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The Jan. 9 conviction was on three counts of swindling $11,000. Seventeen other

counts against him were dismissed."

The period of the early ninetfeen thirties, while we were living in Chicago,
was one of increased major crimnality, principally in kidnaping and bank robberfy.
The mid-west and south-west seemed to be the hardest hit by the latter. In those
days, banks were usually robbed by a gang, the members of which terrjforized the
bank employees with machine guns, and in some instances held the towns-people at
bay until the robbery had been completed. The gang would then escape in fast auto=-
mobiles, sometime taking bank employees as hostages, to prevent local police offi-
cers from firing at them. At times,the gang would scatter roofing nails on the
road behind them to discourage pursuit, and would head for the big cities, where
they had hide-outs, and in some instances,/&g éen3¥eaisturbed by police agencies.

The Dillinger Gang was perhaps the most widely known. It was reported that in
twelve months they had robbed thirteen banks of approximately a quarter of a mil-
lion dollars. John Dillinger, the leader of the gang, was born in Indianapolis,
where, when twelve or thirteen years of age, associated himself with a juvenile
group known as "The Dirty Dozen". Principal activites of this you£n8ang of hood-
lums was to steal coal from railroad cars and sell it to towns-people. The Dillin-
ger family later moved about twenty miles away, to Mooresville, Indiamna, where at
the age of about twenty,/%ggngr?&%%%gggﬁd convicted of armed robbery. In prison he
became acquainted with several convicted bank robbers and decided that type of life
was for him. Several persons were killed by him and gang members in bank robberies
and prison breaks, and there was a sizable reward outstanding for his capture. An-
other desperate criminal, Lester M. Gillis, alias "Baby Face"Nelson, who was want-
ed for/%ﬁ¥5e£?b &t 3ngffiliated with/ﬁ?flinger Gang. There was also a large re=
ward outstanding for his capture. Geniave, thE 40 BoYs: ANE BUSELE,

Easter Sunday, April 22, 1934, found /. in new spring out=-fits. It was a bea=-
utiful sunny day, a little on the cool side. We attended Sunday School in the Log=-
an Square Branch, and looked forward to an uninterrupted day, as far as my daily
work was concerned, But this was not to be. The telephone ran/gThe caller was Sp=-
ecial Agent in Charge Melvin Purvis, who informed that it was urgent that I come to
the office immediately. 1 grabbed my top=coat and hat, kissed Geneve and the young-
sters goodbye, saying Purvis wanted me at the office right away and that I did not
know what time I would be back. The last part of that sentence was an under-state-
ment. I believe four or five other Agents were called in. We were rushed into-
Purvis' office and he hurriedly informed us that he had received a tip by long-
distance telephone th%aEmeers of the Dillinger Gang were "holed up" in a hunting
lodge in the forest area of northern Wisconsin, about fifty miles from the small
town of Rhinelander, the nearest one having any semblance of a landing field for
an airplane. A six-passenger plane was hard to come by. We finally learned by tel-
ephone that we could rent one from a hanger just outside of Chicago, and hire an

aviator. We did so. I believe the plane was owned by Ann Harding, a prominent movie
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actress of that day. In the interest of secrecy, we were cautioned not to inform

