt. In fact, he charged that the precinct captain owned one of the gambling joints, the Blackhawk Inn. 

Ness really didn't want to get in the middle of the councilman's well-publicized crusades, but Vehovec's charge against Michael Harwood, the Fourteenth Precinct captain could not be ignored. With the councilman in tow, Ness and one of his detectives, along with several newspaper reporters, drove over to the Blackhawk Inn, walked through the front door of the restaurant in the front of the building and yelled, "This is a police raid." While a number of people scrambled out the back door, Ness was able to capture about a dozen men, who were questioned about the betting slips found in the back room.

A few minutes later, a cocky young man came in, swaggered up to Ness and demanded to know what he was doing. He had been at another of his restaurants when the raid was taking place and had been warned, "something funny was going on at the Blackhawk Inn." Ness asked him who he was and he boasted that he was Eddie Harwood, whose police captain father "runs this district."

"Well, well," Ness laughed as though he were suitably impressed, "I'm Eliot Ness and I run the police department in this whole town." 

Eddie Harwood, whose mood had changed dramatically when he found out Eliot Ness was leading the raid, was allowed a phone call before Ness questioned him. When he came back, he told Ness he owned the building, but rented the back room where they captured the gambling evidence to someone named Joe. Naturally, Eddie Harwood said knew nothing about any gambling. Minutes later, a man who identified himself as Joe McCarthy rushed in and told the same story as Eddie Harwood.

Ness was sure that Harwood had set this story up with McCarthy in his telephone call a few minutes earlier, so he asked Harwood and McCarthy each for their key rings. Eddie had the key to the back room on his key ring, but McCarthy didn't have a key to the room he supposedly rented.

"Are you quite sure you want to take the rap on this?" Ness asked McCarthy before he was arrested. McCarthy nodded and was driven off in the police car, leaving Eddie to explain what happened to his father. According to one witness, Captain Harwood showed up shortly after Ness and the reporters left and went into a rage at his son's stupidity.

A relative of the police captain quoted the father as saying, "You were a damn fool to go back in the Blackhawk Inn and let them get just the man they wanted, especially 

when you were warned that a raid was going on. I've got a good mind to take a belt to you." 

That evening Captain Michael Harwood was suspended until Ness personally completed his investigation of gambling and racketeering in Harwood's Fourteenth Precinct. "The matter has now gone far beyond the operation of a single bookmaking establishment," he told the press. "It is a question of police efficiency, discipline and honesty in the Fourteenth Precinct, and every officer in it is going to be called on for a recital of everything going on in that precinct." 

A few days later, a number of people came forward to testify that Captain Harwood often visited the gambling joint in the back room of the Blackhawk Inn and had told his son to have a warning buzzer installed in the restaurant in case of a raid. Ness also uncovered a phony will of Harwood's aunt that left her entire estate of $30,000 to Captain Harwood, bypassing all of the woman's other heirs. This "inheritance" was collateral to finance loans for a large nightclub the Harwood family was constructing.

Like former-captain Louis Cadek, Harwood tried to retire before his case came to court so that he would be eligible for his pension. Using a plea of nervous exhaustion, his physician declared him "unfit for duty" and eligible for disability status, which he hoped to maintain until he could collect his pension several months later. Ness was adamant that Harwood, if convicted, not be rewarded with a pension and persuaded the police pension board to defer action on Harwood's retirement/disability scheme until the investigation was over. 

The Harwood and Cadek cases reinforced Ness's dedication to weeding out the "bad apples" on the force, particularly at the captain level. He already had a long list of police officers of every rank who were suspected of illegal activity, but Ness was not going to act on mere rumor and innuendo. He was determined that each person was to be thoroughly checked out. If he was clean, his name came off the list. If he were corrupt, the investigation would yield the evidence to indict him.

The problem was one of execution. How could he, Eliot Ness, with all the administrative demands of his director position, accomplish this massive investigation? With a very few exceptions, he did not trust the men in his department enough to involve them in this undertaking. Not only that, if Ness took a few police officers away from their regular duties for a secret investigation, their effectiveness would be destroyed as word spread to "look out" for those individuals. 

He needed to recruit a new team who could snoop around without attracting too much attention. It would take money he knew wasn't in his budget. Mayor Burton was sympathetic and contacted his friends in the business community who created a secret "slush fund" to pay for the investigation.

One of the most dedicated members of the secret team was paid only with the promise of an exclusive story when the results of the investigation went public. This was Ness's reporter friend Clayton Fritchey who devoted much of his free time to Ness's crusade.

Then there was Ness himself, who spent almost every evening checking out suspects on his own. Prostitutes and other petty criminals were dazzled by the celebrity who sought them out to hear their evidence.

In mid-July, one of Ness's sources mentioned a gambling joint called McGinty's on West 25th Street which had operated for ten years without a single instance of interference from the police in the Eighth Precinct. It was clear to Ness that McGinty's was making payoffs to someone on the force, but he didn't know who or how many were involved in the bribery. 

Ness hand picked five rookie cops and had them infiltrate the gambling joint as customers. Then for the fun of it, Ness had a woman on his staff call up the Eighth Precinct and tell them that her husband had been to McGinty's and lost his whole paycheck, demanding that the police raid the place.

Oh, you mean that bookie joint down the street?" the cop in charge said to her. He later claimed he didn't have any assistance at the time and telephoned the Ninth Precinct to make the raid. Suspiciously, the cop also called Ness's office to see if the call about McGinty's had come from there. Ness's office denied it had made the call to the precinct station.

Two officers from the Ninth Precinct went to McGinty's, but found no evidence of illegal gambling. Later, the undercover rookies explained what happened. As the two patrolmen entered the building and started to climb the stairs, the lookouts in the Club Cafe on the first floor of the three-story building set off the security system. The rookies saw warning lights come on and the building was immediately cleared of customers, while equipment was quickly hidden from view. The patrolmen took one of the blackjack dealers in for questioning, but didn't arrest him. Within an hour of the raid, McGinty's was in full swing once again.

Ness had his rookies watch McGinty's for the next few days. He had Police Chief Matowitz call up Captain Adolph Lenahan, who had been on the force for 26 years, and ask him to come downtown for a meeting. When Matowitz talked to Lenahan, it was clear that Lenahan was very drunk. As Lenahan staggered into the meeting with his boss, the chief suspended him on the spot. Armed with the layout of the gambling joint provided by his rookies, Ness decided to take action immediately. "I have had McGinty's watched for a week and Captain Lenahan will be asked to answer why this establishment was allowed to run as openly as it did." Residents of the neighborhood had told Ness the joint had been running in the open almost continuously for at least ten years.

On July 21, with his five rookies inside McGinty's posing as customers, Ness took a small raiding party up to the door. The lookouts saw Ness coming and pressed the warning lights. When the rookies saw the lights flash, they took out their guns and kept the people from escaping.

"This is a police raid!" Ness yelled as he burst into the crowded gambling room at the head of his raiding party. 

As they had agreed beforehand, the rookies covered Ness and his men as they collared the blackjack operators. Other rookies arrested five men who had been in the cashier's room taking bets on the horses. Three cashiers attempted to throw away their betting record books, but Ness personally seized them along with a truckload of other records. 

When Ness questioned the seven employees and eighty customers captured in the raid, he found that three sons of Deputy Inspector Timothy J. Costello worked at McGinty's Bainbridge race track. Costello, who was in charge of the district that included the Eighth Precinct, said it was no secret that his sons had summer jobs at McGinty's dog track and thought it was unfair of Ness to investigate him because of his sons. 

Costello claimed he had no idea that McGinty's was a bookie joint. However, he also said that he and his men had frequently been to McGinty's to check out complaints and never found anything illegal. Ness said he wanted all of the written reports of those alleged visits, plus police reports for other gambling joints in his district.

Ness turned over all the records from McGinty’s that spanned a number of years to the local Treasury Department office. The next day, the Treasury agents announced that McGinty's alone made $5 million in just a few years. Ness wanted the federal agents to help him find out who got the income from McGinty's, whether taxes were paid on that income, and if the records showed any evidence of police bribery. 

Nick Shelby, one of the men arrested in the raid claimed to be the club owner. He told Ness that McGinty just owned the building and had nothing to do with the gambling club Shelby operated on the third floor. McGinty, he said, had no connection with the club except to collect $60 a month rent. Ness knew better, but he had to find some hard evidence before he could indict Tommy McGinty, the race track promoter. 

As they sifted through the material they seized, the raiders found a bits of evidence linking McGinty to the gambling hall. The cashiers had envelopes of money in their pockets which were stamped Bainbridge Breeders Association. Letterhead stationery in the desks showed Thomas McGinty as the general manager of the breeder's association. One of the rookies who had infiltrated the gambling joint was told by a blackjack dealer that McGinty owned the place, but none of the rookies had seen McGinty in the building while they were there. Telephone numbers for McGinty's Bainbridge racetrack were posted on the wall.

Once the club was closed, the records in the hands of the Treasury Department, and the operators under indictment, Ness went after his errant policemen with a vengeance. After his experience with Cadek, Harwood, Lenahan and Costello, he publicly warned the police force that he would use wholesale suspensions for gross neglect of duty where police officers failed to clean up gambling and other vices in their districts. Ness was tired of hearing lame excuses from cops that they didn't know about betting parlors and gambling clubs that everyone in the city seemed to know about. "When ignorance is pleaded by officers charged with neglect," Ness declared, "they will be suspended and part of their salary taken away."

Ness chose suspension rather than dismissing the officers because the police boards always reinstated the officers and restored their pay, which amounted to an extra vacation with pay. The next day, Lenahan resigned so that he could save his pension. By resigning, he was entitled to $140 a month retirement pay, whereas if he were convicted of intoxication and gross neglect of duty, he would have only received half that amount.

Ness hinted that Costello could expect a suspension as well on grounds of gross neglect. "That is," Ness said somberly, "if he fails to convince me he was not to blame for the rampant gambling in his district." 

By the end of July, there was no one left on the police force that made fun of the man they used to call the "Boy Scout." Captains and other officials clamped down hard on the gambling in their areas. The day after Ness articulated his stance on neglect of duty, Captain Eugene Aufmuth raided five suspected bookie joints and arrested eleven people. The message was finally getting through, not only to the police, but also to the gambling operators that things in Cleveland would be very different under Eliot Ness.

After Cadek, Harwood and Lenahan, the police force was very jumpy. Everyone wondered who would be next. Instead of wholesale transfers of men from one precinct to another, a practice of previous directors which for a while disrupted the relationships between the criminals and the cops to whom they paid bribes, Ness was shaking out the high level officers on the take. 

The cops were afraid of Ness because he was a mystery to them, as he was to the politicians, his sources in the criminal underworld and even the men who worked most closely with him. He took no one into his confidence, particularly high-ranking police officers. No one knew what he was thinking, what he planned to do next or where he would be likely to strike. Supposedly, Ness had identified half a dozen captains he wanted out of the department, but no one knew which ones they were. He investigated very quietly and thoroughly every tip he got about high-level officers then, when he had the evidence, he struck quickly. 

Ness moved about the city listening and observing almost anonymously. After almost ten months as safety director, most of the men who worked for him had never set eyes on Ness. Those who had worked most closely with him were still unsure about his personality. They never knew where he was or how to predict his reaction to anything. His manner of speaking was so mild and inoffensive that the officers who had dealt with him found it difficult to believe he took such dramatic action against gangsters and corrupt officers. Restless, charged with energy and extremely impulsive, he worked tirelessly until he accomplished his goal. Afterwards, instead of relaxing for awhile, he charged on towards his next goal. It was no wonder that many times during the spring and summer of 1936, there would be two and sometimes three separate features stories on the front page of the newspaper describing his various programs and accomplishments. It went well beyond simple workaholism. Eliot Ness seemed almost like a man possessed.

Things were changing at a very fast pace in the department. A new crop of college-trained rookies was replacing out-of-shape, overweight, lethargic and incompetent men. As impatient as Ness was to accelerate that trend, he was very careful not to penalize honest, hardworking men just because they didn't fit his profile of the ideal police officer. Chief of Police Matowitz, for example, was kept in his position, in spite of the opinion of many that he was ineffectual. Early in Ness's tenure as safety director, he investigated Matowitz personally and was satisfied about the chief's integrity. 

Matowitz's integrity aside, Eliot Ness worked alone and never included the chief in his important plans. That was abundantly clear in the raid on McGinty’s, which the chief knew nothing about until it was over. In fact, nobody else in the police department, except for Ness's handpicked rookies, had any idea that an investigation of McGinty's was being conducted.

That summer, Ness made clear his simple prescription for the police department: "Reward men for good work and punish them for bad." While it seemed that the entire summer was being consumed with punishing the bad officers, Ness promised to find new ways in the system to reward good work. He made a special point of spending time with the new rookies to inspire them to rise to the new standards he had set for the department. 

