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			“An exhaustively researched, hugely entertaining work of popular history that…exhumes a colorful crew of once-celebrated characters and restores them to full-blooded life….[Karen Abbott’s] métier is narrative nonfiction and—as this vibrant, enormously readable book makes clear—she is one of the masters of the art.”

			—The Wall Street Journal

			“A gripping true-crime narrative…[Abbott’s] research is exemplary, and she lays out the details with a novelist’s deft touch….During the Prohibition era, wrote F. Scott Fitzgerald, ‘America was going on the greatest, gaudiest spree in history and there was going to be plenty to tell about it.’ He would undoubtedly have appreciated this heady cocktail of murder, intrigue and Jazz Age excess.”

			—The Washington Post

			“Karen Abbott’s newest is a page-turner, teasing readers with its central mystery, and reaching its climactic final trial with a satisfying bang.”

			—NPR

			“The Ghosts of Eden Park reads like a novel, with colorful, complex characters that you have to be reminded were real people.”

			—The Cincinnati Enquirer

			“[A] gritty, true-crime saga…this compelling tale runs the gamut from clandestine love and illicit bootlegging to absorbing history—and, of course, murder.”

			—Newsweek

			“A Prohibition-era page-turner…an absorbing new history.”

			—Chicago Tribune

			
			“Karen Abbott tells juicy stories….Among the many rich character studies of the women in [George] Remus’s life, Abbott gives a grand accounting of Mabel Walker Willebrandt, the assistant attorney general responsible for prosecuting the nation’s principal bootleggers.”

			—The New York Times Book Review

			“If you crossed the thorough, historical fact-finding of Jill Lepore with the poison-pen tea spillage of Jackie Collins, you would most likely end up with Karen Abbott….[The Ghosts of Eden Park] is filled with money, power, greed, murder, women you shouldn’t trust and the men who foolishly do anyway. Basically, it’s a story as American as apple pie.”

			—Houston Chronicle

			“Prose so rich and evocative, you feel you’re living the story—and full of lots of ‘I didn’t know that’ moments…Gatsby-era noir at its best.”

			—ERIK LARSON, #1 New York Times bestselling author of The Devil in the White City and Dead Wake

			“Satisfyingly sensational and thoroughly researched.”

			—The Columbus Dispatch

			“Engrossing…This real-life page-turner will appeal to fans of Erik Larson.”

			—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

			“Karen Abbott expertly weaves a story of ambition, treachery, and revenge.”

			—The Clarion-Ledger (Jackson, Mississippi)

			“A richly detailed…story for the ages.”

			—Cincinnati Magazine

			“This author is a solid pro, and she has found a multifaceted gem of a true crime story. You might want to read this because you’re a Roaring Twenties fanatic. Or you might just like to dip your toes in real-life seedy tales of sin. Either way, this book delivers.”

			—LEO Weekly

			“A deeply researched account of one of the most shocking murders of the Jazz Age, and you’ll be engrossed by the true story.”

			—Bustle

			
			“The consummate historian Karen Abbott brings to life another fascinating, long-buried story….It’s an effervescent, zigzagging tale of lust, greed, power, and murder, written with Abbott’s signature shrewdness and wit—a historical true crime story, and a real-life unstoppable heroine, with style, moxie, and verve.”

			—CrimeReads

			“Karen Abbott tells the story of Remus’s rise and fall with a novelist’s eye….I was transfixed, not only by the incredible research that informed this compulsively readable book but also by what the story reveals about human nature, the interplay of brilliant and unpredictable individuals and the societies in which they live, and the way that greed, fame and lust can—and have—corrupted the motives of both lovers and enemies. If you are a fan of true crime, historical nonfiction and the Jazz Age, this is not a book to miss.”

			—BookPage (starred review)

			“The first time you pick up one of Karen Abbott’s books, you might find yourself double-checking the cover to make sure you’re not reading a novel. The pacing and tone will pull you in like a bestselling thriller, but the dozens of pages of citations and notes at the end of the book will quickly inform you that this is indeed a work of nonfiction….Abbott is a pro at captivating audiences with events of the past.”

			—Bustle

			“If you’re looking for a tale of intrigue, fortune, disgrace and murder with a Cincinnati twist, look no further than The Ghosts of Eden Park. A triumph of impeccable research and attention to detail, this New York Times bestseller feels like a Gatsby-era novel mixed with The Devil in the White City.”

			—CityBeat (Cincinnati)

			“Impressively researched…[Abbott’s] cinematic approach makes long-ago events appear to unfold in real time, and her eye for character quirks and telling images immerses readers in the decadence and corruption of the Roaring Twenties.”

			—Ellery Queen Mystery Magazine

			
			“Abbott continues her inquiry into sensational yet forgotten women’s lives in this riveting combination of social history and true crime…smart and delectable [and] generating lots of buzz.”

			—Booklist

			“A spirited history…Abbott recounts in tense, vivid detail Remus’s entanglement in intrigue, betrayal, madness, and violence….An entertaining tale ripped from the headlines of Jazz Age America.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“Karen Abbott has long shown a formidable talent for rescuing Gothic stories from the noirish margins of American history. In The Ghosts of Eden Park, she’s done it once again. Here is a high-proof narrative from the Age of Excess, populated with real-life gangsters and flapper girls, but also with plenty of surprising characters who cut against type. This Prohibition-era tale of trapdoors and false bottoms, of wicked pleasures and brilliant deceptions, springs to life on the page—and has Hollywood written all over it.”

			—HAMPTON SIDES, New York Times bestselling author of In the Kingdom of Ice

			“Few authors write as colorfully and compellingly about the past as Karen Abbott, particularly when bad behavior is involved. In The Ghosts of Eden Park, we meet the audacious, larger-than-life ‘King of the Bootleggers,’ George Remus, and the equally fascinating women who will seal his fate. Sex and greed, corruption and revenge, oceans of illegal booze—Abbott’s action-packed, riveting tale has it all.”

			—PAULA MCLAIN, New York Times bestselling author of The Paris Wife and Love and Ruin

			“In Karen Abbott’s hands, the saga of bootlegger George Remus is more than just a rollicking tale of money, obsession, and murder (although it is certainly that); it’s nonfiction’s answer to The Great Gatsby and an instant classic. Scrupulously researched and packed with jaw-dropping details, The Ghosts of Eden Park is the most thrilling narrative I have read in a long time.”

