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Doc Graham

A mutual acquaintance, Kid Pharaoh, insist
. : 3 ed that we meet. D
had obviously seen better days. e Crater
‘ My introduction to Chicago was when a guy got his head blowed off
rzght. across from where I went to stay. In that neighborhood where 1
grav:tate.d, there was every kind of character that was ever invented. Con
me:l, heist men, burglars, peet men. you name it, they had it.

These are highly sophisticated endeavors. To be proficient at it—well
my goc.i, yo; spent a lifetime. And then you might fall, through not being
sophisticated enough. You may have committed a i
P ) common error, leaving

I'was a caged panther. It was a jungle. Survival was the law of the land. I
watched. so many of my partners fall along the way. I decided the mod.us
opera‘nd‘l was bad. Unavailing, non-productive. After spending ten Satur-
days in jail, one right after another. I changed my modus operandi.

What were you in jail for?

Various allegations. All alleged. I been :
name it. g a con man, a heist man—you

How does a heist man differ from a con man?

One is by force and the other is by guile. Very few people have encom-
passed both. I was very daring. When I came to the city and seen groceries
on the sidewalk, I swore I'd never be hungry again. My family was ex-
trem.ely poor. My father was an unsuccessful gambler, and my mother was
a missionary. Not much money was connected with either profession.

A family conflict . . . ?

Yes, slightly. He threw the Bible in the fire. H i inci
R . He was right, incidentally.
( Laughg) My mother didn’t see it that way. ’ Y

Im‘smFy-one, and I have never held a Social Security card. I'm not
knocl,(lng.lt. I have been what society generally refers to as a parasite. But
1 d;)/;l t think I'd be a nicer fellow if I held two jobs.

y teacher was Count Victor Lustig. He was
. . perhaps the greatest con

man the. Umted' St'afes has ever known. Lustig’s outstanding fchievement
was getting put in Jall and paying a Texas sheriff off with $30,000 counter-
feit. And the.shenﬁ made the penitentiary also. He got to be a believer.
And he went into the counterfeit profession.
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Another teacher was Ace Campbell.* He was the greatest card me-
chanic that ever arrived on the scene. Nick the Greekt wouldn’t make him
a butler. A footman. He couldn’t open the door for him. Ace played the
crimp. A crimp is putting a weave in a card that you'd need a microscope
to see it. I know the techniques, but having bad my arm half removed, I
had to switch left-handed, deal left-handed. I'm ambidexterous.

An accident . . . ?

With a colored North American. The Twenties and early Thirties was a
jungle, where only the strong survived and the weak fell by the wayside. In
Chicago, at the time, the unsophisticated either belonged to the Bugs
Moran mob or the Capone mob. The fellas with talent didn’t bother with
either one. And went around and robbed both of em.

We were extremely independent. Since I'm Irish, I had a working affili-
ate with Bugs Moran’s outfit. In case muscle was needed beyond what 1
had, I called on Moran for help. On the other hand, Moran might use me
to help him in one of his operations.

The nature of one operation was: if you had a load of whiskey hi-
jacked, we went over and reloaded it on a truck, while several surrounded
the place with machine guns, sawed-off shotguns, et cetera.
Did you find yourself in ticklish situations on occasion . . .7

Many of them. You see this fellow liquidated, that fellow disposed of.
Red McLaughlin had the reputation of being the toughest guy in Chicago.
But when you seen Red run out of the drainage canal, you realized Red’s
modus operandi was unavailing. His associates was Clifford and Adams.
They were set in Al’s doorway.in his hotel in Cicero. That was unavailing.
Red and his partners once stole the Checker Cab Company. They took
machine guns and went up and had an election, and just went and took it
over. I assisted in that operation.

What role did the forces of law and order play?

With a $10 bill, you wasn’t bothered. If you had a speaking acquaint-
ance with Mayor Thompson,} you could do no wrong. (Laughs.) Al
spoke loud to him.

There was a long period during the Depression where the police were
taking scrip. Cash had a language all of its own. One night in particular, I
didn’t have my pistol with me, and the lady of the evening pointed out a
large score to me. (Laughs.) A squad car came by, which I was famil-

* A pseudonym for a celebrated gambler of the Twenties and early Thirties. He is

still alive.
+ Another renowned gambler of the time.
t William Hale Thompson, three-term mayor of Chicago.
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iar with. A Cadillac, with a bell on it. I knew all the officers. I borrowed

one of their pistols and took the score. Then I had to strip and be searched
by the policemen, keeping honest in the end, as we divided the score. They E

wanted the right count. They thought I might be holding out on ’em. They
even went into my shoes, even.