Ness swore in his new rookies personally in his office, using the opportunity to tell them what he expected of them and give them a pep talk at the same time. "You have been appointed to this job on your own merits and because you stood at the top of the civil service lists," he told them. "If anyone says he was responsible for your appointment, ignore him. Your advancement in this department is completely up to you."

"You are expected to be honest so don't be obligated to anyone, even in small things." He ended his speech with a revolutionary statement: "When you walk into a restaurant for a meal, pay for it. When you get any marketable commodity useful to you, pay for it. If people want to give you something without charge, you can conclude they are buying your badge and your uniform."

While Eliot Ness put the gamblers on notice, another more frightening menace was going unchecked. The day after the raid on McGinty's, Ness shared front-page headlines with the discovery of another decapitation murder. 

Sergeant Hogan raced to the Big Creek area on the southwest side of the city where a teenage girl stumbled upon the headless, decomposed corpse of a man near a hobo camp. The police conducted a thorough search of the area and found the man's head, which was little more than a skull at that point. Close by was a pile of cheaply made bloodstained clothes that the man had been wearing. The pathologist discovered a large quantity of dried blood that had seeped into the ground beneath the man's body, indicating he was killed right there. 

Coroner Pearse was fascinated by the removal of the head, which was separated from the spine where two vertebrae met. There was no sign of the cut, which meant that the killer had the skill and knowledge of anatomy of a surgeon.

The expert decapitation had become almost a signature of this particular killer, but this murder was somewhat different. For the first time, the murderer, if it was the same person, had gone way across town from Kingsbury Run, and instead of transporting the victim, had killed him in the place he was discovered. The dead man, a small fellow about forty years old, had been laying on the ground between two and three months, indicating he died before the "Tattooed Man." 

Advanced decomposition made fingerprinting impossible, so the police had only his clothes to trace him. Hogan was not optimistic. The victim's long hair, his poor clothing, and the location of the body near a hobo camp suggested he was one of the many hobos who rode in and out of the city on the nearby railroad tracks.

Hogan did his best to conduct his investigation without attracting too much attention from the newspapers, but his success was limited. The story had already captured the imagination of aspiring fiction writers on the newspaper staffs. "Is there somewhere in the county a madman whose strange god is the guillotine? Or has some fantastic chemistry of the civilized mind converted him into a human butcher? Does he imagine himself a legal executioner of the French Revolution or a religious zealot saving the human race with an ax?" was representative of the rhetoric that had started to appear very prominently in all of the city's three newspapers. 

These early seeds of hysteria didn't take root because there were many more exciting things going on in the city at that time than the death of a few nobodies. In quick succession, Ness and his men conducted ten more high-profile gambling raids. The newspapers couldn't get enough of it. Almost every day the major news story was another blow to the mob vice operations. Police protection of gangsters was crumbling and the mobs were considering moving out of Cleveland as long as Ness was there. 

One week after the raid on McGinty's when the front-page stories about Ness were starting to wind down, he was back in the headlines again with a new campaign. This time, he had taken aim at extortion and racketeering at the Northern Ohio Food Terminal. Ness and a special squad of investigators had assembled evidence in 45 cases of intimidation, coercion and assault of farmers and truck drivers delivering food to the terminal. 

A group of thugs calling itself a labor union was forcing food producers to pay tribute of up to 45 cents a minute for unloading trucks at the terminal or face beatings, destruction of their vehicles and loss of their cargo. Previously, police squad cars that had been called to protect the haulers and their property turned away and left the victims to fend for themselves rather than be attacked by the gangsters.

Ness's report, which he handed over to his friend Cullitan, the county prosecutor, indicated that producers were being forced to pay two men for a minimum of four hours of work to unload even small trucks. If the farmers tried to unload their trucks themselves, they were beaten and chased out of town. The result was that many farmers stopped coming to the Cleveland market and those that paid the exorbitant rates were forced to pass the costs on to the wholesalers, who in turn charged higher prices to retailers and consumers. 

While many of the items in Ness's report would not surprise anyone familiar with union practices in the past few decades, the violence and excessive demands by the produce handlers was shocking to people in the 1930's. This particular investigation into labor racketeering was the beginning of a long, controversial crusade that was to affect Ness's career long after his tenure of safety director. 

While the citizens of Cleveland could not help but be impressed by the daily record of Eliot Ness's accomplishments in the newspaper, the tireless workaholic had very little time to spend at home with his wife. After the most exhausting schedule during the day, he spent most evenings working until quite late. Instead of going home to let off steam, he often went drinking with his newspaper friends. Edna had assumed that after a few months on the job, Eliot would slack up a little and lead a more normal life. She didn't want her needs to interfere with his success in his new position, considering how important it was to him. 

These were exciting times for a city recovering from the depths of the Depression. Every indicator was pointing upward. The conventions and the Expo kept the excitement running continuously throughout the summer of 1936. The city was preparing for President Roosevelt's upcoming visit to the Great Lakes Expo as part of his 1936 election campaign. Never in recent history did Cleveland have so many positive things going for it all at one time

In mid-September of 1936, the American Legion Convention was just a few days away, providing a nice finale to a bustling summer after the Republican convention and the Great Lakes Expo. Cleveland was starting to fancy itself as having a great future as a convention town when the bold headlines in the afternoon papers reminded everybody that a grisly serial killer was still on the loose. 

The spotlight was once again on Kingsbury Run where on September 10 a hobo from St. Louis sat near E. 37th Street waiting for an eastbound freight. There in an oily, coffee-colored stagnant pool, he saw two halves of a human torso floating in the water. When the police arrived, they used grappling hooks to drag the awful-smelling pool for the missing head, hands and legs. Sergeant Hogan got over there as soon as he could. By that time, two legs, cut at the knees, and a blood-soaked denim shirt, cut at the neck, were found nearby. 

Hundreds of morbidly curious spectators crowded around to watch the cops drag the pool for the head. Hogan could feel the hysteria growing among the people who lived in small, clapboard shanties perched on the rim of Kingsbury Run. If the afternoon papers were any indicator, he and Ness would never be able to keep a low profile on this latest murder. The papers had already found a name for this fiend: The Mad Butcher of Kingsbury Run. 

Later that day, Hogan talked to the coroner who confirmed the death occurred a day or two earlier by expert decapitation. The victim this time was a white man between 25 and 30 years old, medium height and muscular build with traces of light brown hair on his body. That night, the sergeant and twelve of his detectives stayed up very late trying unsuccessfully to match the victim's description with missing persons files. 

The next morning, the gruesome discovery was still the major front-page story when divers descended into the murky depths of pool, looking for the head and hands that might give some hope of identifying the dead young man. The number of spectators had multiplied from the day before, standing for hours watching the hunt. After two hours of high-pressure flushing by fire hoses failed to bring up any other parts of the body, Hogan called in the Coast Guards to use their special equipment to drag every inch of the rubbish-covered bottom of the pool. 

Hogan was ready to kick himself for saying to a reporter that he thought the murderer lived somewhere in or around Kingsbury Run. As if the unfortunate people who lived around there didn't have enough to worry about with this "mad butcher" using their backyard as a graveyard. Now after reading that Hogan thought the killer lived among them, they were afraid to go outside. The population of large police dogs was rising rapidly.

The following morning, an irritable Eliot Ness pulled himself away from his research into police corruption and got personally involved in the Kingsbury Run case. The timing of this latest murder was horrible. Ness had been rushing to put the finishing touches on his evidence for Frank Cullitan for the largest graft prosecution in the city's history. He wasn't pleased to have to interrupt this crucial work because of this lunatic. Unfortunately, he couldn't ignore the case any more. It had become too big to delegate to Hogan alone.

Once again, Ness went over every detail of the case, personally interviewing several of the detectives who had been working on it. He indicated that a particular suspect, a dangerous escaped mental patient, was being hunted for questioning. In the meantime, Ness ordered a clean up of the section in Kingsbury Run where the bodies had been found. Every hobo in that area was brought in and questioned, warned about the killer and urged to find somewhere else to live.

Twenty detectives were permanently assigned to the case until it is solved, although with the meager clues, it wasn't at all clear what twenty full-time detectives were going to do after they interviewed all the bums in the area. But in no time, the twenty detectives had plenty to do, as everybody in the city seemed to have their own idea that the killer was. Detectives were inundated with calls about the strange behavior of neighbors, relatives, and co-workers. Anybody, who kept unusual hours, carried large packages out of his house, or kept a knife in his pocket was fair game, not to mention every butcher, physician, male nurse, mortician, and hunter. The worst of it all was that Eliot Ness said every tip, no matter how trivial it sounded, must be followed up. The detectives estimated it would take months, maybe years, to finish.

Following up tips was not the only thing the detectives did. They repeatedly scoured the records of the state hospital for the insane, as well as followed and watched recently discharged patients. 

They also tried some unorthodox methods, which must have been terribly funny to observe. Detectives dressed as hobos hid in the bushes of Kingsbury Run, looking for suspicious characters. Other detectives hung around gay bars and steam baths, trying to get leads on homosexual men with sadistic tendencies. It's hard to imagine any of the detectives posing convincingly as either a hobo or a homosexual, but they did try. At least one detective was beaten up by a hobo who knew immediately that he was a cop.

There was a lot of excitement was the police arrested a stocky, powerfully built butcher who was addicted to both alcohol and marijuana. "We have checked his record," the arresting detective said, " and it looks like every time he was released from the workhouse one of these headless murders was committed."

The head of the federal narcotic bureau in Cleveland told the detectives that it was most likely a marijuana addict committed the murders. "There's a plentiful supply of this deadly weed growing wild around the railroad tracks in Kingsbury Run. Both the desire for a thrill and a homicidal obsession are easily induced by the loco weed cigarettes."

A few days after the murder, The Cleveland News offered a $1000 reward, quite a sizable amount for those days, for information leading to the conviction of the Kingsbury Run murderer. The Cleveland City Council was also voting on a resolution to offer a similar reward.

There is something in the mystery of an unsolved series of murders that stimulates the imagination. The best example of this stimulation is Jack the Ripper, who after killing a mere five London prostitutes, a novice by today's standards of serial killers, inspired numerous books, movies and theories about his identity. Had the Ripper been captured, he would be less interesting that his fearful legend.

On a smaller scale, the Mad Butcher of Kingsbury Run inspired the same type of imaginative speculation. The newspapers in the Midwest became obsessed with the cleverness of the killer. The lack of clues left by the killer was not accidental. There is never a coin, a key, or a scrap of paper to incriminate him. Nor are there any bloody fingerprints on the bodies.

It was clear to the detectives that the killer was playing a game with them. Leaving so many of the bodies in the same area, especially when the railroad police, hobos and Kingsbury Run inhabitants had been on the lookout for strange happenings since the first double murder a year earlier. When the body of the "Tattooed Man" was placed so close to the office of the Nickel Plate Railroad police, it seemed that the killer was thumbing his nose at them. It was also clear that the murderer was very smart, probably smarter than the detectives working on the case. 

The newspapers let their imaginations run wild when they speculated about the motives of this unusual killer. One popular theory was the murderer was a wealthy doctor who killed people from the lower classes for sport. Then there was the religious zealot notion, which had the murderer ridding the world of prostitutes and homosexuals because "God told him to." One of the more popular theories was an otherwise normal person who kills only during occasional lapses into madness.

Typical of the language that saturated the newspapers at the time was this editorial in The Cleveland News: " Of all the horrible nightmares come to life, the most shuddering is the fiend who decapitates his victims in the dark, dank recesses of Kingsbury Run. That a man of this nature should be permitted to work his crazed vengeance upon six people in a city the size of Cleveland should be the city's shame. No Edgar Allan Poe in his deepest, opium-maddened dream could conceive horror so painstakingly worked out..." If nothing else, the Mad Butcher gave quite a number of reporters an unprecedented opportunity to wax eloquent.

Even though Eliot Ness did not have available to him, the body of knowledge that today's law enforcement agencies about serial killers, he knew that this murderer was no ordinary one. It was time to bring together a group of experts to share information. Invited to this meeting at Central Police Station were Coroner Pearse and Dr. Reuben Strauss, the pathologist who had performed many of the autopsies of the victims, County Prosecutor Cullitan, Police Chief Matowitz, Lieutenant Cowles, Inspector Sweeney, Sergeant Hogan and several outside medical consultants. 

After a number of hours, the group agreed on what they knew about this killer: 

All six victims were murdered by one man working alone. The "Lady of the Lake," who was almost certainly an earlier victim of the same serial killer, was not included in the official count because the murder happened in 1934, a full year before. 