			—GILBERT KING, Pulitzer Prize–winning author of Devil in the Grove and Beneath a Ruthless Sun

			
			“In The Ghosts of Eden Park, historian Karen Abbott gifts us with a story of sex, madness, and murder in Jazz Age America that is as intoxicating as a hit of bootlegged bourbon. In Abbott’s hands, truth is not only stranger than fiction, it’s also a hell of a lot more thrilling. I couldn’t turn the pages fast enough.”

			—SUSANNAH CAHALAN, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Brain on Fire

			“A stellar achievement…Like a skilled bartender in an underground speakeasy, Karen Abbott expertly blends superb storytelling with immersive historical detail to create a heady cocktail of bootlegging, betrayal, and blood-dark passion. So vivid is the world she conjures that I could viscerally taste the whiskey and smell the sweat—and hear the gunshots too. The Ghosts of Eden Park has that bittersweet brilliance of all great books: though I couldn’t stop turning the pages, I never wanted it to end.”

			—KATE MOORE, New York Times bestselling author of The Radium Girls

			“The Ghosts of Eden Park is a story so strange, so salacious, it nearly defies belief. Exquisitely crafted and expertly rendered, this book weds high drama to rigorous scholarship. Karen Abbott has mastered the art of telling true stories as riveting and suspenseful as fiction.”

			—LINDSEY FITZHARRIS, bestselling author of The Butchering Art
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				The truth was that Jay Gatsby of West Egg, Long Island, sprang from his Platonic conception of himself. He was a son of God—a phrase which, if it means anything, means just that—and he must be about His Father’s business, the service of a vast, vulgar, and meretricious beauty. So he invented just the sort of Jay Gatsby that a seventeen-year-old boy would be likely to invent, and to this conception he was faithful to the end.

					—F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, The Great Gatsby

					I will wear my heart upon my sleeve for daws to peck at; I am not what I am.

					—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, Othello
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			AS STRANGE AS THIS story may seem, this is a work of nonfiction, with no invented dialogue. Everything that appears between quotation marks comes from a government file, archive, diary, letter, newspaper article, book, or, most often, a hearing or trial transcript. One transcript in particular, which numbered 5,500 pages in total, allowed me to accurately depict detailed scenes and entire conversations and to reveal characters’ thoughts, gestures, personalities, and histories. For the sake of brevity, some trial testimony has been condensed. A comprehensive list of endnotes and sources (including for each line of dialogue) appears at the end of the book.
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				Reckoning, 1927

				HE HAD BEEN WAITING for that morning, dreading it, aware it couldn’t be stopped. An hour ago he was eating breakfast and now here he was, chasing her through Eden Park. The sun, strong for the season, bludgeoned through his fedora and inflamed his bald head. His silk trousers whisked against his skin. He heard the swish of his wingtips through the grass, the rasping of his breath. On the road nearby a brigade of cars clamored in the rush hour traffic. The throaty engines, the blaring of horns, the people determined to be someplace else. Exhaust fumes burned in his nostrils. Somewhere behind him were his own blue Buick and his driver, abandoned. He’d learned she wanted to kill him. His brain had wandered to a shadowy land, somewhere between sanity and madness.

				For two years he had not been right. Friends and associates would attest to the difference, a stark split between then and now. He had long referred to himself in the third person, but such declarations became more frequent; there seemed an odd detaching, as if part of him had crept outside of his skin. With the slightest provocation—just a single, specific word—his face purpled and his features knotted into a ghastly cartoon. He spoke of a halo hovering above his head, whispering to him, marking him wherever he went. He described shooting stars only he could see, their tails imprinting bright, lingering bolts inside his closed eyes. He rambled incessantly about love and betrayal and revenge. He embarked on nationwide searches, hoping to validate every suspicion that tumbled through his mind. He announced, with unwavering conviction, that people from all corners wished him dead: gangsters in St. Louis, a certain woman federal official in Washington, D.C., and—worst of all—his wife, Imogene, who had razed his world to the ground. His Little Imo, his truest and sweetest, his Prime Minister, his centipede, his monkey, his gem; how would he ever forget those old, dead endearments from their past? He just wished to talk to her, he’d insist. Maybe he could stop what she had set in motion. He had little time left.

				
				And there she was, finally, close enough to touch.

				She sprinted faster, her black silk dress like a waving flag. He accelerated, everything but the sight of her falling away. They were even now, face-to-face beneath a gazebo, the autumn air just beginning to darken the leaves. He heard her voice, a sound that once upon a time made him mad with a boundless and wild joy. Between them rose a glint of silver and cream: a pearl-handled revolver.

				The crack of the bullet shook the birds from the trees.
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			THE HOUSE SEEMED OUT of a Bavarian fairy tale, rambling and turreted, laced with gingerbread cornicing and columns arched like sharp, imperious brows. It was the finest house in Price Hill, the finest neighborhood in Cincinnati, perched high above the Ohio River and its basin of residents and commerce: the downtown business district, the black families in the West End, and the German immigrants in Over-the-Rhine, where Prohibition forced breweries to sell root beer in the hope of surviving the law. Already he envisioned what his “dream palace” would become. A Roman garden, a baseball field, a heated pool, a library stocked with books—presidential biographies, the epic poems of Homer and Milton, tomes of mythology and obscure science that would testify to the surprising depths of his mind. In this house he would once again become someone new, a superior version of himself. In this house the world would come to know his name.

			George Remus would be forty-four years old that November of 1920, and had spent the first half of his life gathering momentum for the second. He was the embodiment of the new decade, a harbinger of its grandest excesses and darkest illusions. He endeavored to become the best in the country at his chosen profession—a profession that could not have flourished so dramatically in any other era, nor become so swiftly obsolete. As America reinvented itself Remus would do the same, living in rabid service to his own creation, protecting it at all costs.

			
			The cornerstone of this creation, the fulcrum that would allow him to pivot and rise, was Augusta Imogene Remus, formerly Augusta Imogene Holmes. Imogene, as she preferred, was thirty-five, with dark hair and eyes and a voluptuous figure better suited to the bustles and billowing sleeves of decades past. They’d met five years earlier at his office in downtown Chicago, where Remus had been one of the city’s preeminent defense attorneys and Imogene a “dust girl,” sweeping the floors and tidying his desk.

			She’d confided in him about her divorce, which had been plodding along painfully for years as she and her husband separated ten times before finally going to court. Remus could commiserate. He, too, had suffered marital strife. Lillian—his wife and the mother of his teenaged daughter, Romola—once filed for divorce charging “cruelty,” “pure malice,” and a habit of “coming home early in the morning.” They had subsequently reconciled, but their union remained tenuous.

			Imogene saw her chance.