anyone, including family members, where and how we were going. We threw our office
raiding equipment, including firearms, three or four bullet-proof vests, and mis-
cellaneous items, together and six of us were driven by car to the airport. I re=-
call that in addition to Purvis and myself, Special Agents William Ryan and Carter
Baum, near neighbors Of ou#f%mere in this group. Before taking off, I was able to
telephone Geneve, that I would be out of town over=night and would call her/%gaégon
as I could. As we headed north in this single engine, single propeller plane, the
weather was favorable. However, as we got over northern Wisconsin, the air was tur-
bulent and it:commenced snowing. I don't know how the pilot found the small air-
field at Rhinelander, but he did,and with some maneuvering, put the plane down.
Unfortunately, he over-ran the cleared field and as we got in the rough terrain,
one of the propeller blades broke off, sending all of us to the cockpit of the
plane. A head-count indicated no casualties. It was late Easter-Sunday afternoon.
In Rhinelander, we met with three or four Agents from the St.Paul Office,
obtained the use of three or four automobiles, of questioned endurance, but the
best available, and, without causing too much commotion, held a strategy conferen-
ce, and headed for the Dillinger gang hideout, the Little Bohemia Lodge about fif=-
ty miles away in this heavily-wooded back-country. The unpaved roads were rough,
it was snowing and we traveled through abo/ufour inches of snow. One of the cars
developed a flat tire and had to be abandoned. In making room for its occupants, I
ended the ride standing on our car's running board and hanging on to the side of
the car. As we neared our destination, we turned off all car light/for the remaind-
er of the trip, reviewed our stratefgy plans briefly, in which it was decided that
Purvis, Baum, Ryan and I, wearing bullet-proof vests, would enter the lodge through
the front door, and the others would fan out, covering the sides and rear. It has
been aptly said that "the best laid plans of mice and men sometimes go/%ry". They
did on this occasion. As we left our cars and hurried on foot down the lane to the
lodge, as noiselessily as possible, two large dogs at the lodge began barking, and
as we were getting in position, machine gun fire was leveled our way from the top
floor of the lodge. They were hitting all around us. At this same time, a car par-
ked in front of the lodge turned on it's lights and started toYward us. We had our
badges clearly visible pinned on our coats, and called out that we were Federal
officers and ordered the occupants to stop. The/ﬁidn't do so, we opened fire and
the driver was killed and a passenger wounded. There were six or so members of the
Dillinger gang in the lodge, including John Dillinger and Lester M. Gillis, alias
"Baby Face" Nelson, and three of the gangster's molls. Unfortunately, neither of
the two persons shot as they were fleeing the scene, was a gang member. Before the
raiding Agents coul/8over th/fear of the lodge, the gangster inmates had abandoned
their molls and escaped along a lake-front directly behind the lodge. As of possib-
le interest, the following memorandum which I submitted to FBI Headquarters in Wa=-
shington, D.C., April 26, 1934, fou/days after this memorable night, pretty well
covers my additional activities:
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(LEAVING OFF THE PLACE AND DATE, QUOTE

THIS 4~ PAGE MEMO IN THE PERSONAL HISTORY

COMMENCING AT THE BOTTOM OF PAGE 74. )
JCN

: } Chicago, Illinois
. _ April 26, 1934

On the night of April 22, 1234, vhile covering the Little 3olenia
Roadhouss at Spider Lake, Wisconcin, where John Dillinger and several
of his confederates were believed to be trapped, Inspector H. H, Clegg
requested me to o to Voss! Birchwood Hotel, located spproxisately

two miles away, and telephone Special Agent R. C. Suran a’ Rhinelander,
iisconsin, instructing him to have Special Agent in Charge Werner Hannd
and all agents who appeared at Rhinelander, procsed to Little Bohemia
immediately upon their arrivel and to bring with them all gas egquipmentd
available. Special Agent W. Carter Baun was detailed to uceompany me
and the trip was made in a Ford foupe turned over to &zents Dy Special
Agent in Charge 1f, H. Purvis. Shortly before this, Agents, bHauz, San
flardy and I, under the direction of lr. Purvis had gons to Voss! Sirch-
wood Hotel and telephoned Sheriff McGregor at Eagle River, Wisconsin,
advising him that we were covering the Little “ohemia Roa.houze in his
county, and soliciting his cooperatica. Azent Iardy had been left

at Voss' place to meet Sheriff licGreagor and his men, and accompany
them to Little Bouhemia.

Upon the arrival of Agent Baun and this azent at vess! Birchwood Hotel,
I commmnicated by telephione with Agent Suran at Rhinclencer, and later
throuzh conversatica with the occupants of Voss' place, learned the
location of Henry Xuhnert!s residege, from which a Packard automonils
had been stolen shortly after our arrival at Little Bohesmia, Believing
it likely that some of the members of the Dillinger canz had taken

this automobile to make their getaway from that berritory, Agent Dau:
and I decided to secure complete details vefore returning to Little
Bohemia. Accordingly, we drove to Xuhnert's place, located approx-
imately two miles west of the entrance 1o Liztle Bonemia. lere we met
three pen in the driveway, oae carrying a rifle. 4&gzeni Daum was Lolding
& machine gun on his lap in readiness for an suergency. I stopped the
car a short distance from these men, azxl I ennounced that we were

of ficers. Two of then identifled themselves as Deputy Sheriffs end all
three came up to our car. Henry Kuhnert, one of tle deputies relatel
the details surrounding the theft of his old Packerd sedan, bearing
Wisconsin license 51-11 and advisel that the thieves Liad headed west
towerd St. Paul. Inasmich as Azsent Pardy had firsd at the tires of a
car that hadl endeavored to enter the driveway of Little Bohemia carlier
that evening, the driver of which had refused to stop upon proper de-
mand, I inquired of these officers as to whether a car had been abondioned
near there. Carl Christensen, one of the deputies, stated that he iad
hLeard that & car had been abandonedl on the hijhway, two or three miles
east, and accordingly volunteered to accompany &cents to the place.