This killer, while clearly psychopathic, was not necessarily obviously insane. There was disagreement as to whether to killer was a male homosexual, considering the genital mutilation of the corpses. However, some of the non-genital mutilation may have been done to thwart identification or make it easier to transport the body. While they all agreed that the killer had some knowledge of anatomy, the medical experts felt there was no evidence to establish that the murderer was necessarily a physician. After all, a butcher or hunter would recognize anatomical landmarks almost as well as a surgeon. 

The murderer was both large and strong. The experts had pretty well discounted that any female could be a suspect in this murder series. The nature of the wounds, plus the fact that at least three of the male victims were carried a considerable distance, argued for a very large man. 

The murderer was very likely to be a resident of the Kingsbury Run area. With the exception of the fifth victim who was found on the West Side, all of the victims were found in Kingsbury Run or the Near East Side. 

Considering how untidy it is to decapitate a living person with the jugular veins spurting blood in all directions, the experts agreed that the killer had some kind of private residence where the victims were murdered and later cleaned up. Theories ranged from a butcher shop, a doctor's office or even/a home where unsuspecting victims were lured by the promise of food or shelter. 

The killer selected his victims from the lowest rungs of society. Whether that selection fulfilled some need to eliminate the "undesirables" of the city or just that there were so many of that social stratum in ready supply was not determined. 

They believed that it was no accident that of the six victims, only two were identified and those were among the first three, Andrassy and Polillo. To the veteran homicide officials, the murderer was getting smarter: heads and hands were either gone or too decomposed for identification purposes. Also, even when highly distinguishing marks appeared on the body, such as the "Tattooed Man," nobody came forward to claim these victims as missing persons. 

Another unique characteristic of these crimes was the choice of Kingsbury Run as the graveyard. Four out of six victims were found in that godforsaken ravine. The "Tattooed Man," was placed embarrassingly close to the Nickel Plate Railroad police office as though the killer was playing a joke on them. Then, in September of 1936, when every hobo and railroad detective was in a state of heightened alarm, the killer again selected Run for his dumping ground. The killer seemed to be taking unbelievable risks to thumb his nose at them all. After this sixth victim, Ness allocated unprecedented resources to finding the killer. Among the many patrolmen and homicide detectives working on the case, the name of Peter Merylo is most often remembered as the key police figure. Merylo, a very intelligent but eccentric policeman with the ability to speak a number of European languages, began his career as a motorcycle cop. He was a short, stocky man who had the tenacity of a pit bull. Once an idea fixed itself in Merylo's mind, he worked it through to the end, even if it took eighty hours a week. 

Homosexuality was illegal in Cleveland in the 1930's and Detective Merylo made a personal crusade out of ferreting out 'perverts" and putting them behind bars. Allegedly, he had filled up a whole wing of the jail with the gay men. According to some of the police officials of that time, Merylo would hang around bars that had homosexual clientele and then follow two men who left the bar together. When they reached their destination, he would wait for awhile and then, when he felt that the men were in compromising situations, he would force his way into the residence or hotel and arrest them. Eventually, judges got wind of Merylo's enthusiastic techniques and were reluctant to try his cases. 

Merylo did everything within his power to get him assigned to the Kingsbury Run case full time. His persistence paid off and he was virtually dedicated to the case for years. He and his partner Martin Zalewski were making a career of the Mad Butcher. Nobody on the police force doubted Merylo's zeal in tracking down every potential suspect and clue. However, his methods, which included parading up and down Kingsbury Run in his longjohns in the moonlight to 'bait" the killer, were a source of controversy and snide remarks. No screwball escaped Merylo's scrutiny. Of the estimated ten thousand suspects who were interrogated in the four-year murder investigation, the weirdest were saved for Merylo. There was the "Chicken Freak," who us" to hire Ned prostitutes beheaded chickens while chicken~hile he masturbated, and the "Voodoo doctor" with the "death ray," and the crazed giant who roamed Kingsbury Run with a large butcher knife. All these and their like were hunted down, and given to Merylo to question. Some were criminals, others mental detectives, and still others were simply eccentric, down-at-the-heels vagrants. 

With his round-the-clock adventures with the city's crazies, Merylo was a popular source for the newspaper reporters. The dedicated detective never felt constrained by protocol to have his remarks reviewed in advance by the higher ups in the police department. Consequently, Merylo's opinions were often published as though they represented the official police position, when often it was not the case. One official believed that Merylo was allowed to speculate to reporters so that his colorful stories and theories would distract the press from the lack of progress in finding the murderer.

If any doubts remained about Eliot Ness keeping his promise of cleaning out the police department, they disappeared forever on October 5, 1936. It was the culmination of ten months of secret investigation by Ness, his undercover agents and a crucial collaboration with reporter Clayton Fritchey of  The Cleveland Press. who was a remarkable investigative reporter, provided Ness with important evidence connecting high level police officials with the mob. 

Fritchey got the honors of breaking the story, which dominated the entire front page. Nine officers, including Captain Michael Harwood of the Blackhawk Inn fame and eleven other policemen were relieved of duty as Ness presented his voluminous report to Prosecutor Frank Cullitan on bribery and graft. 
Fritchey spelled out for the public the brazen and wanton corruption that permeated the entire department, from top officials to the patrolman on the beat: "Out of the wealth of testimony which Director Ness and The Cleveland Press accumulated, one salient fact emerges: that the corruption uncovered stems from higher circles than the police department: that the rank and file who have taken money were in many cases the victims of an evil system. 

"In short, the department has been so controlled for the last 20 years that it could not breed or attract men of high character.... young men coming into the department got off to a bad start by having to pay several hundred dollars for the good jobs: anywhere from $500 to $750 for a sergeantcy, more for a lieutenancy and as much as $5000 for a captaincy." 

Ness was quoted as saying that when offices are bought with what in those days were large sums of money that the office holder was not going to be particular about how he gets the money back. 

Ness's investigation showed that new patrolmen had only two courses to follow: "If he chose to remain honest and rigidly enforce the laws, he was 'sent to the woods' and given the most unpleasant details, he was denied the easy money his fellow patrolmen were making and, finally, he was repeatedly passed over for promotion. 

'If, on the other hand, he 'played ball' - he enriched himself, got the best details and won swift promotion." 

Rookies got their initiation into corruption by attending parties given for senior officers that were hosted by well know mobsters and racketeers. The domination of most of the rackets by the "Mayfield Road gang" occurred during Prohibition when independent bootleggers were violently forced out of business. At the same time, the relationships that developed between many policemen and organized rackets persisted well after Prohibition was over. Fritchey stated the situation clearly: "The Mayfield mob became so powerful that police no longer would accept protection money from the independents. In short, the police became the agency for enforcing the monopoly of the mob." This one revelation, more than another other in the investigation, shocked Ness. "This is the worst thing that can happen to a large city," he said. 

Prosecutor Frank Cullitan put Ness's evidence in front of a grand jury in record time. By the end of October, just before the November 3rd election, the jury had returned indictments against the officers had been suspended. Not surprisingly, Frank Cullitan easily won reelection. In the excitement surrounding the Roosevelt landslide, a newly elected coroner replaced Dr. Arthur Pearse. Dr. Samuel Gerber was a short, unobtrusive looking man with an impressive set of academic credentials. With degrees in law and medicine, Gerber was on the brink of worldwide fame, initially brought by the "Mad Butcher" and later by the Sam Sheppard case. 

1936 closed with a major victory for Eliot Ness, Frank Cullitan, Harold Burton, the investigative reporters of the city's major newspapers and all the forces of law and order in Cleveland. Michael Harwood, one of the most arrogant and brazen of the indicted police officials, was brought to trial in December. In mid-December, Harwood was convicted on six counts of soliciting and taking bribes for police protection of bootleggers. Some months before Harwood, Captain Louis Cadek was convicted of taking bribes. As the year ended, seven other major police officials faced trial. 

The honest men on the police force took courage from Ness's relentless pursuit of corruption. January 9, 1937, two rookie policemen, John Sullivan and William Schuler, quietly conducted a successful gambling raid. Ness seized the opportunity to order a major campaign against gambling, holding up the rookies as examples of activity he wanted on a continuous basis in every precinct. 

The next day, prodded into sudden activity, police arrested 56 men on gambling charges. Ness reiterated that he expected the police to harass the gamblers until they shut down their operations and left town. A few days later, two gambling joints were shut down and their proprietors arrested. 

Ness's campaign was working. For the first time in years bookmakers appeared worried. They could not deal with police dropping in on them several times a day to "have a look." In the old days, gambling operators had always been tipped off before a raid and had time to hid their charts and betting slips. But, with the police hanging around all the time, the bookmakers were afraid to hang up their charts. 

The biggest effect of Ness's crusade against the gamblers was to strike fear into the customers. For the first time, customers of the gambling establishments were being arrested along with the proprietors. 

While the revitalized police department was shutting down the city's gambling, the operators simply moved out to the suburbs under the jurisdiction of the Cuyahoga County Sheriff. "Honest" John Sulzmann had been replaced by Sheriff Martin O'Donnell, but the level of corruption in the department did not change. Publicity about the cleaning up of the police force helped to embolden the city's business community to report the activities of racketeers. "Gangsters and racketeers could be run out of Cleveland in a few weeks if industrialists and businessmen would report threats and protection schemes," Ness urged. 

"Come in and give me the information. I shall not put you on the spot or expose you on the witness stand. But don't hide the facts and help gangs prosper while injuring yourself and endangering all other decent businesses." 

The second week in March brought another victory to Ness. Deputy Police Inspector Edwin C. Burns was found guilty of all five counts of receiving bribes from bootleggers. Burns faced from one to ten years on each charge. 

The Cleveland Plain Dealer reported an interesting personal twist to this trial: "When the jury filed out of the court room yesterday afternoon, Edwin C. Burns, a tall, husky handsome man with jet black unruly hair stepped up to Safety Director Eliot Ness and shook his hand. 

It was the defendant, Burns, a man with a clean record of 24 years in the police department until Ness' investigation resulted in bribery charges against him last fall. 

"I just want you to know that, no matter what happens there are no hard feelings," Burns said. "I know there was nothing personal in your activities." 

"Nothing personal at all," Ness replied. 

This conversation contrasted sharply with trial of Michael Harwood, whose wife allegedly spat on Ness as she left the courtroom. 

In April of 1936, several businessmen were starting to feel confident enough to cooperate with Ness on giving evidence against the racketeers. In mid-month, a grand jury returned a blackmail indictment against Harry Barrington, the business agent of the local Carpenters Union. The police vandal squad obtained information from a large number of building contractors who had to pay Barrington between $50 and $300 on each building job to prevent damage to the building. 

A month later, a jury found Police Lieutenant John Nebe guilty of two counts of accepting bribes from bootleggers. Nebe was the fourth of the police officers convicted as a result of Ness' departmental cleanup. The newspapers celebrated Ness's "perfect score against those few members of the department who used their position and power as a means of personal aggrandizement." One casualty of the police corruption probe was Ness's assistant, John Flynn. Rumors swirled around City Hall when Flynn resigned, but the real reasons for his departure were never made public. Ness quickly replaced Flynn with his close friend Robert Chamberlin, a "straight arrow" lawyer with a military bearing and background. 

Late spring of 1937 saw the opening of the Cleveland Police Academy that was designed to graduate law enforcement professionals. From his own graduate studies in criminology under the distinguished August Volmar at the University of Chicago, Ness understood the importance of excellent training. The Police Academy was the fulfillment of his commitment to thoroughly upgrade the professionalism of the entire force. 

New police department recruits began a three-month course, which included lectures on psychiatry, psychology, narcotics, ballistic, fingerprinting and other forensic sciences. Included in the academy was a "Murder Room," where detectives were trained and tested on their powers of observation. 

Things were looking up for honest professional cops. Morale was up and, for once, a decent young man, could take pride in getting a job as a Cleveland city policeman.

Just as Eliot Ness was starting to feel that the police department and the city's criminals were getting under control, the "Mad Butcher" surfaced again on February 23, 1937. This time it was a virtual repeat of the Lady of the Lake murder back in 1934. The upper portion of Victim Number Seven was found washed up on the beach at 156th Street, almost the same place where the earlier woman had been found. 

Like the others, she was headless. Her arms had been amputated and the torso bisected. While the torso was taken to the morgue, Detectives Merylo and Zalewski followed what looked like a trail of blood and questioned the residents in the area. As in the earlier murder, the question remained: was she dumped in Lake Erie where she washed up on the beach or did her body float from Kingsbury into the Cuyahoga River and then into the lake? More than two months later, the lower portion of the woman's torso was found floating off East 30th Street, much closer to the mouth of the Cuyahoga River. 

It was time for the newly elected Coroner Samuel Gerber to show his stuff. His report was very thorough. When the upper portion of the torso was found, the woman had only been dead two to four days and had been in the water not more than three. The headless woman was between 25 and 35 years old, weighed approximately 100 to 120 pounds, had a light complexion and medium brown hair. The only other things that they knew about her were that she lived in the city, given the dirt in her lungs, and that she had been pregnant at least once. Despite a thorough investigation, this was all they would ever know of the woman who became known as Victim Number Seven. 