			Remus accepted her as a client and promptly fell in love. He told Imogene everything, sharing long-buried tales of his past, the quirks and compulsions that shaped him now. He recounted his first memory: the journey from Germany to Garden Castle in 1883, when he was six years old, traveling with two sisters and a mother so beleaguered that, when questioned by immigration officials, she couldn’t recall the names of four other children who’d died. In America they reunited with Remus’s father, Franz (since anglicized to Frank), and settled in Chicago. Remus remembered his father coming home drunk from the corner saloon and evolving, week by week, into a mean and abusive alcoholic; he vowed that he would never drink a drop of alcohol.

			When Frank developed rheumatism and could no longer work, Remus quit the eighth grade to take a job at his uncle’s pharmacy on the city’s West Side, earning $5 per week. As his father’s rages worsened, Remus moved into the pharmacy, sleeping on a cot in the stockroom, going for months at a time without seeing his parents and siblings. He called himself a “druggist’s devil boy” and in this role experienced a valuable revelation: He could sell anything to anyone under any circumstance, no matter how outrageous his claims or unorthodox his delivery.

			
			At age nineteen he bought the drugstore from his uncle for the charitable price of $10, and during his years in the business he peddled all manner of dubious concoctions: Remus’s Cathartic Compound, Remus’s Cathartic Pills, a Remus “complexion remedy” containing mercury, Remus’s Lydia Pinkham Compound—presumably Lydia’s own legendary cocktail, for the relief of menstrual pain, wasn’t sufficiently potent—and his specialty, Remus’s Nerve Tonic, consisting of fluid extract of celery, sodium bromide, rhubarb, and a dash of a poisonous, hallucinogenic plant called henbane. Although he’d never finished his courses at the Chicago College of Pharmacy, he convinced his customers to call him “Doctor Remus.”

			When he switched careers and became a lawyer, he brought this salesmanship to his practice. He used the courtroom as an arena, leaping and pacing and prowling the length of the jury box. During the cross-examination of his clients he tore at his remaining rim of hair, sobbing and howling with abandon. Poignant episodes from history lent drama to Remus’s closing arguments; one judge was moved to tears by his description of Abraham Lincoln’s stint as a bartender. Detractors derided him with a nickname, “the Weeping, Crying Remus,” but admirers coined one of their own: “the Napoleon of the Chicago Bar.”

			In one famous case, Remus defended a husband accused of poisoning his wife. Throughout the trial he kept the poison in question on his table, in full view of the jury. During his closing argument Remus raised the bottle aloft and swiped it slowly across the air, so that the jury got a clear look of the skull and crossbones on its label.

			“There has been a lot of talk of poison in this case,” he said. “But it is a lot of piffle. Look!”

			As the jury gasped, he swallowed the poison and continued with his closing argument, aware that they all expected him to drop dead. When he didn’t, the jury returned with an acquittal. Only later did Remus reveal his trick: Drawing on his pharmaceutical background, he had first ingested an elixir that neutralized the poison.

			

			—

			
			In this same way he sold himself to Imogene Holmes. He would handle her divorce, and she needn’t worry about his fee; in fact, she could quit her job as a dust girl and money would be no concern. He would pay the rent on her apartment in Evanston, north of Chicago, and spend more time there than he did at home with his wife. He would give Imogene allowance money, $100 checks to spend as she wished. He would rescue her from “the gutter” and “make a lady out of her.” He would adore her and be true to her. He would protect her and her eleven-year-old daughter, Ruth, from all unsavory people and circumstances.

			One evening in the spring of 1919, that promise was tested. A local plumber knocked on Imogene’s door claiming he had found the girl’s watch and wanting a $15 reward for its return. Imogene thought that $5 would suffice. An argument ensued.

			Remus had always enjoyed confrontation, physical or mental. His stout stature—five foot six and 205 pounds—belied his agility and strength. He boasted of his history as a competitive swimmer and how, as a young man, he’d set an endurance record by spending nearly six hours in frigid Lake Michigan. During his stint as a pharmacist he once argued with a customer who complained that a certain liniment had scalded his chest; Remus dragged the man outside and settled the matter by slapping him in the face. When a group of women gathered at his drugstore to protest his “poisonous potions,” Remus doused them with ammonia. As a lawyer he had a history of attacking opposing counsel and throwing punches over witness testimony, sometimes ending up in a tangle of limbs on the courtroom floor. His hubris was equaled only by a concern that someone, someday, might get the best of him.

			Standing in Imogene’s doorway, Remus, wearing slippers, launched himself at the plumber, punched him in the eye, revamped his nose, knocked out a tooth, and chased him onto the lawn.

			The plumber pressed charges, and Remus represented himself.

			“I acted in self-defense as any red-blooded man with a spark of chivalry would have acted,” he argued. “This ruffian of a plumber was disturbing a lady. He was rough housing, loud mouthed, irrelevant, and immaterial about the premises, and I only forcibly applied a perfectly good and legal writ of ejectment.”

			
			After five minutes of deliberation, the jury returned a verdict of not guilty.

			His wife, Lillian, filed for divorce a second and final time. In her petition she once again accused Remus of cruelty, claiming that on several occasions he beat, punched, struck, choked, and kicked her. Remus agreed to a settlement reflective of his success: a lump sum of $50,000, $25 per week in alimony, and $30,000 in a trust for their daughter, Romola. He moved out of their home for good, allowing Imogene to defend him in the press.

			“He is a perfect gentleman,” she insisted, “and anything his wife says to the contrary is false. The trouble with modern wives is this: They don’t know how to treat their husbands. A husband should be given all the rope he wants…he will never hang himself.”

			In response, Lillian made another disturbing allegation. She claimed to the press that Remus, on several occasions, had ended his affair with Imogene, ordering her to stay away from his office and home. But Imogene persisted, following him down Clark Street during the day and lurking outside their windows at night, flashing a gun and insisting that they were meant to be together.
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			With a new fiancée, home, and stepdaughter-to-be, Remus once again sought to update his life, discarding any piece of his past that seemed ill fit for his future. He included his career in this evaluation and noticed that his docket had filled with a new type of defendant: men charged with violating the Volstead Act, ratified in January 1920 to enforce the 18th Amendment, which prohibited the manufacture, sale, or transportation of alcohol to, from, or within the United States. Remus considered the law to be unreasonable and nearly impossible to enforce, and his clients were proving him right, making astonishing profits from what he called “petty, hip-pocket bootlegging.” They paid retainers in cash right away, fanning the bills across his desk, and never complained about fines imposed by the court, no matter how steep. He noticed that their customers were the “so-called best people,” whose primary gripe in life was the difficulty in getting good whiskey. It occurred to him that this demand must be spreading across the country, and that if his clients—“men without any brains at all”—were succeeding, then he himself had “a chance to clean up.”