" we proceeded east as far as Voss! Birchwood Hotel, when it was obvious
‘from the directims given by Deputy Sheriff Christensen that the ab- -
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Upon entering our car Christensen removed from a holster or Trom one
of his pockets a revolver, which he held in his hand in readiness for
an emergency all the time he was with us. From Kuhnert's place,

-

andoned car he referred to was one with a flat tire left by our

party enroute to Little Bohemia. Accordingly we made no further
investigation of this angle,, but stopped azain at Voss! Birchwood
Hotel., Here I left Agent Baum and Christensen in the car while I

left instructions for Agent Hardy to telephone St. Paul and intermed-
late points to be on the lookout for the persons driving the stolen
Packard Sedan. While in Voss! place, a telephone call was received
from the operator to the effect that an automobile without lights

had been observed near Koener's residence, located between Voss! and
Little Bohemia. I informed the operator that we would meke an invest-
igation, and I immediately dlscussed the matter with Agent Baum and
Christensen, and it was decided that we would look thecar in question
over enroute to Little Bohemia. In travelins here, I drove the Ford
Coupe, Agent Baum sat next to me with a machine pun in his hands, and
Christensen, holding his revolver, sat next to him. 4As we approached
Koener'!s place, we observed a car without liehts parked almost directly
across the street from the house on nighway No, 51. 1 ceautioned Asgeat
Baum and Christensen to have their guns ready, and we first drove
slowly past this car, whereupon it was observed that it contained no
one. Ve then went dowm the hizhway some distance past ihe car and
turned around returning slowly to secure the license numier. After
this had been done, we noticed a small old car with the lichts on parked
near Koerner's residence, and decided to proceed to that point to deter—
mine the identity of the occupants, if any, and to learn if possible
from them, or from occupants of the house, the ownership of the car
parked without lights on the highway. In aq:.proac:hincr this car, the
same arrangement existed as before, namely, I was driving, Agent Baum
was sitting to my right, and Deputy Sheriff Christensen was to his
right. Both Agent Baum and Christensen were holding their guns in
readiness for action. The car we were approaching was located up

what I belleved to be a lane running in front, or at the side of Koerner's
house., As our lights flashed against the rear of this car, I observed
two men gitting in the back seat. I stopped our car a little to the
right and rear of the cne in question, lowered the window on my side
announcing that we were officers and asking for Ur. Koerner. Immed-
iately a man darted from around what I believed th be the left side

of this car and covered us with an automatic which appeared to be of

LT



- r

.45 calibre., He held his gun even wth the door four or five inches .-
‘away from the car and shouted, "Wie know you have bullet proof vests on.
I'1l shoot you in the head. Get out of that car. I'll kill you." I
imnediately leaned back in the car as far as possible so as to give Agent
Baum or Christensen a chance to shoot and at the same time, reached {or

ny .38 calibre Super automatic in the inside pocket of my topcoat. At

this point, the man in question turned his automatic directly at me, command-
ing that I keep my hands out of my pockets, and again stating that he would
kill us and ordering us out of the car. I then grabbed at his gun twice
which brought from his person on each occasion an oath that he would kill
me. At that time I commenced getting out of the car. I opened the door,
stepped off the running board, and was just turning toward him, in the
hopes of diverting his attention so that Agent Baum or Christensen could
shoot him, when lhe opened {ire on me, the muzzle of his gun being only a
foot or two from my head. This shot struck me in the fofnead knocking

me seml-unconscious. I fell face downward away from the man and recall
having crawled under a fence to the right and in front of our car, and at
the same time heard several additional shots. lere I lost consciousness
and next recall lying just inside of the fence with wy autometic in my hand
facing our car which was backing out of the lane possibly 20 yards away
from me, I fired at the car three or four times from a prone position and
noticed the car come somewhat to a stop, and then continue backing. I
fired possibly twlce more while the car was still in the lane, and as it
turned east on Highway No. 51, toward Voss' Birchwood Hotel, I fired

once or twice more as it passed a clearing. This emptied my automatic,

and I estimate that I fired seven shots at this car, having previously
fired two sghots fra this clip at the tires of a car at Little Bohemia
earlier that evening. It is very probable that I did not hit the assailant
as my senses were not entirely clear, and I had difficulty keeping out of
ny eyes, blood which was flowing profusely from the wound in my forehead.