While her legs were removed with two "clean sweeping" strokes of a heavy knife and the arms were removed were the murderer's usual skill, the bisection of the torso showed multiple hesitation marks. Unlike most of the other victims, death did not appear to be caused by decapitation. The arms, legs, head and clothing were never found. Nor was her identity every discovered. 

In March, Gerber produced a summary of the seven victims. Oddly enough, 1934's "Lady of the Lake," was still not included in the official victim count. Like his predecessor Arthur Pearse, Gerber was convinced that all of the murders were committed by one individual. He considered the dissection of the corpses and the missing hands and heads a means for the killer to easily transport the body and to foil identification. After all, the last victim to be identified was Number Three, Flo Polillo. 

The killer was a right-handed man using a heavy, sharp knife. The killer's knowledge of anatomy was clear. For the first time, the notion of a surgeon, medical student, male nurse or veterinarian was suggested as well as a butcher or hunter. Gerber found the sex factor in the crimes difficult to evaluate and unique in the history of such crimes. The "Mad Butcher" appeared to be the first on record to murder members of both sexes. 

Ness took an unprecedented step and contacted his newspaper friends with a special plea. Armed with advice from several important forensic psychiatrists, he urged the newspapers to significantly tone down the sensationalism about the recent murder. The carnival like atmosphere whipped up in the front-page headlines in 1936 was feeding the warped ego of this maniac, encouraging him to kill again. Not only that, but the media driven hysteria of the previous year had resulted in most of the police department chasing down worthless tips from well-meaning citizens. For months, it seemed to the police department that everybody knew the identity of the '`Mad Butcher": someone's eccentric cousin, the man next door, the guy down the street that kills chickens, etc. 

The editors agreed to cooperate and began to abridge their coverage, beginning with Dr. Gerber's report. Gerber, a man with a sizeable ego himself, was furious with Ness for suppressing publicity. This was the beginning of a feud between the coroner's office and the safety director's office that only worsened with time. 

The serial killer problem went from bad to worse when on June 6, 1937, a teenager was watching the Coast Guard boats on the Cuyahoga River. On his way home, he made a gruesome discovery under the Lorain-Carnegie Bridge. Lying in a rotting burlap bag along with a newspaper from June of the previous year, was the skeleton of a Negro woman. Gerber described Victim Number Eight as a tiny woman, no more than five feet tall with small, delicate bones. Even though her arms and legs were missing, there was a skull with extensive dental work. 

The police were sent a letter referencing a long-dead dentist and proposing that the victim was a prostitute named Rose Wallace. After a lengthy investigation of Rose Wallace's life and her August, 1936, disappearance, both Dr. Gerber and Sergeant Hogan rejected the identification. Detective Merylo however firmly believed the victim to be Rose. 

Determined to force his way back into the spotlight, the "Mad Butcher" struck again a month after the woman's skeleton was found. So there could be no doubt about his identity, the killer chose Kingsbury Run once again. On July 6, 1937, the upper portion of a man's torso, plus his two thighs, floated in the Cuyahoga River just below Kingsbury Run. For the next week, pieces of the victim floated downstream. Just about everything was retrieved except for the head. This man, who was never identified, was approximately five foot eight and approximately 150 pounds. He had well groomed fingernails and was about forty years of age. He had been dead a couple of days when the first parts of his body were found. 

Decapitation was the cause of death and the disarticulation bore the signature of the "Mad Butcher," but there was something new this time. Some of the surgery was very sloppy and some was very skillful. For the first time, the killer had removed all of the abdominal organs and heart, none of which were ever found. 

Ever since Dr. Gerber had suggested that the Kingsbury Run murderer could be a medic, the police began to focus on doctors. In fact, all the area physicians, medical students and male nurses were checked out. Special surveillance was warranted for doctors that had a history of eccentricity or a weakness for illicit sex, drugs or booze. 

One of these physicians was a Dr. Frank E. Sweeney, who seemed to fit the profile of the murderer they were seeking. He was physically very tall, large and strong. Sweeney had grown up in the Kingsbury Run area and at various times had his office there. He had a serious problem with alcohol that caused his separation from his wife and sons and the loss of his surgical residency at St. Alexis, a hospital very close to Kingsbury Run. Furthermore, he was rumored to be bisexual and had a very violent temper. Eventually in 1937, the police abandoned Dr. Sweeney as a suspect because he was frequently out of town at a veteran's hospital in Sandusky when a fresh victim was discovered. While Dr. Sweeney was no relation to the highly respected police officer Joseph Sweeney, he was a first cousin to a flamboyant U. S. Congressman named Martin L. Sweeney. 

Martin L. Sweeney and Sheriff Martin O'Donnell were the heads of a powerful political machine within the city and county. In March of 1937, Sweeney unleashed his oratorical fury at Mayor Burton and "his alter ego, Eliot Ness," who spent all their efforts persecuting cops that took $25 years ago, when major crimes like the Kingsbury Run murders went unstopped. Late that summer with the mayor election a few months away, Congressman Sweeney continued to exhort Democrats to work together to "send back to Washington the prohibition agent who is now safety director."

Labor problems started early in February, 1937, when the Chevrolet plants at Flint, Michigan, exploded into a battleground between 1,200 Michigan National Guardsmen, armed with rifles, bayonets and machine guns, and striking automotive workers. A few months later in mid-May, the labor unrest spread to the Pittsburgh and Aliquippa plants of Jones & Laughlin Steel. As the third largest independent steel company battled with the union, Republic Steel and Youngstown Sheet & Tube with major operations in Ohio watched the negotiations very closely. 

Eliot Ness announced that he was going to revise police procedures in handling strikes given the sharp criticism of police by both labor unions and employers. Ness put Captain Eugene Aufmuth in charge of all strike details in the city. This was a change from the previous procedure in which the precinct captains were in charge of any strike within their precincts. Captain John Savage, head of the vandal squad, continued to operate as usual if vandalism was involved with any future strikes

The new procedures resulted from a study of complaints about police activity. "The handling of strikes has so many ramifications that it easily becomes a specialty," Ness explained. "Most strikes are similar and one man can soon educate himself in all the things he needs to know." 

A couple of weeks later steel companies and unions faced a showdown in five states. Heavy picket lines formed at Youngstown, Republic and Inland Steel factories and many plants had to close. However, in most cases, the police were reasonably well prepared and the walkouts were orderly. 

The peace was short-lived. On June 21 Ohio Governor Martin Davey sent in state troops to keep the steel plants shut in two Ohio counties upon the request of President Roosevelt to maintain the status quo while federal mediators tried to settle the strike. A couple of weeks later, more National Guard troops were ordered to Cleveland on the request of the mayor and county sheriff. The goal was to preserve order for the reopening of strike closed Republic Steel plants. 

The next day, July 4, Sheriff O'Donnell proclaimed military rule in Cuyahoga County. The order limited the number of pickets to twelve at each entrance to the plant and established "dangerous strike zones" which were to be completely controlled by sheriff's deputies, city police and national guardsmen. Troops were stationed at every entrance to permit workers to return to work if they wished. The preparations were well worth the effort for the plants opened without any violence. 

Again the peace was short-lived. By the end of July, some sixty people were injured and over a hundred cars were damaged in fighting between strikers and non-strikers. The violence broke out at night and escalated almost immediately. Tear gas bombs were flying, shots rang out, strikers were being run down by cars and hand-to-hand combat was erupting everywhere. Dozens were injured and at least one man was killed. 

Ness's police force finally brought the unruly crowds under control and provided some protection for the union hall that had been damaged the night before. In an attempt to prevent another occurrence, Ness put out an order that established picket zones and forbid pickets from coming within 500 yards of the Corrigan-McKinney mill of Republic Steel. With the worst of the labor riots over, Ness was able to return to his investigation of labor racketeering that he had begun in the spring of 1937. The Cleveland Plain Dealer summarized the problem of a city trying to recover from the Depression: "Capital has been driven out of Cleveland because those who wished to spend it here came to believe that racketeering spokesmen for the unions must either be bought off or fought openly with slight chance of victory. 

Building projects partly completed have been held up by lawless demand of union representatives, by threats to 'pull' the job, by fake jurisdictional claims, etc. Those who furnish the capital are grossly penalized." 

In an election year, the actions of Mayor Burton and Eliot Ness during the labor riots and Ness's probe into labor racketeering had a significant impact. Many of the voters in blue collar Cleveland firmly believed that the Republican city government was staunchly antiunion. In spite of this misperception on the part of the public, Harold Burton was voted back into office with a slim margin of approximately 20,000 votes. 

Immediately after Burton's reelection, Ness prepared to take his evidence of his four month investigation into labor racketeering to the grand jury. His preparations were interrupted when his mother, Mrs. Emma Ness, died of a heart attack at the age of 73. Eliot and his wife left the following day for Chicago to attend the funeral. Ness's case to the grand jury focused upon two very brazen and feared labor racketeers: Don A. Campbell, president of the Painters' District Council and Glaziers' Union, and John E. McGee, head of the Window Washers' Union and the Laborers' District Council. Some sixty witnesses, twenty of who were from outside the city, were prepared to testify that Campbell and McGee extorted money from them. 

Up until then, businessmen complained of the terrorism, but steadfastly refused to testify for fear of the repercussions. Once Cleveland businessmen saw the protection that Ness provided to witnesses, many more came forward with testimony. Within a few days, Ness reported that scores of any businessmen from all parts of the country were waiting to testify against the reign of terror from the two labor racketeers. 

Ness's evidence showed that the two men prevented companies from operating in the certain building trades, permitting only companies favored by Campbell and McGee. The two of them, along with their cohorts, also stopped the completion of existing work until they received the cash they demanded. Essentially, builders had to pay off Campbell and McGee for every building project in the city. An army of enforcers made sure that if payments were not made, the building was vandalized until the two men got what they asked. 

Witnesses came not only from the business community, but from union members as well. The activities of the two labor racketeers had thrown hundreds of union members out of work for long periods of time and prevented many businesses from coming to the city. Ness learned that "many businesses had boycotted Cleveland because they refused to deal with racketeers or because the racketeers' demands were so high as to make any profit impossible. " This boycott was slowing Cleveland's economic recovery. 

Ness was pleasantly surprised by the outpouring of help from angry union members who prevented them from taking advantage of the return of prosperity. The rank-and-file resented the conditions the racketeers used to control their unions. They told Ness that "when they came to vote in union elections they found two ballot boxes, one for the racket leader and one for the opponent, and the racket leader stood by observing which ballot box was used by each voter." 1937 closed with another victory for Eliot Ness. On December 20, Campbell and McGee and two other racketeers were indicted by the grand jury. But Ness did not let this victory go to his head since he realized that the fight was far from over. Organized labor had raised a large sum of money for the defense of the racketeers and denounced Ness as orchestrating an attack on the entire labor movement. Dozens of labor leaders were forced to testify that the racketeers were men of good character. 

Despite the smoke screen that was mounted to protect Campbell and McGee that included the attempted bribery of jurors, in early March of 1938 the jury found them guilty. With bail denied, they were sentenced to the penitentiary for up to five years. 

The success of the fight against the "bad apples" in the labor movement was a major publicity coup for Ness. The local newspapers looked at him as a messiah. And for once, he received that national recognition that had eluded him during the Capone era. The only downside was the anti-labor image that haunted him through the rest of his career.

While Ness was riding high on the coattails of his victory against the labor racketeers, Detectives Peter Merylo and Martin Zalewski continued their tireless and frustrating search for The Mad Butcher. Many months had passed since the body of the ninth victim had been found and the trail was clearly cold. Nonetheless, the two men continued to interrogate hundreds of suspects. 

Once they exhausted the leads generated by the ninth victim, the two detectives decided to concentrate more closely on the only two victims who had been identified -Edward Andrassy and Florence Polillo. Both of these homicides had not been investigated as thoroughly as Merylo would have liked, but then in 1935 and early 1936, nobody had understood that there was a serial killer at work

The two detectives retraced all of the leads and suspects from the earlier murders, but ended up with nothing but a few photos of Edward Andrassy and an ocean of sordid stories about the lives of Andrassy and Polillo. 

In mid-March of 1938, something happened that would have a quiet, but lasting impact on the case. In Sandusky, a couple hours' drive west of Cleveland, a dog found the severed leg of a man. Police began an immediate search of the swampy area where the leg was found. Lieutenant David Cowles of the Cleveland Police Department went personally to Sandusky to see if there was any connection between this leg and The Mad Butcher

	Cowles, the brilliant self-educated forensic expert, remembered that one of the Cleveland surgeons who closely fit the profile of The Mad Butcher was eliminated as a suspect because he was always at a veteran's hospital in Sandusky when the Cleveland murders occurred. On a hunch, Cowles visited the Sandusky Soldiers and Sailors Home and started talking to people there. 
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DR. FRANK E. SWEENEY

Cowles ascertained that Dr. Frank Sweeney had voluntarily admitted himself several times to the veteran's hospital to treat his alcoholism. Some of these visits overlapped the times when The Mad Butcher was at work in Cleveland. At first sight, it seemed as though his hospitalizations provided a perfect alibi for Dr. Sweeney. 