			
			Seeking to launch a large-scale operation, he scoured the Volstead Act, finding a loophole in Title II, Section 6: With a physician’s prescription, it was legal to buy and use liquor for “medicinal purposes”—a provision he deemed, in a customary flourish of language, “the greatest comedy, the greatest perversion of justice, that I have ever known of in any civilized country in the world.” A plan took shape in his mind. As a licensed pharmacist, he had the knowledge necessary to exploit the law on a national scale. As a criminal defense attorney, he had significant insight into the mindset and machinations of the underworld. As a lifelong teetotaler, he could view the liquor business objectively. And as a risk-taker, he craved the thrill and excitement of outwitting not only his competitors but also the federal government.

			He devised his strategy, each step meticulously considered and potential hazards addressed:

			
					
					Close his Chicago law practice and move to Cincinnati, since 80 percent of the country’s pre-Prohibition bonded whiskey was stored within 300 miles of the city.

				

					
					Buy distilleries to gain possession of thousands of gallons of that whiskey.

				

					
					Acquire wholesale drug companies, always listing someone else as the owner.

				

					
					Under the guise of these drug companies, obtain withdrawal permits that would allow him to remove whiskey from his warehouses and, in theory, sell it on the medicinal market.

				

					
					Bribe state Prohibition directors to ignore abnormally large withdrawals.

				

					
					Organize a transportation company to provide for distribution and arrange for his own employees to hijack his own trucks—thereby diverting all of that technically legal, curative whiskey into the illicit market at any price he named. Essentially, he would be robbing Remus to pay Remus.

				

			

			He called this massive octopus of an enterprise “the Circle.”
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			Imogene had sold herself to Remus, too; she was malleable, receptive to his schemes, eager to mold herself into his ideal. She and her daughter, Ruth, would be his new family. She would keep his darkest secrets and uphold all of his lies. She would not tell anyone that Remus had always been terrified of ghosts. She would not divulge that his brother, Herman, had died in an insane asylum. She would not mention that Remus had never officially become an American citizen. She would never repeat the strange story behind his father’s death: Frank and Remus’s mother, Marie, had engaged in a barroom brawl, which culminated in a bash to his head; he died on the way to the hospital. To protect his mother and to keep her from speaking indiscriminately to the coroner, Remus locked her in the attic for three days, until the inquest was over.

			Remus chose to believe that his past was safe with Imogene, to entrust her with his future. En route to Cincinnati, on June 25, 1920, they stopped in Newport, Kentucky, to get married, with Ruth as their witness. Once in the Queen City he rented a suite at the Sinton Hotel, Cincinnati’s answer to New York’s Hotel Astor, featuring opera concerts, a writing room, and a Louis XVI candy shop. They would live there until renovations were complete on the Price Hill mansion, which had once belonged to Henry Lackman, proprietor of a now-shuttered brewery. “We must buy the Lackman place,” Imogene had urged; it would be a monument to their new start and status, a grandiose barrier to the past. Remus bought the home for $75,000, a record for a residential sale in Cincinnati and a fraction of the amount he’d stashed in a local bank under an alias.

			As a surprise for his new bride he put the deed in Imogene’s name, one of many decisions he would come to regret.
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			Q. How long did George Remus live at home, and what did he do?

			A. Until he was about fourteen years old. Then I took him to the drugstore of my brother, as he always wanted to make money to assist the family.

			Q. Where was George confirmed?

			A. By Reverend Landrech, minister of the Lutheran Church on the West Side.

			Q. Did he continue to work in the drugstore until he married?

			A. My brother had another store and he sent George there. George ate his meals where he worked so as to save money and send the money to me.

			Q. What kind of a boy was George, with reference to looking after his mother and family?

			A. A fine boy. He always sent the money home. When his father would want money to buy beer, and I would not give it to him, George would always give his father the money.

			Q. Did he continue to help the family after he was married [to Imogene]?

			A. Yes, always. And his wife got mad.
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			ONCE SETTLED IN CINCINNATI, Remus hustled to establish himself. With financing from the Lincoln National Bank, where he kept an account under the name “John P. Alexander,” he purchased a retail drugstore downtown and converted it into a wholesale drug company, a transformation that required an additional investment and an intricate sleight of hand. After stocking the shelves with $50,000 worth of drugs and toiletries, he secured a basic permit to withdraw and sell whiskey. As soon as that company had withdrawn as much liquor as it could without attracting suspicion, he closed that drug company, organized another one, and shipped over the initial supply of drugs and toiletries.

			He repeated this process and also bought existing wholesale drug companies: two in New York, a few more in Cincinnati, and the Kentucky Drug Company, just across the river in Covington. He also purchased his own distillery, H. E. Pogue in Maysville, Kentucky, and entered negotiations for several others. He observed that Cincinnati bootleggers conducted business brazenly, without interference from either city police or federal agents—even though Ohio was the headquarters of the Anti-Saloon League (the state conformed to the country-wide tendency for cities to be “wet” and rural counties “dry”). Discreet inquiries revealed the names and prices of local Prohibition officers willing to be “fixed,” an expenditure of ten dollars for every case of whiskey withdrawn.

			
			He assembled a diverse group of associates to fulfill specific roles in his organization: “confidential men” to bait law enforcement into accepting bribes; a “traffic man” to assist with transportation; secretaries to falsify paperwork; a personal chauffeur; and a personal cook. George Conners, whom Remus called “the man, Friday,” would act as his fearless and savvy lieutenant. Remus met Conners, a lifelong resident of Cincinnati and a local real estate broker, while negotiating for distilleries, and the bootlegger liked him instantly. Finally, there were the “all-around man,” Harry Brown, who happened to be Imogene’s brother, and Imogene herself, upon whom Remus bestowed the unofficial title of “Prime Minister.”

			Remus promised she would be his “partner in everything.” She would oversee business records and plans that he could not share with anyone else. He would seek her input on potential deals. He would invite her to invest personal funds—meaning her allowance—in his enterprises. There was nobody in the world whom he trusted so fully, and he felt confident in placing both his livelihood and his heart in her lovely and clever hands.

			The Circle began to spin. Within the year, Remus would own 35 percent of all the liquor in the United States.
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			Remus feared neither the police nor Prohibition officials but whiskey pirates, those bands of roving thieves who targeted bootleggers across the country, swooping down on warehouses, binding and gagging the watchmen, cutting telephone wires, and stealing every last barrel inside.