After emptying my automatic at the fleein; car I struggled to
my feet and removing my .38 calibre revolver from my right topcoat pocket
I advanced with it drawn to the parked car from which I believed the
assailant to have emerged. I ordered the occupants of this car, if any,
to come out with their hands up and a man who stated he was a native and
pleaded not to be shot, got out the right side of the car. I determinad
that he did not have a gun on hls person and ascertained that no one else
was in the car. This person gave his name as Ghristensen and explained
that the assailant, knowm to him only as "Jim" or "Jimmie" had terrorized
the occupants of Koerner's residence, and also alvin Kerner and another
local man who were in the car with him, endeavoring to force them at the
point of a gun, to drive him away from the place. Christencen stated that
AMlvin Koerner and the man with him had fled from the car while the shooting
wes going on, le also informed that he was lying in the back of the car;
that there was a rifle there, and that he did not believe the assailant
knew that he was in the caxr,.



4_ I M -

While conversing with Christensen, I heard someone groaninz by & fence
.near the place where Agent Baum, Deputy Sheriff Christensen, and I had

been accosted. This person proved to be Deputy Christensen, Agent Baum's
body, apparently lifeless, was lying several feet inside of the fence.

I endeavored to secure aid at the Koener residence, but persons inside

of the house refused to come oubt or admit either Christensen or myself
although I informed them of my identity and pleaded with them at the windows
that my companions were undoubtedly dying end had to have aid. I recall
having somehow removed & bullet proof vest I was wearinz and leaving it
either at the front porch or on the ground at the rear of the house. Being
unable to secure-aid at the Kerner residence it became necessary to force ®
Christensen, found hiding in the car, to accompany me to Voss' Birchwood
Hotel, he being afraid to venture out on the highway. By that time, I was
experiencing considerable dizziness, felt nauseated and doubted if I would
be able tw make thie irip unaided. He finally found the keys to the car he
had been in, which had become lost, and drove me to Voss! place, near

vhich I met Special Agent in Charge lanni and agents in his company and
advised them of the shooting and ta location of Agent Baum %Eg Deputy
Sheriff Christensen. I remained at Voss' place until taken 38 lir. Hanni
and Agent Dodd of the Saint Paul office, in company of Leputy Sheriff
Christensen 1o the Ruuslim Hospital at Ironwood, Michigan to which place
we were admitted at approximately 3:00 A, M. April 23, 1034,

On April 25, 1934, Special Agent W. C. Ryan exhibited to me Chicazo Police
Department group photograph #2633A of one Lester Giles (Gillis) Alias Georze
Nelson and two others, 1 positively identify the photograpn of Giles
(Gillis) alias Nelson, number 3 of the group, as being that of the person
who umurdered Special Agent W. Carter Baum at Spider Lake, Wisconsin the
night of April 22, 1934, and who wounded Deputy Sheriff Carl Christlensen,
and this agent.

Signed: JAT C. NEWHAN,
Special Agent.
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I was very sorry that Special Agent Carter Baum, was killed. He left a wife

and two small children: was the son of a Luthern Minister and had been the tennis
singles champion of the District of Colombia, for a couple of years. He wasashotl!in
the throat area just a little above the bullet-proof vest he was wearing. Apparent-
ly, death was quite ins tarmtan/. & was very proficient with a machine gun and it
was difficult for me to uhderstand why he didn't open fire on our assailant.

Deputy Sheriff or Comnstable Carl Christensen, was shot eight times through the
body and upper left leg. The shooting occured possibly around eleven P.M. and it
wasn't until three A.M. that we were able to obtain medical attention &«iThis was
after a thrﬁgﬁour ride by automobile over rain-soaked roads to Ironwood, Michigan,
fifty miles or so from the shooting. The car got stuck repeatedly and had to be
pried out of mud holes with poles. Christensen was really in bad shape. We occupied
the rear seat, and with every jolt of the car he lost more blood. I was surely
grateful for that small, but attentive hospital and for the expertise of the Doctor
who attended us. He got me into a hospital bed and after a cursory examination in-
formed me thﬂaf would make it but that Christensen had lost so much blood théaﬁe
had little chance of survival. The Doctor gave me long over-due medication for
shock, told me to get some rest and that he would be back shortly. He returned with
his nurse, gave me a shot for pain and put eight or nine stiches, possibly morej in
my forehead wound, and bandaged me up.