	Cowles, however, was a persistent man. He wanted to know how closely patients were watched. The answer was that a surgeon, who voluntarily sought help for his drinking problem was not really "watched" at all. It was, after all, a hospital, not a prison and security was almost nonexistent for patients. Also, at various times, particularly holidays and weekends, the hospital was crowded with visitors. Ambulatory patients like Dr. Sweeney could pretty well come and go as they pleased. It was not unusual for an individual suffering from alcoholism to succumb to his needs, get his hands on some liquor and disappear for a day or two binge. So, Cowles concluded, it was very possible for Dr. Sweeney to leave the veteran's hospital and travel by car or train into Cleveland, commit the murders and return to the hospital without his short absence being noticed. 

Cowles also found that the Ohio Penitentiary Honor Farm shared some of the facilities with the veteran's hospital. Eventually, Cowles found his way to Alex Archaki, a convicted burglar who was serving out the rest of his sentence on the prison honor farm. Archaki had developed a symbiotic relationship with Dr. Sweeney. Archaki, through his various connections, kept Dr. Sweeney supplied with liquor throughout his visits to Sandusky, while Dr. Sweeney reciprocated by writing prescriptions for barbiturates and other sought after drugs. Archaki had something even more interesting for Cowles: the former burglar was convinced that Sweeney was The Mad Butcher. 

Archaki had first met Sweeney a couple of years earlier at a bar in downtown Cleveland. Archaki was alone was he was approached by Sweeney, who he described as a well-dressed, good-looking extrovert. Sweeney bought him drinks and asked a lot of personal questions. Where was Archaki from? Did he have any family in the city? Was he married? At the time, Archaki thought the questions were unusual. Later on, in retrospect, Archaki wondered if Sweeney was qualifying him as a potential victim. After all, it seemed a deliberate act on the part of The Mad Butcher to make sure that most of his later victims were unidentified, probably men and women from out of town and with no close friends or relatives in the area. 

As Cowles probed, Archaki told him that he noticed that Sweeney's unexplained absences from the hospital coincided with the estimated times of death for several victims. Archaki was positive. Whenever Sweeney was missing for a day or so, a fresh body in Cleveland would turn up shortly after his return to the hospital in Sandusky. 

In late March, shortly after Cowles' visit to the hospital, the police in Sandusky determined that the severed leg found by the dog was the result of legitimate surgery and not the work of The Mad Butcher. Cowles was energized by the trip. For the first time, he felt he had a really strong suspect. 
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CONGRESSMAN MARTIN L. SWEENEY 

When he got back to Cleveland, he arranged for a very discreet investigation of Dr. Sweeney. While the doctor came from a very poor family, he was first cousin to Congressman Martin L. Sweeney, a very colorful and controversial political powerhouse in the local Democratic Party. Always an outspoken critic of the Mayor Burton's Republican administration, Congressman Martin L. Sweeney frequently took aim in the press at Eliot Ness, a man he characterized as being obsessed with terrorizing cops who took small bribes during Prohibition while ignoring the insane killer who walked the streets of Cleveland. 

	Dr. Francis Edward Sweeney, a veteran with a head injury from World War I, had bootstrapped his way into pharmacy school in Cleveland and medical school in St. Louis. In the early 1930's, Sweeney had been a surgical resident at St. Alexis hospital in the Kingsbury Run area. Sweeney's budding expertise as a surgeon allowed him to become a protégé of the highly respected teaching physician, Dr. Carl Hamann. Sweeney seemed to have a very promising career ahead of him. He had a beautiful dark-haired Slavic beauty for a wife and two young sons. The many years of hardship and deprivation were becoming distant memories him and his young family. 

Overwork and a hereditary tendency towards alcoholism and psychosis began taking an obvious toll on his health. He was admitted to City Hospital for alcoholism, but the treatment was unsuccessful. The drinking worsened and his marriage and career began to disintegrate. He was violent and abusive at home and the hospital severed its relationship with him. Eventually, his wife filed for divorce in 1936, seeking custody of the children and a restraining order against him. 

According to his wife, Dr. Sweeney had begun to drink continuously two years after their marriage in July of 1927 and remained in a state of habitual drunkenness until their separation in September of 1934. Cowles took particular note of timing of Sweeney's deterioration which seemed to reach a climax just about the time that the Lady of the Lake, the probable first victim in the murder series, washed up on the shores of Lake Erie on September 5, 1934. 

Other facts made Sweeney a compelling suspect as far as Cowles was concerned. Dr. Sweeney was born, raised and spent most of his life in the Kingsbury Run area. He knew that savage ravine intimately from his boyhood explorations. Dr. Sweeney was a large and strong man, certainly powerful enough to carry Edward Andrassy and his unidentified companion down the steep, rugged embankment of Jackass Hill in Kingsbury Run. Clearly Dr. Sweeney had the medical knowledge to perform so many expert decapitations and dismemberments. Finally, Dr. Sweeney's alleged bisexuality could possibly explain why The Mad Butcher chose men and women victims, whereas most sex crimes were directed at one sex or the other. 

Just as Cowles was completing his investigation of Dr. Sweeney, the news broke that a woman's leg had been fished out of the Cuyahoga River on April 8, 1938. Cowles, Ness and the entire police department wished that this small fragment of bone and tissue did not represent a new victim. Perhaps it was the result of a boating accident, hospital refuse like in Sandusky, or even the remnants of an earlier victim. 

Their hopes were dashed when Coroner Gerber announced that the woman's shin was just a few days old. A nasty dispute erupted between Ness and the coroner. Ness was annoyed that Gerber seemed to be building himself a national reputation on the publicity he was generating over these decapitation murders. Gerber had inspired even more publicity than Ness on this subject and the public hung on every word as gospel. 

Ness insisted on an independent evaluation of the time of death. Infuriated, Gerber refused. Gerber answered only to the taxpayers who elected him and not to the Cleveland Police Department which had failed to find the killer. 

A month later, Gerber was proven right. Two burlap bags containing a woman's nude bisected torso; thighs and foot were hauled out of the Cuyahoga River. Her head and arms were never found. 

Gerber estimated the dead woman was between 25 and 30 years old, approximately 5 feet 3 inches tall, and about 120 pounds. Her hair was light brown. Very little could be told about this unknown woman except that she was flat chested, she had once had a cesarean birth, had sustained a bilateral laceration of the cervix from an additional birth or an abortion and had her appendix removed. The autopsy showed no presence of hypnotic or narcotic drugs in the tissues. The cause of death was probably by decapitation. 

Once again, a squad of detectives went into action. Not unexpectedly, this woman, like almost all of the victims, was ever identified. Preventing identification was obviously important to the killer. Usually the heads and hands, the most obvious means of identification, were missing from the rest of the bodies. Police theorized that heads and hands were either buried somewhere or had been dumped into Lake Erie and weighted down with rocks. 

The burlap bags that held the body yielded no worthwhile results. After awhile, as in the previous murders, the detectives were all eventually reassigned to other cases, leaving Detective Merylo to continue the search. 

Unfortunately in the 1930's the phenomenon of serial killers was very poorly understood. Not realizing that serial killers usually chose strangers as their victims, the police used a traditional approach to solving homicides. Looking for motives and opportunity among the victim's acquaintances solved many homicides, but rarely worked with serial killers. Neither Ness nor Gerber realized that the organized and highly intelligent serial killer was almost impossible to catch with the forensic knowledge and technology available in those times. 

Cowles held out a glimmer of hope with his new suspect, Dr. Sweeney. Cowles was by nature a cautious man and he fully understood that any investigation of a congressman's physician cousin must to be exceptionally discreet. The last thing his boss needed was the flamboyant orator Martin L. Sweeney finding out that the police suspected his relative of being The Mad Butcher. It would look to everybody as though Ness was exacting political vengeance for Congressman Sweeney's attacks on the Burton administration. Ness already felt plenty of heat from the mayor for not solving these serious crimes. No additional political liabilities would be tolerated. 

Surveillance of Dr. Sweeney required someone smart and trustworthy, who could be counted on to keep his mouth shut about who he was following and why. Thomas Whelan, a promising young rookie copy, was one of the men chosen to follow the doctor wherever he went. 

The young rookie was no match for the brilliant Dr. Sweeney. One day, the doctor was shopping in a large department store while Whelan watched from a distance. He followed Sweeney down the length of the store until he made an abrupt right turn near the elevators and disappeared from Whelan's sight. When Whelan turned right, Dr. Sweeney was waiting for him. 

Shocked and embarrassed, Whelan said nothing and started to walk away. But Dr. Sweeney smiled, introduced himself and asked Whelan his name. "If we're going to be together so often, we might as well be acquainted." 

Whelan, completely nonplussed, told him his name and continued to follow Sweeney at a suitable distance. It really did not matter whether Sweeney knew he was being followed as long as he could be kept under surveillance. Unfortunately, Sweeney was able to slip away from Whelan and one of the other policemen assigned to follow him. 

Whelan came to appreciate Sweeney's perverse sense of humor when he followed to doctor to an all black bar. Whelan took a seat at the far end of the bar from Sweeney. The crowd, unused to two white strangers, stared suspiciously at Whelan and Sweeney. All evening long, Sweeney sent down bottles of beer to Whelan at the other end of the bar. 

While Whelan and his colleagues did their best to keep Dr. Sweeney under surveillance, the police searched every inch of his office and rooms. The police even monitored his mail. 

Despite the growing public pressure to capture The Mad Butcher, Ness refused to personally engage himself in the case. Instead, he continued with the programs that he had initiated years before: modernizing the police and fire departments, cleaning up crime and generally making Cleveland a much safer place to live. 

With his characteristic energy and enthusiasm, Ness took a multipronged approach to reducing the growing problem of juvenile crime. He was instrumental in raising public and private funds for recreational facilities to encourage boys to spend their energies in creative pursuits. "Keep them off the streets and keep them busy," was his fund raising theme. It was sound advice when one considers the loss and cost to society of a boy who turns to criminal behavior. 

In keeping with his efforts to cut juvenile crime, Ness was a major supporter of the Boy Scout movement and strongly encouraged his officers to take an active part in promoting Boy Scout troops around the city. He sent his police and fire department officers out into the community to speak to children and teenagers in their schools about the importance of safety and law biding behavior. 

Just when the public uproar around the April, 1938, victim had subsided, a dismembered body was accidentally found at a dump at the end of East Ninth Street. Men combing the dump for bits of scrap metal came across the body of a woman wrapped in rags, brown paper and cardboard. Uncharacteristically, the head and hands were found with the rest of the body. 

As police were combing the area for more forensic evidence, a bystander found more bones nearby and called over the police. Detective Sergeant James Hogan picked up a large tin can nearby to carry the bones. As he looked down into the large can, a skull gaped back at him from inside! 

Immediately the police started to search the area in the remaining daylight. The skeletal remains of a man were scattered around; some of which had been wrapped in brown paper. 

Gerber estimated that the woman had been a Caucasian between 30 and 40 years old, about 5 feet 4 inches tall, and weighing approximately 120-125 pounds. While much of her viscera had decomposed, the skin on her back seemed well preserved. She was dismembered by large, sharp knife. Gerber guessed that she had died sometime between mid-February and mid-April, possibly before Victim Ten in early April. Gerber thought that her remains had only been at the dump for a few weeks. The cause of death was undetermined, but was considered a probable homicide.

Police were initially excited when they were able to lift a fingerprint of her left thumb, but the hope faded when they were unable to find a match in their files. 

The skull and the bones found a couple of hundred feet away from the woman's remains were those of a white man between 30 and 40 years of age. He was estimated to have been between 5 feet 6 inches and 5 feet 8 inches tall, weighing approximately 135 to 150 pounds. His hair was long, coarse and dark brown in color. He also was dismembered with a long, sharp knife. Again, the cause of death was undetermined, but considered a probable homicide. 

If these two individuals were in fact Victims Eleven and Twelve of the Mad Butcher, then he had changed his operating style. Leaving heads and hands was uncharacteristic of the victims found since 1936. Also, the dump was a place that the serial killer had not used before. When Kingsbury Run became overrun with police and railroad detectives, The Mad Butcher used the Cuyahoga River as his next favorite cemetery. Also, these two bodies were really found by accident. The Butcher, for the most part, made sure that his victims were found either out in the open in Kingsbury Run or floating in the Cuyahoga River. Ness and Cowles had doubts about whether these two bodies were even homicides, let alone the victims of The Mad Butcher. 