Oh, many policemen in that era were thieves. Legal thieves. I accepted

it as such and performed accordingly. We didn’t have no problems. It was
an era where there was no bread on the table. So what was the difference
whether I put the bread on the table by my endeavor or they put the
bread? I performed with a hundred policemen in my time. I can’t say
nothin’ for em, nothin’ against ’em. I would say they were opportunists. I
would say that they were merely persons that didn’t perhaps have the
courage to go on and do what I did. Nevertheless, they were willing to be a
part of it. A minor part, that is.

The era of the times led into criminality, because of the old precept and
concepts were destroyed against everyday reality. So when a policeman or
a fireman was not being paid, how in the name of God could you expect
him to enforce what he knew as the concept of law and order, when you
see the beer barons changing hundred-dollar bills, and the pimp and the
whorehouse guy had hundred-dollar bills, and the guy digging the sewers
couldn’t pay his bills? So how could you equate these things?

A good example is Clyde Barrow and Bonnie Parker. They were a
product of the era. Dillinger—it wasn’t that he was really a tough. No, he
was just a product of survival. Actually, Dillinger was a country bumpkin.
He realized the odds were stacked against him and performed accordingly.
I knew Dillinger. Yeah, I met him on the North Side. And Dillinger was
nothing like people wrote about him. The times produced Dillinger. Pretty
Boy Floyd. Baby Face Nelson.

They were dedicated heist men and in the end were killed, to achieve
their purpose. By themselves, they didn’t need an army.

Al Capone sublet the matter. Capone quickly removed himself from the
danger zone, aside from murdering Anselmi and Scalisi with a baseball
bat. Bugs Moran to the end—he died for a bank heist in Ohio. They were
from two different bolts of cloth. One was a dedicated thief. And one was
an intriguning Mediterranean product of guile, et cetera. So yowd have to
say that Moran was dedicated while Capone was an opportunist.

How did you get along during those hard times?

By every way known to the human brain. All my brothers were in the
penitentiary. I had one brother in Jefferson City, another one in San Quen-
tin, another one in Leavenworth, another one in Louisiana. At that time, I

am a fighter. I started boxing in 1925. Fourteen years till 1939. And it’s a
bloodthirsty thing.

182

High Life

How'd you become a boxer?

Gravitation. Being on the road simulated that f_ate, trying tothir?:o ;
buck and so forth. Five different years, Ring Magazu:ie rated me
devastating puncher in the profession, pound for pound.

What was it like, being a boxer in those days . . . 7

. d
Survival. If it worked out that you were on top, you mai%e (;1 ;wmag.bﬁ:k
if you were three or four shades below the top, you scuilled 10t .
fiphters were very, very hungry. ‘ . '
l lglhrfllz;scle some I})Iretty big scores. But 1 spent 1t prac;:cagyta:l'l on t%lc;tt;?lg
itentiari d the country. At that tume,
brothers out of penitentiaries aroun _ :
?r]xySal;l Quentin stogd me thirty thousand, the one 10 Jefferson City stood
me twenty-five thousand. Those were big 1giwzl—ups in Ot:llo:: ;i;)lrs(.:cum e 1
i . I lived as go .
I lived from the bottom to the top could
run tl}‘lle gamut of having a butler and a chauffeur to a flop joint, into an

open car over night.

ion” : : al
He describes the boxing “combination” of those days; the ﬁx, ttheernetfuzut
of his manager and himself to “play ball”; the boxer as an investment,

H k44
up “like a watermelon.

t
1 had many injuries in between. My hands, .you can see. (He h(())ludts :Illld
his gnarled, broken knuckles.) In the meantmlxe, 1 had to step
: i ithin the law.
ke a dollar otherwise. It was never wit .
map:e switched craps, I've run up the cards, I do the corn.plet;:1 bt:t l]:f\iery
way known to the human brain. I'm probably a rare species that’s left.

Was muscle always involved?

Muscle if you hope to leave with the money. Muscle f:verywhe.:re,ey;;
Because for some unknown reason, muscle ha§ been going on sinC
ith a way of life.
oman Army conquered the field wi .
: When yoz, ent;lr an endeavor unsuccessfully, then b‘:})e {)lanrt[llr;eg v:\:;s
i i he gains, and you stumble along .
incorrect. The risk was above the gains, e .
i i i th numbers strung out over y
And the windup is a rude awakening with s str : oy
i di. Sagacity, ingenuity, P g
k. Unsuccessful in your modus operandi . ] .
oo it involves much weighing, odds against failure, odds against gain
—if you care to be in a free society. ,
1 s);)ent much time in jail. That’s why I'm a student of the matter.