My biggest worry was to get word to my lovely wife before she heard the news
or was contacted by news reporters. As I recall, I reached her at our home in Chi-
cago, at about seven A.M.; told her that there had been some shooting; that I had
a slight wound but was receiving excellent care at the hospital in Ironwood, Mich-
igan, and that in all probability, I would be released to return home in a day or
two. She took the message bravely, and we both did a lot of praying. 1 suggested
that she not talk to reporters but refer them to the Chicago Bureau Office. It was
a good thing, as she was personally and telephonically contacted by the press,
shortly after my call. I was permitted to return home fhe«second day of my hospit-
alization, providing that I take it easy and report to the Marine Hospital in Chi-
cago, regularly for medical attention. It was wonderful to be/RSﬁE with Geneve and
the boys. That gave Geneve quite a jolt seeing my head bandaged up.

Before leaving the hospital in Ironwood, Michigan, the Doctor let me see Carl
Christensen. However, his condition was very grave. He was unconscious and so weak
that the Doctor had been unable to operate on him. I talked with his wife, who had
arrived at the hospital to be near him, and told her how sorry I was that he had -
been wounded and hoped for his recovery. She surprised me by sayving that he was a
tough son-of-a-gun and would come through all-right. She was right. A banker friend
of mine sent me a clipping from The National Enquirer, under date of September 16,
1973, in which Carl Christensen, then seventy two years old, 4khea retired and liv-
ing in Florida , recounts the details%ihe shooting in which he, Carter Baum and I

were involved in Wisconsin, when he was thirty-three years old.
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My family members in Salt Lake City, broke the news/of my injury,before she

had an oppertunity to read about it in the newspaper. Within a few days, I wrote
her so that she would not worry. Geneve also got word to her mother. We received
quite a number of telephone calls, telegrams and letters from/%ETE%IGSQ. friends
and officials, extending well-wishes, and greatly appreciated their thoutfulness.

Bureau Director J. Edgar Hoover, had one of his administrative assistants make
an on=-the-spot review of the raid activities and the part each Agent took in the
case, Under date of April 27, 1934, I received the following letter from Mr. Hoo-
ver, at our residence:

(quote)

A week or so after receiving the above letter, Geneve and I had a surprise
visit from the Bureau's Assistant Director Harold Nathan. He expressed commendat=-
ion, told of the Director's praise-worthy comments and concern for our welfare,
made a government Ford automobile available for my use, and stated that the Dir-
ector desired that I take the family on a three-month vacation trip before return-
ing to work. Following this visit,/laid around the apartmenf for about a week,
received my regular medical attention at the Marine Hospital, and with my head
still lightly bandaged, reported back to work at the Chicago Bureau Office. Un-
benown to me, Assistant Director Nathan was still in town. He took one look at me,
walked me to the office door and reiterated that he didn't want to see me back to
work for three months. 1 waited a few days, learned that Nathan had returned to
Washington, D.C., and again reported for duty. Special Agent in Charge Melvin Pur-
vis, told me that he would have to discuss the matter with the Bureau, which he
did by telephone, and I was allowed to remain. A few days later, under date of
May 18, 1934, I received the following letter:

(quote)

On may 25, 1934, 1 wrote mother a self-explanatory letter on stationery of the

Baltimore & Ohio's "Capitol Limited" train, which she saved for me. Here it is:
(quote)

As for John Dillinger, and Lester M. Gillis, alias "Baby Face" Nelson, Dillin-
ger, with a gun in his hand, was killed by Bureau Agents, as he ran from the Bio-
araph Theater in Chicago, Illinois, the night of July 22, 1934, Gillis died Nov=-
ember 27, 1934, as a result of wounds received in a gun battle with Inspector
Samuel P. Cowley and Special Agent in Charge Herman E. Hollis. Unfortunately, both
of these good friends of mine were killed in this battle that occured near Bar-
rington, Illinois, on the outskirts of Chicago,