Mutilation of a corpse, whether as a prank or by a necrophiliac, is not a particularly unusual occurrence. It is not even considered a particularly serious crime in Ohio. These bodies presented enough deviations from the Butcher's standard operating mode to bring into question whether they were really homicides at all. On an anonymous tip, the police department investigated a man who operated an embalming college, but charges were never brought and the man quickly moved his business out of town. 

Regardless of whether the two new bodies were the work of The Mad Butcher or not, the people of Cleveland believed they were. The public and political pressure of these unsolved murders erupted in a torrent of criticism of Ness and the police department. The newspapers demanded an end to ghoulish crimes that had tarnished the city's reputation just as it was slowly recovering from the Depression. 

Ness was desperate. He needed to show results quickly and visibly. He conferred with his boss Mayor Burton and key members of his police department. He then made a mistake in judgement that would haunt him for almost a decade. 

The night of August 18, 1938, two days after the bodies were found at the dump, Ness led a huge midnight raid on the city's shantytowns, the villages of dilapidated shacks that had grown up since the Depression. Ness and his men started behind Public Square and then moved deeper into the Flats area near the Cuyahoga River and finally over to Kingsbury Run. 
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ELIOT NESS INTERROGATES SHANTY TOWN HOBOES, AUGUST, 1938
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THE BURNING OF SHANTYTOWN, AUGUST 1938



	With sirens screaming, Ness and his men stormed the hobo jungles, chasing down and capturing the terrified vagrants. Most were taken down to the police station, fingerprinted and sent off to the workhouse, while police combed the rubble for any signs of The Mad Butcher. Finally, the police torched the shanties so that the men could not go back to their hovels. 

A couple of days later, Ness was reading the newspaper at his desk when Lt. Cowles came into the office. Cowles could see that Ness was visibly upset by what he was reading. 

"I just don't get it," Ness said, folding up the paper and throwing it into the trash. "Everybody wants some action. We give them plenty of action and all they do is complain." "'Misguided Zeal,' huh," he referred to the Cleveland Press editorial that barbecued him for rousting the bums out of their hovels and burning down their shanties. 

"I don't think they understood what you were really trying to accomplish," Cowles suggested softly. 

"And how many reporters did we have tagging along behind us? Eight? Ten? I talked to most of them personally and explained what I was doing. Don't they ever talk to their editors?" 

Cowles shrugged. He had been around long enough to see how two-faced the press could be. 

Ness walked over to the window. "Well at least we cleaned up the city's major eyesores, whether they appreciate it or not. Plus we eliminated a whole pool of future victims. That has to be worth something." 

Cowles nodded, still wondering why the boss had sent for him. 

Ness got right to the point. "Where do we stand with Dr. Sweeney? Have we got enough to book him yet?" 

Cowles sighed almost inaudibly. "Sweeney's a clever one, pickled or not. We've searched his office, kept him under the best surveillance we could and we still don't have one damn piece of evidence." 

Ness looked puzzled. "Explain something to me. Gerber says the bodies were at the dump only a few weeks at the most. If that's true, then how could Sweeney get the bodies to the dump when you had him under surveillance? And where the hell was he keeping those bodies anyway?" 

Cowles looked sheepish. "I said we had him under surveillance as best we could. He's given our guys the slip a couple of times. We dealing with a real creative guy here. As to where he might have kept the bodies, I don't know. We searched his room, his office and even his sisters' homes, but didn't find anything." Cowles was glad that Ness was at least finally paying some attention to the case. If he didn't, it would be his downfall. The word was already out on how angry the mayor was that this case wasn't solved. Ness seemed to have been focused on everything else -traffic safety, juvenile crime, everything but the most horrible crimes the city had ever witnessed. Cowles couldn't understand why Ness didn't get more personally involved. Maybe now that the newspapers turned on him things would change. 

Ness sat back in his chair and put his feet on the desk. "Sit down, please," he told Cowles. "Does this Sweeney guy still come in to see you every few weeks?" 

"Yes. Since he can't get to you, he comes to me. I always listen, hoping he'll say something I can use." 

"What do you talk about with this nut?"

Cowles smiled slightly as he thought about his bizarre conversations he'd had with Sweeney. "Well, he always drunk. He usually asks me how the investigation is coming. Sometimes he has something cut out of the newspapers and wants me to put it in his "dossier" as he calls it. One time he even drew me a picture of the morgue with a sign on the door saying "No More Bodies." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Ness asked.

"Who knows with that guy. Maybe he's through killing now that we're on to him. Keep in mind that those two on the dump may both have died before Number Ten in April of this year." 

"What do you think, Cowles, is he the guy or not?"

Cowles was silent for more than a minute. "I don't honestly know, but I think he is. That ruse with the hospital in Sandusky. His need to engage us in the sick little game he's playing. Sweeney is frighteningly clever just like the killer." 

"Let's bring him in. He's the only decent suspect we have. Time to put some pressure on him. But don't pick him up until you hear from me first. I have some arrangements to make first. I'll call you later today." 

Finally, Cowles thought. We should have done this months ago. "Don't forget about Martin L.," he reminded. "We don't want to trip that wire." 

Late morning on Friday, August 20, Eliot Ness took the elevator up to the suite he had quietly secured through his many connections at the Hotel Cleveland. He was met at the door by a rookie cop. He looked over the luxurious parlor that was empty except for the rookie. Quite a place, he thought to himself as he stripped off his suit coat and folded it on the arm of the expensive sofa. 

"Where is every body?" he asked the rookie.
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DR. ROYAL GROSSMAN 



	"Over here, sir, the young man replied, showing him over to a closed door. Ness opened the door to a large bedroom as Dr. Royal Grossman, the court psychiatrist, was giving an injection to a large, disheveled man lying on the bed. The room smelled awful, a sickening mixture of booze and body odor, intensified by the August heat. Grossman looked up at Ness, put his finger to his lips, and motioned to Ness to leave quietly.

A few minutes later, Dr. Grossman walked into the parlor, carefully closing the bedroom door behind him. He pulled one of the plush armchairs close to where Ness was seated on the couch. 

Ness saw how tired the court psychiatrist looked. "How long have you been here?" 

Grossman sighed. "Since about five this morning when Cowles finally convinced Sweeney to come in. 

Ness smiled. "Yeah, Cowles was up with the guy most of the night, watching him down almost a full fifth of whiskey." 

"I'm sure he did because Sweeney was out cold by the time I got here." Grossman pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket and mopped the sweat off his face. "I've been watching him very carefully and giving him some medications so he doesn't get the DTs too badly." 

"When can we start interrogating him?" Ness wanted to know.

"Three full days at least, considering the shape he's in now."
"Three days!" Ness didn't hide his disappointment. "Why so long?" 

"It's going to take that long before you get all of the booze out of him. Believe me, he's going to be going through a living hell, climbing the walls for a drink. If you hope to have him stay here voluntarily then you can't make it any harder on him than it's going to be." 

"Damn. I'll have to call Keeler and see if he can come in a few days. I just hope he can do it then." 

"Keeler?" Grossman didn't recognize the name right away.

"Leonard Keeler from Chicago," Ness reminded him. "The polygraph expert. He's coming here with one of his machines to tell us what's what with the good Dr. Sweeney." 

Grossman looked puzzled. "What about the city of East Cleveland. Won't they let you use theirs?' The doctor referred to the only lie detector equipment in the Cleveland area. 

Ness shifted the toothpick to the other side of his mouth. "Never asked them. They couldn't keep the secret. Not only that, I want Keeler himself operating the machine. "Ness stood up and reached for his suit coat. 

"Before you go, Eliot, what do I tell this joker when he wants to get out of here and get some booze? Cowles tells me that he's technically not under arrest. What's to keep him from walking out the door when his body starts screaming for whiskey? That's going to happen sometime today, I guarantee you." 

Ness did not look the least bit concerned. "Cowles told him that he had two choices. He could come in here and cooperate with us in a discreet interrogation or we could haul him down to the station with all the reporters hanging around. We asked him how his sisters and kids would feel about that." Ness smiled. "He made the right decision." 

I've pretty well cleared my calendar for the next few days except for one or two things I' can't get out of. I'll be here as much as I can to keep an eye on him. Remind Cowles that I need that information about Sweeney's father mental history and the details of his Sweeney's head injury during the war. Fortunately, I didn't have any big plans for the weekend. 

Monday morning, August 23, everyone was assembled in the hotel suite: Eliot Ness, Dr. Royal Grossman, Lt. David Cowles, and Dr. Leonard Keeler who had come in from Chicago over the weekend. The rookie cop who had spent his entire weekend with Dr. Sweeney was given the rest of the week off. 

Dr. Francis E. Sweeney was dressed smartly in a freshly pressed suit, a crisp white shirt and a tasteful tie, complements of the hotel cleaning service. The tall, powerfully built man in his mid forties seemed rested and calm. The dark frames of his glasses gave a scholarly look to his attractive Irish features. Frank Sweeney looked very much the part of the confidant, successful surgeon he might have one day become. 

He introduced himself cordially to the serious looking men who had come to interrogate him. While Keeler excused himself to the second bedroom to set up the polygraph equipment, Ness, Grossman and Cowles sat with Dr. Sweeney in the comfortable parlor. 

For the next two hours, Cowles and Grossman did most of the questioning. Ness listened closely. Sweeney was clearly playing with them, cracking jokes, and answering their questions vaguely. Ness could see that they were getting nowhere and went into the bedroom to check on Keeler. 

Keeler was ready for Sweeney, so the doctor was escorted into the bedroom where he was fitted with the polygraph sensors. Only Ness stayed with Dr. Keeler as the polygraph was administered. 

Cowles had prepared Keeler with a list of questions to which Keeler added his own. Ness had already been briefed on the workings of the polygraph and knew what to look for as the test was being given. 

Keeler's questions began innocuously." Was his name Dr. Francis Edward Sweeney? Was he born in Ohio? Did he have two sons, Francis and James?" The machine registered the truthfulness of Sweeney's answers. 

The questions quickly became more specific. "Had he ever met Edward Andrassy? Did he kill Edward Andrassy? Had he ever met Florence Polillo? Did he kill Florence Polillo?" Ness watched closely as the polygraph recorded its response to Sweeney's denials. 

When he was finished, Dr. Keeler thanked Sweeney and asked him to stay where he was for a few minutes. Keeler and Ness left the room, closing the door behind them and went into the parlor where Grossman and Cowles were waiting. 

"Looks like he's your guy," Keeler said confidently.

Ness agreed. "What do you think?" he asked Grossman.

"I believe we have a classic psychopath here with the likelihood of some schizophrenia. His father spent the last three years of his life locked up, a violent schizoid personality aggravated by chronic alcoholism. 

Ness had difficulty reconciling the smooth-talking, highly intelligent surgeon with the homicidal maniac that he had come to know as the "Mad Butcher." "It seems incredible to me that someone with his brains and education could be the monster we're looking for. Let me go in and talk to him for a half-hour or so. Afterwards, I'd like Leonard to retest him just to make sure. 

Ness went into the bedroom, closed the door and sat on the bed opposite the doctor. 

"Well?" Sweeney asked. "Are you satisfied now?" A huge grin spread across his face. He stood up and looked out of the window. 

"Yes," Ness said thoughtfully. "I think you're the killer." 

Sitting on the bed, Ness became even more aware of the man's hulking size. Sweeney's bulk covered most of the window. He whirled around toward Ness. The smile had become a menacing sneer. "You think?" He advanced towards Ness, who steeled himself for an attack. He leaned down and put his face a few inches from Ness. "Then prove it!" he hissed. 

Shaken, Ness got up from the bed and opened the door. "Cowles," he called. No one answered. "Grossman?" he called louder. Still no one answered. His words seemed to echo in the empty parlor. He was alone with this madman. 

Sweeney smiled knowingly. "Looks like they all went to lunch."

Ness went to the phone quickly, tracked down his colleagues in the coffee shop, and suggested that Cowles get back to the suite immediately. Years later, Ness would confess to his wife that never in all of his dangerous career had he ever felt as threatened as he did when he was alone with Frank Sweeney. 

That afternoon, Dr. Keeler retested Sweeney several times, always with the same result. The men were left with the conclusion that Sweeney was the killer, but they only had circumstantial evidence. Ness was certain that he could never get a conviction with what they had on Sweeney. 

What exactly happened next is shrouded in mystery to this day. The only thing that is clear is that Dr. Sweeney admitted himself to the Sandusky veteran's hospital two days after the interrogation. From August 25, 1938 until his death in 1965, Sweeney went from one hospital to another, both state mental hospitals and veterans hospitals, in various parts of the country. He was not a prisoner and could leave the hospital voluntarily for days and months at a time. However, at least in the Sandusky hospital, there was a note attached to his records insisting that if the doctor ever left the hospital grounds that the hospital was to immediately notify the police in Sandusky and Cleveland. In October of 1955, Dr. Sweeney was committed to the Dayton veteran's hospital for the remaining decade of his life. Still, he was free to wander around the neighborhood, writing prescriptions for himself and his friends, until the hospital campaigned with the local pharmacists to cut off his drug supply. 