			As word of the Circle spread, Remus knew that he would be a target. His fear was realized one night when he and his driver were returning to Cincinnati from Covington, Kentucky, with cases of whiskey piled high in the back of the truck. They were halfway across the bridge when a touring car veered from its lane to block their path. Remus’s driver abandoned the truck and fled frantically in the direction of Cincinnati, leaving Remus to fend for himself. Four men leapt onto the running board of Remus’s truck, brandishing automatics and shouting a single command: “Stick ’em up high!” Each of them aimed his gun directly at Remus’s head.

			
			Remus’s driver carried a revolver, but he’d taken it with him when he ran. Remus himself was unarmed. His mind clicked into action, assessing the situation: The location of the holdup was to his advantage, since policemen were typically stationed at either end of the bridge. At the sound of gunfire, they would move to block the pirates’ escape.

			“Pull your triggers!” Remus dared them. “Shoot, you cowards, and if you do you’ll never live to tell the tale!”

			He knew he had just a fraction of a second to make a move. He catapulted himself forward with the force and form of a diver. He caught the men by surprise, windmilling his thick arms until he connected with a set of ribs, sending their owner tumbling backward. Then something crashed brutally against the top of his head, as if dropped from several stories above, an impact that folded his body in half and brought him to his knees. He righted himself and swung again, catching another pirate with his boulder of a fist. The butt of an automatic carved a second hole in his scalp, sending him back to the ground. Again he staggered to his feet, blood veiling his eyes. Whirling around, Remus trapped his assailant in his arms, hoisted him above his head, and stumbled to the side of the bridge, intending to heave the pirate into the water below. Instead he collided with the railing and crashed to the ground, stunned.

			An uninjured pirate slid behind the wheel of Remus’s truck and exhorted his comrades to hurry and join him. One retrieved the dazed pirate, dragging him away from the bridge and into the touring car. Remus battled with the last, swinging his arms wildly, his target barely visible through a sheen of blood. The pirate disengaged and climbed into Remus’s truck. Both vehicles started their engines.

			But Remus was not ready to yield the fight. He hauled himself up to the running board of his truck and tried to pry his rival from the driver’s seat. One last bash on the head hurled him back to the ground, and this time he knew he had lost.

			The truck pulled away, the touring car following close behind. Remus swiped the blood from his eyes, crossed the bridge into Cincinnati, and hailed a taxicab to the hospital to get stitches for his wounds. Lesson learned: In the future, all liquor shipments would be accompanied by a convoy of armed guards.

			
			The following week, Remus tracked down the pirates’ leader, who surprised him with a compliment: “You have more guts than twenty men and deserved to keep your liquor.” Remus laughed and hired a few of the leader’s men to drive his trucks, insurance against future attacks. As an extra precaution, he asked his main lieutenant, George Conners, to find him a safer, more secluded storage facility, one that could serve him for years to come.
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			Conners was Remus’s physical and psychological opposite—and therefore his perfect complement. He had a wiry, compact build, with bullet eyes and a reserved nature, as protective of his thoughts and speech as Remus was effusive with his. He was a devoted husband and the father of a baby girl. The son of poor Irish immigrants, Conners had worked for the Democratic State Committee before becoming a real estate agent. He maintained excellent connections with local officials and businessmen; if Remus needed a new facility, Conners could find it.

			He soon informed Remus of a perfect location—accessible by trucks and so easily defended that two men could ward off an entire army. Together they drove out toward the small town of Cheviot, ten miles west of the city. They turned down Lick Run Road, a long, twisty passage devoid of any other traffic that narrowed as they approached its end. Hundreds of pear trees touched branches to form a canopy of leaves above them, giving the impression that a forest awaited on the other side.

			Instead, a two-story, clapboard farmhouse came into view, accented by three adjacent barns and a scattering of outbuildings. Amidst this cluster of buildings stood a heavy, unshaven man who looked to be in his mid-fifties. He introduced himself as George Dater and said that he owned the place. He had a small business growing grapes and manufacturing wine, but his profits had plummeted since Prohibition, and he was hoping to rent out the farm for storage privileges. He had one condition: The renters had to be willing and able to remove the liquor at a moment’s notice. Remus offered $100 per week, and the deal was done.

			The following day Remus and Conners arrived with a truckload of whiskey and began unloading cases—250 in all. Dater grew unsettled as he watched. He did not live on the farm alone. His hired hand, Johnny Gehrum, occupied a few rooms with his wife and four small children.

			
			“We’re all going to get pinched,” Dater said, hopping from foot to foot.

			“Get out of the way and shut up,” Conners responded, and he and Remus continued their work until the space was full.

			They began remaking the property into an impregnable fortress. A company of marksmen stood guard at all hours. The property’s position at the bottom of the hill helped them monitor traffic; they could see anyone descending the slim path heading to the farm, yet they themselves could not be seen. Every imaginable means of protection—shotguns, pistols, automatics—was stashed at strategic points.

			An old voting booth was repurposed as a watchtower and stationed just outside of the entrance, where the guard assessed each potential customer. In the central barn, opposite Dater’s farmhouse, armed guards lay prone in the hayloft. The barn itself was connected by an electric buzzer to the second floor of the house, where another guard kept watch during the night. Approved customers proceeded to the yard and dimmed their headlights three times in quick succession. At this signal, the men in the barn pressed the buzzer, and from the second-story window flashed the bold globe of a floodlight, usurping the moon and illuminating everything below.

			The compound soon earned the moniker “Death Valley Farm,” in honor of the pirates who tried to trespass and were never seen again.

			

			—

			The Circle never once paused. Twenty-four hours, seven days per week, Remus’s fleet of 147 trucks blackened the roads. Children playing on Queen City Avenue, along the route to Death Valley, halted their games long enough to cry, “There go the whiskey trucks!” Prohibition had cost thousands of jobs in liquor-related industries, affecting bartenders, waitstaff, truckers, barrel makers, and glass workers. Remus welcomed three thousand men to his payroll, becoming one of the largest employers in the city and a de facto hero—providing not only quality whiskey but also the money to buy it.

			
			Operations grew so complicated that he bought a six-story office building in downtown Cincinnati and spent $74,000 in renovations, complete with custom furniture and mosaic tiles that wove the name “Remus” throughout the lobby floor. Here he held meetings with his depot men and other subordinates, plotting ways to reach his ultimate goal: to gain possession of all of America’s whiskey and become the country’s sole bootlegger.