Immediately after the gun battle between "G" men and members of the Dillin-
ger gang at the Little Bohemia Lodge, in northern Wisconsin, the enterprisingyner
opened it up as a sort of museum and charged admittance. Thousands of curiosity
seekers visited the lodge. Jerry Melvin, a Special Agent friend of mine happened
to be at the lodge soon after the shooting and noticed my hat, with my initials

—




still in it, and the hat badly torn by the penetrating bullet, hanging conspicuous=

ly above the fireplace with a note on it reading,"Dillinger's Hat". Jerry took it
down and sent it to me in Chicago. Incidently, when our grandson, Scott Murdock,
was visiting with us in Salt Lake City, one summer, when he was a little fellow,
he happened to notice the torn hat among my belongings. When he returned to his
home in California, he called a conference of his younger brothers and sisters and
announced that "grandpa had been shot by an arrow."

Melvin Purvis, Special Agent in Charge of the Chicago Bureau Office, during
this hectic crime period, treated me fairly and obviously had considerable confid=-
ence in me. After meeting Geneve and the boys, he commented on our fine family re=-
lationship. One day, after lunch, he called me into his office and unwrapped two
life-like/ﬁgghine guns, cartridge drumsy noise and all, that he had personally
purchased for Jay and Keith. He insisted that I take them to the boys with his
compliments. These were sturdy toys and lasted for years. Purvis received a lot of
publicity, naturally, during this crime fighting period, and apparently occupied
the lime~light a little too much to suit Hoover. He was finally replaced in Chic=-
ago, resigned from the Bureau, became/{hge}ifg% celebrity to advertise the break-
fast cereal "wheaties", and during world war two was in the Adjunfcéeneral's off=
ice of the Army. Later, he practiced law in Washington, D.C. and finally owned and
operated a radio station in Florence, South Carolina. According to a news item,
which appeared in the Deseret News February 29, 1960,/ggﬁ¥i§ted sucide a day or
two earlier at his home by shooting himself with a .45=caliber Colt automatic pis=
tol. His personal physician was quoted as saying Purvis was in bad health, dis-
pondent and depressed.

In reporting to Washington, D.C,, prior to leaving Chicago on transfer to Den=-
ver, 1 was treated most cordially by the Director and other Bureau Officials, and
given permission to visit our folks in Salt Lake City, before going to Denver to
open the Bureau Office there.

In returning to Chicago from Washington, D.C. I found that Geneve had done a
good job in getting our things packed, some for shipment and the rest to take with
us by automobile. We bid adieu to our many Bureau associates, friends and neigh-
bors, and happily headed west.

We had a happy reunion with our relatives in Salt Lake City. We were happy to
see them and they to see us, in one piece. After a short visit, the four of us
drove to Denver, Colorado, and. fortunately, through an official of the telephone
company, were able to rent a fine furnished home belonging to a concert pianist
who had gone to Europe for an extended stay. The Telephone Official, a Mr. Johnst=
on, was representing the owner, and considered us, from employment stand=-point, to
be a pretty good risk. The house was in a splendid location on Vine Street near
the State Capitol Building and not far from/ggﬁn-town area where I was to open the
Bureau Office. Incidently, the house was furnished beautifully, with a lovely pia=-

no, library, dishes, etc. I believe our rent was 5$85.00 a month.
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There was a Branch of the Church in the general vicinity and the first Sunday

found us in attendance. We soon became acquainted with the members, and both Gen=-
eve and I were given assignments in the auxiliaries. My assignment was a counselor
to the Sunday School Superintendent.

The Bureau had already rented office space in the new Midland Savings Build-
ing and had assigned me two Special Agents, for a start. Fortunately, one of the=-
se, Douglas Swenson of Salt Lake City, who was also a Mormon, had worked as a cl=-
erk in the Bureau's Chief Clerk's Offiagvégnmgggington, and was of great help in
selecting office furnature, preparing’ purchase orders, etc. I soon acquired a fem=-
ale stenographer and a male clerk, and was in business. In it's investigative
work, the Denver office covered Colorado and Wyoming. Before additional personnel
arrived, Swenson was transferred back to Washington. This left me one Agent for
a few days. One morning, during this time, I received a telephone call from a man
who refused to give his name but stated that if I would come to a certain rooml
inca nearby hotel it would be worth my time. I tbm/%he Agent wi/tﬂe. We were both
armed. Upon arriving at the designated hotel room I was surprised to find a badly
wanted fugitive, a male nurse named "Jimmie", who was under federal 1nd1ctgg% ?go,
along with a "Doc" Moran, for harboring members of the Karpis-Barker gang. Moran,
who had been previously convicted of malpractice and had served time in the Illin-
ois State Penitentiary, had, with the aid of his male nurse "Jimmie" operated on
two or three members of this gang to change their appearance. "Jimmie" informed
me that he was tired of running and that Moran had suggested to him that if he
decided to give himself up, he should surrender to me, as I would treat him fair-
ly. "Jimmie" was removed to Chicago, where he pleaded guilty and received a five
year Federal Prison sentence. It was pretty well established that "Doc" Moran was
killed by gang members and his body, weighted down with cement, dumped in Lake?le'