What is unknown is why Dr. Sweeney admitted himself to the hospital and why he voluntarily stayed institutionalized for the most of the rest of his life. Did Congressman Martin L. Sweeney get involved and work out some kind of deal with Ness? Did Sweeney's sisters urge him to get help and spare him and them the humiliation of an eventual arrest and trial? Did Sweeney feel that the police were too close and put an end to his killing spree? Or was this man, who Eliot Ness firmly believed to be the Mad Butcher, really an innocent nut who got his kicks from playing with the police? 

The serial killings officially stopped in 1938. The last victim killed was in April even though victim's remains were found in mid-August of that year. Detective Merylo ran around the country every time a dismembered body was found somewhere. Despite his enthusiasm to tie in many later murders to the Mad Butcher, the forensic evidence of other murders never indicated that the Mad Butcher killed outside Cleveland. 


Things started to change rather dramatically for Eliot Ness in 1938 and 1939. His personal life was completely transformed, while his career for the first time had real ups and downs. 

After years of sitting at home alone while Eliot was out working, his wife Edna finally realized that she was less important than his career and filed for divorce. Afterwards, she went back to live in Chicago. 

Ness, who already had a reputation for partying, was seen more and more at stylish restaurants during the day and much of the evening. The conservative, primarily blue-collar population of Cleveland reacted negatively to his divorce. His approval ratings took a further nosedive when stories of his drinking and womanizing surfaced. His reputation, already damaged by his apparent failure to solve the Kingsbury Run murders and his insensitive attack on the shantytowns, was really suffering. 

Ness was able to recoup some of his glory by doing the thing that he did best -catching gangsters. He declared war on the Mayfield Road Mob, the Italian gangsters who ran the city's numbers, drug and prostitution operations. 

While none of these gangsters had the stature of an Al Capone, as a group and individually they were a dangerous bunch of criminals. Big Angelo Lonardo, Little Angelo Scirrca, Moe Dalitz, John and George Angersola, and Charles Pollizi were the primary targets, representing most of the city's gang activity. 

In October of 1938, Ness and his trusted Minute Men began their assault on the Mayfield Road Mob by raiding a huge numbers operation. Over the next few months, Ness continued his raids and sting operations, finally culminating in an indictment of 23 of the gangsters. 

Less flamboyant than his gangland assaults was his impressive program to curb the escalating problem of traffic-related deaths for which Cleveland was ranked second worst in the nation. First of all, he needed to upgrade the image of the traffic bureau. For a long time, the traffic bureau was the graveyard of misfits and incompetents. Routinely, traffic tickets were fixed and fines were often ignored. 

With some sweeping personnel changes, Ness signaled the end of the traffic division as a punishment for poor performance. He replaced the incompetents with high caliber officers. Along with the personnel changes, the practice of fixing tickets was sharply curbed and drivers who ignored their court dates went to jail. 

Ness initiated a major campaign to promote traffic safety. He created the Accident Prevention Bureau and staffed it with young, enthusiastic officers. He persuaded the city's media to help him carry on a major publicity campaign to educate the population about safe driving. 

The Cleveland Police Emergency Mobile Patrol was formed to give emergency paramedic aid to accident victims. This was the beginning of the emergency vehicles 

	Ness ordered sweeping changes in the ancient equipment the police department had been using. At the end of 1938, he showed off a fleet of thirty-two new squad cars and thirty new Harley-Davidson motorcycles. These new police vehicles carried two-way radios controlled from Central Station. Now the citizens did not have to call an individual police station, but could call one number for either the police or the emergency patrol. Ness also promoted the use of teletypes to keep in touch with other city police forces around the country. 

	With the national publicity that Ness was getting from these many pioneering and reform efforts, his flagging reputation got a real boost. Much of the publicizing he did himself, writing articles for major magazines and enduring countless speaking engagements. 

By the end of 1938, his hard work was showing significant results. In November of 1939, he wrote an article for The American City called "Radio-Directed Mobile Police" in which Ness explained that his programs reduced traffic fatalities 47 % and non-fatal accidents 32% in 1938. And in the first nine months of 1939, fatalities had decreased another 20% and non-fatal accidents decreased another 14 %. "This important achievement is the result of a planned police program of safety education and the active cooperation of motorists, pedestrians and various civic groups." Insurance rates went down and revenue from traffic tickets increased dramatically. 

Ness had an opportunity to focus on these new safety programs without having to worry about another serial killing. But even though the Mad Butcher had ended his reign of terror by mid 1938, the search did not end. Sheriff Martin L. O'Donnell, the man who succeeded "Honest" John Sulzman, had decided to take his turn at solving the case. He hired a private detective to investigate the murders. 
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Frank Dolezal (left) with Michael Kilbane (middle) and Sheriff Martin L. O'Donnell (right)

The private detective focused on a middle-aged alcoholic named Frank Dolezal who frequented the same bars as Flo Polillo. Dolezal was arrested and confessed to the murder of Flo Polillo. However, the case against him quickly unraveled as he kept changing his story every time a discrepancy was pointed out to him. After it was clear that there was something wrong with this man, who had tried to commit suicide in jail, his family got him a lawyer. Shortly afterwards, he retracted his confession and claimed that he was beaten into confessing. 

	In August of 1939, Dolezal was found hanging in his cell. The family, dismayed to hear that their five-foot-eight relative was found hanging from a hook that was only five feet seven inches from the floor, insisted on an autopsy. Dolezal's body showed that he had suffered several fractured ribs during his stay in the county jail. The newspapers hammered the sheriff, but no charges were ever brought against his people. Once the case against him was thoroughly examined, Dolezal was not seriously considered a suspect in the killing of Flo Polillo or any of the other murders in that series. 

Eliot Ness seemed to be getting bored with his role of safety director. In many ways, he had accomplished so much that there were few major challenges left in that job. He began to socialize more and work fewer hours. 

While Ness had many girlfriends, most of his attention was focused on an artist named Evaline McAndrew who was more than decade younger than he was. Evaline was a tall, slender, pretty woman with dark hair and a large friendly smile. The Stouffers and other prominent businessmen that Ness had cultivated while investigating the labor racketeers regularly included Ness and Evaline at their many lavish parties. This kind of nightlife became increasingly important to the two of them. 

In October of 1939, Ness took a little vacation time and married Evaline. Like Ness, she was born and raised in Chicago. She was a graduate of the Chicago Art Institute and also attended the University of Michigan. Ness claimed that he and his wife had known each other for several years, the bride being a friend of Ness's family in Chicago, where three of his sisters lived. 

She fully intended to keep her job as a fashion artist at a major Cleveland department store as well as be a homemaker for the safety director. "I'm lucky in my profession," she told The Cleveland Press, "because it's the sort of work that doesn't interfere with being a housewife too." She also designs furniture and illustrates children's books. They had an apartment on the city's West Side and had some vague plans for a honeymoon. 

His life with Evaline started out more balanced than with Edna. Evaline worked hard during the day and socialized with Eliot and his prominent friends into the night. Despite his late nights, Ness was always early to the office after his early morning exercise. 

Philip W. Porter in his book Cleveland: Confused City on a Seesaw sums up this period in Ness's life: "Eliot was a gay, convivial soul, who liked nothing better than to sit around till all hours, drinking with friends, or dancing. It seemed to unwind him to visit night clubs and hotel dance spots. He was not a heavy drinker, but he could keep at it for long periods without giving the appearance of being swacked. During his latter days as director, after he had finished his cleanups of the crooked police and racketeering unionists, he was seen more and more at public drinkeries, usually with newsmen. This made him vulnerable to backbiting by his enemies. They spread the word that Ness was a lush; so how could a man who was on the sauce all the time be so all-fired virtuous?" 

Ness started 1940 with the January 1 publication of his program to revamp the fire department. He had already requested WPA funds with which he planned to have every firehouse in the city torn down and rebuilt. He also requested a special fund out of the operating levy legislation to replace the most decrepit equipment. He announced the opening that year of a fire training school to provide rookie firemen with training on the most advanced techniques. 

In the summer of that year, his good friend and assistant safety director Robert Chamberlin was called to the Ohio National Guard. Tom Clothey, one of Ness' Cleveland Untouchables, was Chamberlin's replacement. A few months later, Mayor Burton ran for and won election to the U.S. Senate, replacing himself with his lackluster law director, Edward J. Blythin. 

These changes affected Ness and his interest in his job. Steven Nickel in his book Torso describes the changes: "The final two years that Eliot Ness served as safety director were relatively quiet and, for some, disappointing. Ness was by no means idle, but it was obvious that he no longer possessed the zest and urgency with which he had formerly approached his work It was also apparent that since marrying Evaline, Ness was spending less time on the job; the couple had become part of Cleveland society, hobnobbing with the wealthy, attending numerous social engagements, and entertaining frequently and lavishly at their new Lakewood boat house." 

While most of this socializing was invisible to the average Clevelander, an article appeared in the Cleveland Press in May of 1940 from Julian Griffin a reporter worrying about whatever became of Eliot Ness. Griffin claimed that he had not seen Ness in four weeks and sarcastically recommended filing a missing-persons report. 

1940 had its bright spots, however. The gangster indictments of 1939 were coming to trial with some results. Big Angelo Leonardo got two years in the Ohio Penitentiary, while Little Angelo Scirrca got five years. Moe Dalitz moved his operations to greener pastures in Las Vegas. 

His last major assault on crime was the Albert Ruddy case. Ruddy was the powerful and corrupt head of the carpenters union. With critical information from a former associate of Ruddy, Ness was able to tie Ruddy to the bombing of a laundry and the murder of a rival. The bombing and murder evidence didn't convince the jury, but Ruddy was sentenced to four years for extortion. 

Clearly restless with his job as safety director, Ness started casting around for other opportunities. In a masterstroke of poor judgement, he started to work part-time for the Federal Social Protection Program which was established to fight venereal diseases. Unfortunately, this ill-considered consulting job put him on road to Washington and other cities with increasing frequency, jeopardizing his position as safety director and his relationship with Evaline. 

Foolish career moves dogged Eliot Ness throughout the rest of his tenure as safety director. The Republicans begged him to run for mayor in the November 1941 election. But Ness made no secret of the fact that he disliked politics and politicians so he declined. At various times, Ness was offered good positions in business by the powerful businessmen with whom he socialized, but these offers were also declined. 

Considering Blythin, the unimpressive Republican candidate, the Democrats won easily with Frank J. Lausche. Many wondered if Ness would be reappointed under this new administration since key Lausche supporters were enemies of Ness. However, the unflagging support for Democratic County Prosecutor Frank Cullitan that Ness demonstrated over the years convinced Lausche to keep Ness on. 

The Cleveland Press concurred with Lausche's decision. "Mayor Lausche today reappointed Eliot Ness safety director. It is a safe guess that he will never confront a decision more difficult politically, or one in which he will be subjected to greater pressure from opposing sides. Director Ness was obviously the most valuable asset of the Burton administration in its first two terms. His work in helping to convict eight crooked union official and a like number of corrupt police officers deserves the highest praise." 

Several months later, at 4:45 in the morning of March 5, 1942, after a night of drinking and dancing at a downtown hotel, Eliot was driving with Evaline and two friends. He skidded on the ice into the path of an oncoming car. Ness described his reaction: 

"My first thought was for my wife because I thought she was the most seriously injured. After she regained consciousness, I got out of my car and went over to the other driver and told him who I was." The driver was a 21-year-old machinist named Robert Sims from East Cleveland. 

Ness explained that he agreed with Sims to have him follow Ness to the hospital. When he realized that Sims was not following him, Ness returned to the accident scene, but another motorist had already taken Sims to the hospital. 

"After I got home, I immediately called the hospital and talked to someone. I wanted to make sure the injured man was all right. I said that I would have my insurance adjusters on the job in the morning. 

The accident did serious injury to Ness's reputation. The newspapers had characterized it as a "hit-skip" accident and focused on the fact that Ness had been drinking. It played into the hands of his powerful enemies, particularly the forces of organized labor that enjoyed political support in the Democratic administration of Mayor Lausche. Within a couple of months, Ness resigned as safety director and went to work full time for the federal government. 

Clayton Fritchey, his long time friend at the Cleveland Press wrote this as part of his testimonial. "First of all, Cleveland is a different place than it was when Eliot Ness became the safety director in 1935. Most people will agree that it is a much better place now. For instance: policemen no longer have to tip their hats when they pass a gangster on the street. Labor racketeers no longer parade down Euclid Avenue in limousines bearing placards deriding the public and law enforcement in general. Motorist have been taught and tamed into killing only about half as many people as they used to slaughter." 