			Remus embraced his new persona, adding and subtracting traits and nuances, shading and sharpening his lines. He stuffed each sentence until it was filled to bursting, never using one word where a half dozen might do: “I must corral myself together”; “the egregious and excruciating principle at stake”; “from the teeming fullness of my grateful heart.” When his temper was cowed he was excessively polite, lacing his speech with such entreaties as “if you please” and “if I may” and “will you pardon my saying” and “may I observe here,” certain words tinged with a German accent. He smiled less often than he laughed, a startling, aggressive clatter that invaded both silence and conversation at inopportune times.

			He developed a fastidiousness that bordered on phobia. He grew keenly attuned to dirt and disarray; to flaws in schemes not yet hatched; to any threat of restricted freedom in body or mind. Piece by piece he replaced his wardrobe with bespoke suits made of silk, so that it was the only material touching his skin. He could not tolerate the feel of a button at the back of his collar, pressing against his neck. He never wore underwear.

			To underscore his importance, he began referring to himself in the third person. “Remus was in the whiskey business,” he’d say, “and Remus was the biggest man in the business. Cincinnati was the American mecca for good liquor, and America had to come to Remus to get it.” In this way, over time, he developed the ability to consider even the most personal of matters with an objective distance, as if a stranger had stolen his thoughts and fears and decided, unilaterally, how to act upon them.
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			Although Remus felt invincible, Prohibition officials in Washington had begun to take notice of suspicious activity in Ohio. In the fall of 1920, shortly before the election of President Warren G. Harding, the Treasury Department contacted William Mellin, a thirty-two-year-old professional wiretapper based in New York. They sent him to Cincinnati, where he rented the room in the Sinton Hotel next to Remus’s and secured a duplicate of his key.

			
			One morning when Remus, Imogene, and Ruth were out, Mellin let himself in and noted that Remus’s telephone extension was 707. In the hotel cellar, he located the terminals for 707 and bridged that extension to the one in his own room. Whenever Remus’s phone rang, his would ring, too.

			Over the course of one day, Mellin ascertained, a total of forty-four people visited Remus’s suite, many of them local Prohibition agents or deputy marshals. Remus paid graft money to each visitor, averaging $1,000 apiece, and coordinated his next shipment: Eighteen freight cars crammed with whiskey were on the way from Covington. After organizing his notes, Mellin contacted a federal official in Cincinnati.

			“Here’s the dope on Remus,” he said. “What do I do now?”

			Silently the official read through Mellin’s report. Finally, he said, “My boy, come back tomorrow.”

			Mellin did so and reminded the official that he had information about Remus.

			“Son, where is your home office?” the official asked.

			“New York,” Mellin told him.

			“Son,” the official said again, “there’s times when a man has to be practical in this business. It’s only a few weeks to election, and the information you’ve dug up is political dynamite. The men you spied on—the agents and marshals—are political appointees. Go back to New York and forget about it.”

			Mellin thought it over and decided, instead, to report his findings to Washington, D.C. As the election results came in and the Harding administration took power, Mellin kept waiting for a response. It never came.
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			IN THE SPRING OF 1921, shortly after Harding’s inauguration, Remus received a call from an old Chicago law colleague named Elijah Zoline. Someone in the Department of Justice—a close friend of Attorney General Harry Daugherty, no less—had made it known that the government was willing, even eager, to conduct business with bootleggers. For a certain price, Remus could obtain an unlimited number of genuine government withdrawal permits. Should Remus be interested, Zoline could arrange a meeting on neutral territory, in New York City.

			Given the ever-expanding scope of the Circle and its attendant hazards, Remus was interested. With each whiskey withdrawal he took the chance that an honest Prohibition director would discover that subordinates were selling permits. To mitigate this issue, Remus had obtained (for the paltry investment of $1.48) a rubber stamp facsimile of a local Prohibition director’s signature, which would allow him to circumvent the standard approval procedure. But large-scale forgery also posed obvious risks. Buying authentic permits directly from the federal government, as Zoline was suggesting, would both streamline the process and diminish its dangers.

			On the appointed day Remus and Zoline waited in the lobby of the Commodore Hotel in midtown Manhattan, their table veiled by a phalanx of white marble pillars and cascading ferns. Remus watched the man swing through the doors and approach them. He was an odd-looking character, wide and squat, with a florid complexion and a coarse, bristled moustache that appeared unevenly trimmed. Black wire glasses imprinted on fleshy cheeks. He dressed with monochromatic precision, choosing the same neutral shade for his hat, tie, tweed suit, handkerchief, and silk socks. A diamond and ruby ring provided the lone spot of color.

			
			Zoline made the introductions—George Remus, meet Jess Smith—and left them alone to talk, their words obscured by the soft hush of a nearby fountain.

			Smith spoke first, each word launching flecks of spittle into the air between them. He had heard that Remus was a “reasonably large operator” in the whiskey industry. For a “consideration” he would provide Remus with all of the permits he would need to withdraw the pre-Prohibition booze from his warehouses. Moreover, these permits would bear the authentic signatures of various state Prohibition officials who reported to the Justice Department—a bit of insurance if Remus encountered any suspicious authorities. As they both knew, one permit allowed for the withdrawal of one case of liquor, comprised of three gallons. What cut could he expect from Remus?

			Remus thought it over. For each permit he would pay Smith $1.50 to $2.50—a sliding scale, he explained, depending on the size of the shipment. The first permit would name the Central Drug Company in New York, which Remus already owned, and the Fleischmann Distillery in Cincinnati, which he planned to buy imminently.

			With that settled, the men moved to the next topic of discussion. Smith offered to use his political clout—in particular, his relationship with Attorney General Daugherty—to protect Remus from legal trouble. If Remus found himself in a “showdown” and was prosecuted for bootlegging, Smith promised that no conviction would come of it. And if for some inexplicable reason Remus were convicted, Smith would arrange a deus ex machina in the form of a pardon from Daugherty. For this service, Smith would accept $50,000, for starters. Without hesitation, Remus reached into his pockets and produced $50,000, all in $1,000 bills.

			The men shook hands, agreeing to meet again soon.
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				Down the hall from Jess Smith’s desk, in Room 501 of the Department of Justice Building, sat Mabel Walker Willebrandt, the assistant attorney general of the United States and the most powerful woman in the country. Just nine months earlier she, along with all other adult female citizens, had been granted the right to vote. She was thirty-two, only five years out of law school, and had yet to prosecute a single criminal case. That soon would change, as she was responsible for all Prohibition-related matters in the country, identifying top bootleggers and bringing them to justice.