To complete the office personnel, I recruited stenographers and typists loc-
ally and the Bureau transferred in some additional Special Agents. Considerable
publicity resulted in my new assignment and I soon received many requests to speak
before service clubs, law enforcement conventions and the like. I was one out of
possibly a half-dozen representives of the Bureau, at that time, authorized to do
so. I made a lot of talks on the work of the Bureau,

As previously mentioned, Jay started school in'1933, at the Irving Grade Sch-
ool, while Geneve and the boys were temporarily living in Holladay, Utah. Follow=-
ing his eye injury, it was thought best, following their return to Chicago, that
he not attend the remainder of the school year. In Denver, he started school again
and was placed in the first grade in the Washington Grade School, when the school=-
vear commenced in the fall of 1934. As I recall, we did not consider the school up
to standard and on one of our visits to Salt Lake City, we let him live temporar-
ily with his Grandma Jacobs, and attend the Whittier School, across the street,

where Geneve had been a student in her early years. His teacher was a Mrs. Pugh.




oo d D)k
The Bureau was making great strides under the leadership of Director Hoover.

The employees were given Civil Service status, the Bureau's appropiation was being
increased by Congress regularly, and as new laws were passed relating to major cr=-
iminal offenses, the Bureau received added responsibilities. Better firearms equip-
ment was being acquired, a gun vault was established in each field office, fast
automobiles, radio equipped, were being furnished the field and regular traindng
periods were being inaugurated.

A some=what amusing incident occured involving one of the new automobiles
assigned to Denver. It was a super Hudson which would make a hundred miles an hour.
That was something in those days. It was equipped with a siren, activated by a but-
ton on the floorboard. I had driven to Cheyenne, Wyoming to address a law enforce=
ment meeting, and was just getting out of the car parked in front of the Cheyenne
Hotel, when I accidently stepped on the siren button. Inasmuch as the siren was
concealed under the hood, it made a heck of a loud noise, which was particularly
puzzling to two ranchers getting out of a truck parked nearby. They looked around
and asked me who that was. I looked down the quiet street and replied that I didn't
know, but that he was sure traveling fast. I soon had the siren rewired so that
it would operate from the dashboard instead of the floor.

Following the death, on November 27, 1934, of Inspector Samuel P. Cowley, in a
gun battle with Lester M. Gillis, alias "Baby Face" Nelson, in the Chicago area,
the funeral was held in the Salt Lake Tabernacle. Sam, a Mormon, was born in Utah,
and was a half-brother of Mathew Cowley, a member of the (Quorum of the Twelve.
Assistant Director Haréld Nathan, represented the Bureau and was one of the speak-
ers. Geneve, the boys and I came over from Denver and I acted as+a sort of body-
guard for Nathan. The tabernacle was filled and Sam was paid well deserved tributes
for his dedication to duty and bravery. Nathan, a most scholarly individual, gave
an exceptionally fine talk, ending it by extemporaneously reciting the following
from "Thanatopsis” by William Cullen Bryant:

"So live that when thy summons comes to join
The innumerable caravan that moves
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take
His chamber in the silent halls of death,
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams."

As we left the Tabernacle, members of the press closed in on Nathan, requestinc
a copy of his talk. He reached in his coat-pocket and handed them a small piece
of paper on which he had scribbled a half dozen notes on his air flight from Wash-
ington. During his shor/gtay in Salt Lake City, I took him to the home of my sister
and brother-in-law, Margaret and John Wells, 531 C Street, where he met them and
mother, who was staying there, We visited for a short time before he had to leave
on his return flight to Washington, D.C. Geneve, the boys and I returned to Denver
by automobile,