Another newspaperman Philip W. Porter lauded Ness's achievements: " We may never again achieve the heights of law enforcement and competence, which have been built up during his six-year administration. It is so outstanding among American city experiences as to be a little amazing…When he took office, the town was ridden with crooked police and crooked labor bosses. A dozen such were sent to prison and scores of others scared into resignation or inactivity. There were gambling hells in every block and lush casinos in the suburbs. The little joints mostly folded and finally the big joints quit when a couple of Ness' honest cops were put in the sheriff's office. The town reached such a condition of comparative purity that about all the continual critics had to complain about was occasional bingo, strip-teasers and some policy games." 


Shortly after his resignation as safety director in Cleveland, Eliot and Evaline moved to Washington, D.C. to live in a large home that the government had furnished for them. Ness threw himself into his federal job with renewed enthusiasm. He used his considerable intellect to come up with imaginative ways of educating service men on the dangers of venereal disease. When education was not enough, he pressured various communities around Army bases to discourage prostitution. He worked hard and his federal bosses thought very highly of him. 

While he did very well in his position, the heavy travel to various Army bases did nothing to improve his relationship with Evaline. She liked to travel, but not to Army bases. Also, Eliot wanted to entertain the prominent people in Washington at his home and Evaline became bored very quickly with this part of her married life. She wanted to be with her own artistic friends and pursue a career in art, so she left Ness and went to live in New York.

This time it was Eliot's turn to file for divorce after she walked out on him in 1944. It took them a while to get around to the paperwork but when Ness filed it on October 9, he charged Evaline with gross neglect and extreme cruelty for refusing to live with him. The divorce was filed in Cleveland, Ohio, where he returned after his several years in Washington. 

As the war effort wound down, Ness looked for a new career. Janet Rex, daughter of Ralph Rex, the deceased chairman of Diebold Corporation in Canton, Ohio, asked him to replace her father as the chairman of the badly mismanaged company. In May of 1944, he accepted the position. 

At that time, Diebold was one of the country's largest safe and vault companies, but it was in serious need of reengineering. Eliot was able to capitalize on his business education from the University of Chicago. First, he revamped the existing management, cut out the dead wood and promoted a lot of younger, eager staff members. Like all reengineering efforts, the managers who lost responsibilities held grudges against Ness. Then he set the company on a path of diversification into the new fields of plastics and microfilming equipment. Most importantly, he consummated a merger with Diebold's chief competitor, the York Safe and Lock Company. 

During this time he fell in love with a pretty soft-spoken divorcee named Betty Anderson Seaver. Betty was the daughter of Otto Anderson of Redfield, S.D. and a graduate of the Cleveland School of Art. She was a very talented sculptress and had won several prizes for her art in the May Shows at the Cleveland Museum. When she met Eliot she was living in New York working on several commissions. 
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	Betty Anderson Ness 


They were married in January of 1946 in Baltimore and went to live on Lake Shore Boulevard in the posh Cleveland suburb of Bratenahl. This time Eliot made time for a real honeymoon in New York. 

While he was chairman of Diebold, Ness formed a new venture with two prominent businessmen, Dan T. Moore and James M. Landis. The Middle East Company was an import-export firm, which leveraged Landis' capital and Moore's Mid East contacts. 

Later, Ness formed a similar company with Claire Chennault, the man who made the "Flying Tigers" famous in the fight against the Japanese. The Far East Company specialized in the import into the U.S. of silk fabrics from China, capitalizing on Chennault's status as a hero in that Far Eastern country. 

Ness had started to develop a national reputation as a sharp businessman. There were articles in Fortune and Newsweek magazines about him. It seemed like for the first time in his life he was becoming financially secure now that big corporate salaries were replacing the very modest pay he got as a civil servant. 

The glow of success was not to last. Eliot became bored and restless at Diebold and devoted less and less time to his work there. His political enemies used the opportunity of his absences to stab him in the back. The Far East Company was running into a myriad of problems with U.S. government policies, trade restrictions, serious transportation and fabric quality problems. Finally when the U.S. government banned all trade with Mainland China, the company folded. 

The Middle East Company was also running into trade restrictions and U.S. policies that made it difficult for any import export firm to survive. However, the Middle East Company was able to get along by changing direction and bringing in new deals. Unfortunately, Ness was spread too thin too effectively assist Dan Moore with the deals he was bringing to the table. 

Early in 1947, Eliot and Betty adopted a son who they named Robert Warren Ness. Eliot was starting to go through changes again. He resented the heavy travel that took him away from his family and he developed a longing to go back into public service. An opportunity that he once declined in the early 1940's began to capture his interest. 

For Eliot Ness, increasing age did not bring better judgement. At the age of 44 he listened to some of his old friends and declared himself an independent candidate for mayor of Cleveland in the 1947 election. Had Ness heeded the Republican overtures in the 1941 election, he would have stood an excellent chance of defeating Frank Lausche because in 1941 Ness was at the height of his career and his popularity in Cleveland.

In the 1947 election, even though Ness ran as a non-partisan, powerful financial interests within the GOP and the Republican county committee endorsed him and gave him financial support. He vowed that he would follow the policies that his former boss Harold Burton used in his campaigns. Transportation would be a vital campaign issue, he said as he launched an attack on the Cleveland transit system for failure to sell its bond issue.

Congressman Bender said that Ness would assure a real effort to cut down on the assaults on women on the city streets, stop purse-snatchers and rebuild the morale of the police department. 

Ness did not really have much of a chance of winning. He was running against the very popular Democratic Mayor Thomas A. Burke. While the powerful businessmen of the city welcomed Ness, the rest of the voting populace remembered the anti-labor image that had stuck with him from the 1937 strikes until the end of his tenure as safety director. Worse, Ness did not make a good campaigner. His youthful good looks and fitness had slipped away forever. Nor was he a charismatic speaker. 

Ness lost the election in a major upset, getting less than half the votes cast. But he lost much more than just the election: his savings were gone to pay off campaign debts and his will to win had completely dissipated. This embarrassing disappointment set him on a downhill course from which he never recovered. 

The business life of Eliot Ness began to disintegrate soon after his humiliating defeat in the Cleveland mayoral election. New Diebold management forced him out and the Middle East Company eventually dissolved. Ness went from one unsuccessful venture to another, finally ending up in Pennsylvania, working for a failing new company called Guaranty Paper. 

In the sleepy little town of Coudersport, Pennsylvania, Eliot stopped in the local bar as he did most evenings and entertained folks with his stories about fighting gangsters during Prohibition. Of course, nobody believed for a minute that this quiet, gentle man led the raids that destroyed Al Capone's bootleg empire. But, for a little more than an hour, he had all of them back almost thirty years earlier to the bloody streets of gaudy, gangland Chicago.

It seemed as though telling the stories of these raids was a kind of ritual for him, always following the same pattern. He began nonchalantly with how he planned the operation, explaining where he got his information and what he intended to do with it. Slowly, as the drama of his methodical execution unfolded, the muscles in his body tensed and his eyes darted around warily looking for the signs of an ambush or police betrayal. It reached a peak when he and his men busted down the brewery doors, found themselves outnumbered five to one, and barely escaped a bullet in the chest. Then, once it was over and the gangsters arrested, he uncoiled with lightening speed, downed the rest of his beer and said goodnight. 

His audience was amazed at how vivid his details were and how real he made the action seem. They didn't care if it was true or not. That man sure could spin a story. In fact, he was such a good storyteller that a stranger had come to town to help him write it all down in a book. 

Outside the bar, he breathed in the refreshing pine-scented air and started to walk the few blocks to the modest home they rented. For the first time in years, he had a reason to be optimistic. If his publisher was telling him the truth, he might be able to pay off all the debts that weighed so heavily on him and his family. The poverty didn't bother him so much. He didn't mind going without the material things he used to have. Living in the tranquility of the evergreen forests, surrounded by deer and birds, made him far happier than the dirty, crime-infested cities where he had spend most of his life. He was at peace finally in this quiet, friendly town. 

The only thing that gnawed at him was having his wife and son live so humbly. When they were married, she had every right to expect their comfortable life to continue. Instead, for ten years his income had sharply declined and his debts had steadily increased. Though she never complained, he felt she deserved much more than he could afford to give. 

Often over the years, he thought about how different things would have been if only he had been more practical. His degree in business could have launched him as a successful executive, but he had been seduced by the excitement of law enforcement, risking his life daily for a few dollars a year. Then when he finally went into business, he didn't have the experience he needed to make the right decisions. That inexperience and bad luck had plagued his short corporate career. Maybe with this book he had just finished his decades of financial sacrifice would come to an end once and for all. 

The abundance of blooming tulips livened up the modest clapboard house. She put down her gardening tools and came toward him with a smile. Her kiss reassuring him that his homecoming was still the big event in her day. Funny how treasures like that had gone unappreciated years earlier when he was at the height of this career. 

A sudden tiredness came over him and his throat was parched. He left her for a moment and went into the kitchen to get a glass of water. As he opened the cupboard door, he felt a crushing pain in his chest. His whole body convulsed in sharp rhythmic spasms and he sank to the floor, gasping for breath. 

Perhaps he saw her as she came in the house when she heard the glass breaking. He may have even heard her cry of anguish when she saw him lying crumpled on the floor. But that was all because Eliot Ness was dead just a few moments later at the age of 54. 

The creation of the Ness legend began with Eliot himself. The Untouchables, the book by Ness and writer Oscar Fraley was for the most part true, but things embarrassing to Ness were left out and the recounting of the war against Capone was hyped and exaggerated. Ness did not think it was necessary to burden his readers with two failed marriages, a number of business failures and his abrupt resignation as Cleveland's safety director after his automobile accident. In fact, he allowed his readers to think that Betty Ness was the only wife he ever had. 

While these details were not horribly serious in a commercial biography, they nonetheless were the first major written deviation from the facts of his life. Subsequent creative works would go far beyond the fact bending that existed in the Ness autobiography.

	The sales of The Untouchables were modest at first when the book was published in 1957, a few months after the death of Ness on May 16 of that year. Book sales rose dramatically when Desilu Studios did a pilot for the weekly 1-hour show that would be broadcast on ABC. Legend making began on a major scale. The Untouchables covered two and a half years of Eliot's life in Chicago from the time he began his battle against the Capone empire until 1932 when Capone was sent to jail. There was simply not enough action and adventure in those two and a half years to fill a weekly series that ran for 114 episodes over four television seasons. The writers started to make up material almost immediately. 

In addition to the action and adventure-packed episodes, the series had two real advantages. One was actor Robert Stack who made a forceful showing as a tough guy gangbuster. The other was Walter Winchell who gave an authentic documentary style narrative to each episode. Never mind that hard-boiled, grim character that Stack played was quite different than polished and energetic real Eliot Ness: the gangbuster hero was forever formed in American folklore. 

Just as fanciful was the 1987 Paramount Pictures movie also called The Untouchables. Aside from the facts that a man named Eliot Ness battled against the criminal empire of Al Capone, very little else in the film is true. However fictional the popular movie was, it did capture the personality of Eliot Ness much more accurately than the television series. These two presentations of Eliot's personality are radically different: the television version as the steely, intense, humorless character portrayed by Robert Stack; and the movie version of a quiet, thoughtful, naïve hero portrayed by Kevin Costner. Kevin Costner's characterization of Eliot Ness is much closer to the real man. 

In recent years, the legend of Eliot Ness has once again been taken to the television screen. After the highly successful Paramount movie, Robert Stack starred in two made-for-television movies as Eliot Ness. He also narrated an episode for the television series "Unsolved Mysteries," which featured the Kingsbury Run murder case. A low budget television series called The Untouchables ran on cable television in the early 1990's. It was just as factual as its predecessor was. Subsequently, there have been episodes of Arts and Entertainment's Biography series that provided the public a rare glimpse of the real Eliot Ness. 

Most recently, on January 21, 1998, a new world-premiere musical was announced in the Denver Post. On Friday, January 30, 1998, "Eliot Ness...in Cleveland" opened in the Denver Center for the Performing Arts. Representing an investment of $2.5 million, the musical culminates a four-year cooperative effort between the DCPA, Hal Prince and the Directors Company of New York. The focal point of the musical is the officially unsolved Kingsbury Run murder case. 

Another recent public celebration of Eliot Ness took place in Cleveland in early September of 1997. A heavily televised ceremony was held to honor Eliot Ness. His ashes, along with the ashes of Betty Anderson Ness and his son Robert Warren Ness, were scattered in an artificial lake in Lake View Cemetery. After several decades, the city of Cleveland, along with its police and fire departments, publicly acknowledged the contributions of the man who left an indelible mark on the city of Cleveland. 
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