			Like Remus, Willebrandt had always felt destined for grand and public endeavors. A persistent sense of melancholy had chased her over the years, and leaping into the unknown proved to be the only certain cure. “For all of my life,” she wrote, “I have had the most uncanny feeling against which I have often struggled, that seems always to say to me, ‘You are marked to step into a crisis some time, as the instrument of God.’ It seems that it may mean danger or disgrace, or in some way cause me agony of the heart, but I can’t escape it.”

			A call from an old law professor had led to this new and intriguing path. There was a vacancy at the federal level, he explained: Annette Abbott Adams, the assistant attorney general during Woodrow Wilson’s second term, had resigned, and Republicans—eager to curry favor with recently triumphant suffragists—wanted another woman to replace her. Soon after this call came a telegram from Attorney General Daugherty, imploring her to come to Washington to meet President Harding.

			For the first time in her life, Willebrandt hesitated.

			

			—

			She certainly had the temperament for the job. Born in a sod dugout on a remote Kansas plain, Willebrandt had come up in the waning decades of the American frontier, a time and place that demanded the same resourcefulness of women as it did of men and that punished them with equal severity if they failed to comply. Her home was a nine-by-twelve-foot tent, pitched and struck on plains in Kansas and Missouri and Oklahoma, her parents fleeing natural disasters and chasing unsustainable dreams. One of her earliest memories was of a flash flood rampaging through their tent, her mother overturning the kitchen table to use as a raft until the waters receded.

			
			Her parents, both descendants of German pioneers, worked tirelessly to shape her character. Once, when she was seven, her father scolded her for “acting like a child,” a rebuke she took as a compliment. “He must think of me as bigger, older, and with larger capacities than a child! To what seven-year-old is that no inspiration and challenge!” When she bit a pet cat’s ear, her father bit hers in turn. She developed a ruling philosophy, to which she would adhere for the rest of her life: “Look above and beyond the immediate task.” Before she milked the cow on their Kansas farm, she carefully arranged the animal toward the west so that she could view the sunset as she worked. “Life has few petted darlings,” she always said, and she did not consider herself one of them.

			At age thirteen she began formal schooling and cast her mind in all directions, analyzing every fact it caught. After challenging a principal on the doctrine of the virgin birth, she was promptly expelled. When she began her own teaching career in 1908, she assembled a résumé claiming a nearly unfathomable range of expertise: English language, English literature, English composition, grammar, elocution, penmanship, American history, modern history, English history, ancient history, Latin, arithmetic, algebra, geometry, nature study, botany, zoology, biology, physiology, physiography, civics, geography, pedagogy, public school music, freehand drawing, domestic science, household economy, clay modeling, and even gymnastics and baseball. She did not abide disrespect from her students. On one occasion, after threatening to discipline one boy with a rod, he attacked her with a knife. With one deft move, she wrested the weapon from his grasp and delivered what she later termed an “enthusiastic licking.”

			She moved to South Pasadena, where she not only served as principal and eighth grade teacher at Lincoln Park Elementary School but also attended law school full-time at the University of Southern California. During her last semester, she worked pro bono in the police courts, wielding her ferocious intelligence and fearless demeanor on behalf of her exclusively female client base. As Los Angeles’s first female public defender, she argued two thousand cases, with a particular focus on prostitution. Infuriated that “johns” were rarely apprehended and forced to appear in court, she utilized a procedure that enabled her defendants to request jury trials—thereby making the men’s presence mandatory. She avoided sentimentality in favor of honest, pragmatic support. When one client, a madam, sought advice about “going straight,” Willebrandt assessed the woman’s finances, determined that she could retire after six more months, and even loaned her some money to help with her fresh start.

			
			She could have continued in private practice, working on mortgage cases and volunteering as a public defender, but Washington beckoned. Her bank account was so depleted that she had to borrow train fare and a new blouse to wear once she arrived. On the morning of her meeting with Harding, she took her daily ice-cold bath and fastened her hearing aid, on which she’d increasingly depended over the previous few years while straining to hear witnesses and the mutterings of opposing counsel. The bathroom mirror reflected her face, unpainted and unpowdered and dominated by her eyes: large and deeply set, absorbing everything but reflecting little back, collecting secrets while betraying none of her own. For one hour she painstakingly styled her hair so that it concealed the hearing aid and then tucked the batteries into her bosom.

			Willebrandt had several misgivings about the position. For one, she had never planned to become a prosecutor, always having enjoyed “being on the other side.” Her long-term ambition was to practice civil law, not criminal. She would have to disengage entirely from her private practice, leaving her partners to fend for themselves. Disquieting questions took root in her mind: What if she were a mere token, a woman meant to do nothing but check a box? Would she find herself in a vacuous, toothless government post, catering to cronies rather than upholding the law?

			Harding managed to put her at ease. She liked him immediately, finding him “tall, benevolent, interested, and gracious.” His “irrepressible friendliness” appeared to be both his greatest strength and most evident weakness. She sensed that he preferred privacy and quiet to the bustle of public life, an inclination she well understood.

			

			—

			
			The job of assistant attorney general would be like none she’d ever held before; in fact, like no job anyone had held before, as it involved an entirely new division of the Justice Department focusing on an entirely new law. She would be in charge of federal income taxes, prisons, and, most important, all issues relating to the Volstead Act. That she herself had not supported Prohibition—and, before its passage, had enjoyed the occasional glass of wine—would not deter her from ruthlessly enforcing it.

			She had to prepare herself for the scale of the task. The United States had two long, craggy borders and eighteen thousand miles of coastline, all of it unnervingly porous. Airplane fleets smuggled gallons of liquor from Mexico to San Antonio, Texas, where it was hidden beneath bales of hay and transported by truck. From Canada, eight to ten fleets landed each night at different spots on the Michigan peninsula, guided by searchlights. During their daily dumps in the Atlantic Ocean, New York garbage scows met with rum ships and hauled spirits back to shore. There were liquor-filled torpedoes landing on Long Island, liquor in bottle-shaped buoys waiting to be collected, ships hauling liquor in dummy smokestacks, specialized “liquor submarines” that raised and lowered out of sight, and seagoing tugs with compartments hiding enough liquor for thirty New Year’s Eve parties—all of them slipping past the Coast Guard, whose men were paid to look the other way.

			The illicit liquor trade thrived equally within the borders, owing to the staggering quantities of pre-Prohibition alcohol available across the country: More than five hundred distilleries had boasted an annual output of 286 million gallons of spirits of all kinds; more than 1,200 breweries had produced hundreds of millions of gallons of beer. How easy it was to pinpoint loopholes in the law and exploit its exemptions, to re-create your own home as a small-scale distillery, to deliver your product to thousands of thirsty customers through any subversive means. The term bootlegger, originally applied to liquor dealers who concealed flasks in their boot tops while trading on Indian reservations, grew in popularity and scope. Now anyone could be a bootlegger, and boots were far from the only vessel employed.