(At this point, Kid Pharaoh and he conducted a vigorous anj ;om:::)iézt
arcane debate concerning the relative dishonesty of Hoover and 00 “the:
The Kid insisted it was Hoover who, by clout, was save from
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bucket.” Doc was equally certain it was F.D.R. who should have had 3

“numbers strung out over his shoulders.”)

Do you recall your biggest haul during the Thirties?
It was alleged—
Who alleged . . . ?

The newspaper report came out as $75,000. We took eight and were
happy about the whole thing.

What was your role during Prohibition?

I 'was a cheater. After studying under Count Lustig and Ace Campbell,
I considered it beneath my dignity delivering a barrel of beer. Although I
drink beer. I hustled with crap mobs, on the crimp, the weave, the holdout
—the reason I didn’t do the rum running is you can hire a mooch with
muscle. But can you hire brains? Big firms have not succeeded in doing
this.

I have met only several proficient men in my time. One of them was
Jack Freed. (Cups hand over mouth, whispers.) D—e-a-d. He worked
right up to the edge of his demise. This is in the evening, when you are not
at home. He was dedicated to his labor. He spent half his lifetime in the
penitentiaries. One of my closest friends. I, of course, assisted him, from
time to time. He accused me of rattling my coat one night, making en-
trance. I, who have endeavored in every participation known to the human
brain, where art, subterfuge and guile is involved.

I take it you were caught a few times—

Incarcerated. Nothing proven substantially. I was a victim of circum-
stances. What they were, I didn’t say. Yes, I spent a year in Salinas, Cali-
fornia, amongst other places. The highlight was when I was nineteen. If 1
get convicted, I'm going out to join my brother in San Quentin. My
brother was doing twenty years there. If 'm not convicted, I’m going up
to visit him. I’m going to San Quentin, one way or the other.

And you did?

I did. As a free man. I was fortunate enough in having one of the
greatest criminal lawyers of all time defending me.

For someone engaging in your varied skills, do you sense a difference be-
tween the Thirties and today?

It’s so different today, it’s unfathomable. You can’t conjure what the
difference is. Today everything is 2 robot. Today everything is mechanical.
There is very little ingenuity. Everything today is no-personal, there is no
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personality whatsoever. Everything today is ipso fac,to, fait accomplt.oir;
my era they had to prove their point. Today, you don’t have to prove y
Pm[r;;ck then Ace Campbell steered Arnold Rothstein,* with N}gge{ I\Lati
Raymond, into one of maybe the biggest card games was ever 1nvokveA.ce
was a small feature of it in the Park Central Hc?tel in New Yorh. e
changed the weave (laughs), and when thhstem wo.und up a ha 1— "
million loser, he said he was cheated. Rothstein be.came ]a.ded. aftﬁzf e fh
the half a million, no longer had any interest. No mteresF in l}fe. ter thz
card game broke up, he said he was no longer interested in this, that or e
other. He refused to pay off. So Nigger Nate Raymond held court wi

him. And that was the end of that.

Held court . . . ?

The S & W peoplet had the implements that they held court with. Th';t’i
all. Rothstein didn’t have to pay off. You .understand what 1 mean? .
know, because I assisted in the operation \leth A_ce. But let that be as 1
may. It was unfortunate, yes. But that was his demise.

Were the S & W people popular those days?
Naturally, it was part of your wearing apparel.
Aren’t some of the survivors in legitimate enterprises today?

One of the fellows who was a pimp in Chicago is the boss of one of the
randest hotels in Las Vegas. 1 assisted him in a few sm:all matters. But
%ruc to all pimping, he forgot me entirely as he advanced into the autumn

of life.
After Prohibition, what did the guys do?

The ones that were adroit enough branched intc? other ﬁe!ds. ;f they
didn’t bave any knowledge, they fell by the wayside. I achle:i/e’ s:)rrrllg
small success in race tracks. Machine Gun J acl.c McGurn 1 coulld n’t sta
the traffic. He got his brains blowed out, branching into other fie Is. e

The night Prohibition was repealef:l, eyerybo@y. got ‘drunk. t wa: the
only decent thing Roosevelt ever did in hlS.Admlnlstratl.OIL 1 we;s no one
of his admirers. I tried to fire him on four different occasions. If gver had
a person work for me that displeased me, it was Roosevelt. 1 voted agains

him four times.

i i dal of
* A gambler and fixer of reknown. He was involved in the Black Sox scan

1919.

+ Smith & Wesson, revolver manufacturers. .

1 It was alleged that he was one of Capone’s exe
Massacre. He was killed in a bowling alley in 1

Day.

cutioners in the St. Valentine’s 'Da’y
936, on the eve of St. Valentine’s
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