			Amputees hid booze in their hollowed wooden legs. Women tied pints to each string of their corsets. Barbershops stocked whiskey in tonic bottles on their shelves. A raid on a soda parlor in Helena, Montana, uncovered squirt guns with a two-drink capacity. Farmers hid stills in goat barns, cowsheds, and cesspools, with entrances through tunnels. Professional bootleggers, worried about a glut in the market, dropped the price of a pint from $4 to $2.

			
			Competition in the liquor trade was surging—and violence along with it. In Chicago, longtime gangster James “Big Jim” Colosimo was executed in his own restaurant. In Douglas, Arizona, four agents were shot within a week. In Cincinnati, whiskey pirates preyed upon the bootleggers, confrontations that erupted into gun battles and resulted in a significant number of deaths. For Willebrandt to be successful, she would need public support, a force of incorruptible “dry” agents, and a sustained stretch of good luck.

			Willebrandt had only one discernible shortcoming, joked President Harding at the conclusion of their meeting: her youth. Laughing, she assured him that she would soon outgrow it.
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			Her office was dominated by a gleaming mahogany desk the size of a barge, upon which sat a candlestick phone and a rubber stamp facsimile of her signature—a useful tool, considering her wild, erratic scribble, whose sloping trajectory across the page suggested overindulgence of the California clarets she so loved and missed. She unpacked notebooks, legal pads, leather-bound reference tomes with gilt edges and butter-hued pages. On the wall behind her swivel chair she hung a quote by Cotton Mather: “There has been an old complaint that a good lawyer is seldom a good neighbor. You know how to confute it, gentlemen, by making your skill in law a blessing to your neighborhood.”

			Her personal staff of six—three attorneys, two stenographers, one secretary—stopped by to introduce themselves. They gave her a nickname: “The Queen.” Her salary was $7,500 per year, the same amount paid to members of Congress. In long biographical articles, reporters called her the “pretty and young” lawyer and wondered if she would disprove “the age-old adage that woman is governed exclusively by the emotions and not by logic.” She insisted to them that women should not be appointed to public office solely because they were women; such a policy would be unfair to the public generally and to women in particular. “At the same time,” she clarified, “I am enough of a feminist to hold the opinion that there is no professional or public duty which a woman is not capable of performing.”

			
			Willebrandt would learn quickly that bootleggers represented just one facet of the challenge ahead. The other, just as daunting, was politics. None of her bosses had much interest in waging the war on liquor alongside her, from President Harding on down. If they had, a woman just out of law school with no prosecutorial experience would hardly have been their first choice.

			During his career as an Ohio senator, Harding was dry in name only, a position adopted solely to avoid the enmity of the Anti-Saloon League. He believed that Prohibition was futile and, unlike Willebrandt, declined to follow the spirit of the law by abstaining in his personal life. One of his first acts as president was to have $1,800 worth of liquor—all purchased before January 16, 1920—transported from his home on Wyoming Avenue to the White House. Although Harding maintained decorum in the White House’s public rooms, he served it openly upstairs during frequent card games with his friends and appointees, including Harry Daugherty and his assistant, Jess Smith.

			The secretary of the Treasury, Andrew Mellon, whose department housed the Prohibition Bureau, was an avowed wet who openly loathed the 18th Amendment. Before its ratification the banking mogul had invested millions in the liquor trade, even purchasing the Old Overholt rye distillery, said to produce America’s oldest brand of whiskey. Prohibition Commissioner Roy Haynes, a Harding appointee and the country’s preeminent dry spokesman, personally ensured that poker parties at the “Little Green House on K Street”—a Victorian townhouse occupied by fellow members of the president’s “Ohio Gang”—had plenty of liquor on hand, often sending cases in Wells Fargo wagons driven by armed guards (Willebrandt called Haynes “a politician in sheep’s clothing”). Jess Smith visited the Little Green House often, as did numerous bootleggers who needed favors from the federal government, including the withdrawal permits that allowed access to pre-Prohibition whiskey.

			Even though Smith’s desk was so close to her own, Willebrandt had no idea what he did during the workday or what sort of work he aimed to do. She did know that after Daugherty’s wife, Lucie, went to Baltimore’s Johns Hopkins Hospital for arthritis treatment, the attorney general and Smith had moved in together, sharing a suite at the Wardman Park Hotel. As far as Willebrandt could tell, Smith seemed to be a “kind of half servant and half glorified valet” who ran errands, buying railroad tickets for the attorney general and carrying his briefcase. Daugherty himself told Willebrandt, “Oh, don’t pay any attention to Jess. If I have any directions for you, I will give them to you. There is a telephone on my desk and I will reach you.”

			
			Her first assignment, passed along by Daugherty, came in the form of a telegram. Its author was James R. Clark, an Ohio-based federal district attorney who described an “almost unbelievable condition” in Cincinnati. Although his office had successfully prosecuted a number of Prohibition cases, they were now facing “one of such magnitude and so far-reaching” that they needed Washington’s assistance. A thorough investigation by capable agents would, in his opinion, “stamp out in this community the so-called ‘Whiskey Ring.’ ”

			Willebrandt opened a brown folder labeled “Department of Justice: Mail and Files Division” and slipped the telegram inside. She would soon scrawl one word across the folder, underlined with a heavy hand: REMUS.
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			Q. What was your business before you were a farm manager?

			A. Assistant buyer for Carson, Pirie, Scott & Company at the store at State and Madison.

			Q. When did you first become acquainted with [Imogene Remus]?

			A. I would say 1917, without being positive. The last year of the war before the Armistice was signed.

			Q. How did you become acquainted with her at that time?

			A. We were putting on a great drive of washing machines and electric ironers, and she came on to the floor for the purpose of buying one. She was turned over to me, that being my department. It was just being installed under my directions, and I subsequently sold her an ironing machine and a washing machine on the installment plan.

			Q. Did she pay for it?

			A. She made a few payments, a month or two months.

			Q. Who paid the balance?

			A. Mr. Remus finished the payment. Not as payments, but he finished it in a lump sum.

			Q. Did you ever have any conversation with her during that period of time about George Remus?

			A. On several occasions she told me that he was a good guy, that she would get what he had, that she was going to nick him…she said that she was going to “Roll him for his roll.” Those were her words. She told me she would get what he had and she would show him how to get more….She said she would marry him if she had to but that she didn’t want to.
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