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IN THE DISTANT GLARE of the sun, from deep below the thick canopy of trees, rose an inhuman scream. Unheard, unanswered, for nature is its only witness.

The New York Times - Report from Harold Katz, December 1, 1930:

Soon some privileged people will be celebrating the end of 1930. As for the rest of us average New-Yorkers, we will try to end as best we can, another long and difficult year. Already twelve months into the biggest depression our country has ever experienced, and I must say that the only positive headline is that the rate of suicide has somewhat slowed down. For the rest my friends, you know as much as I do. What I want to tell you instead is that for a few, life goes on magnificently, and I thought you may like to discover who they are. I have chosen as the representative of this elite group, the renown Arnold Rutherford. Why him? Simply because, you, my readers have all heard of him at some time or another. He does make it his business to be in the news. I think we can agree that physically, there is nothing exceptional about the man. Tall at six feet and two, in his early fifties with a developing gut, rather small but manicured hands and a perched head always tilting forward. His wide face is continually tinted pink bordering on orange, and pierced with small beady eyes of a very pale blue. The hair is probably his most unusual feature, and he takes pride in the fact that he does not wear a wig. But dear readers, it is one case when I believe the man would be better off if he did. You see, don't you, all the energy and creativity it has required of him to have grown his hair on the back long enough to be brushed forward, then looped and swept back to cover, we are all aware, a rather large baldness of the frontal cranium. When it comes to the color of this bizarre garden of hair, it is brassy, in keeping with the man's character. Now we come to the heart of what Arnold is made off. Lots and lots of money. Daddy was born first, and brilliantly made a fortune in real-estate. In order to rid himself of a turbulent, egocentric womanizer, Mr. Rutherford gave a tidy amount of money to Arnold with a challenge attached to it: He was to surpass the wealth of his father. Arnold eagerly swallowed his father's bait and went out to prove himself. He dabbled in real-estate, alas not having his dad's instincts, he was left with more debt than successes. But after a few years, basking in his playboy life, he bounced back, for he had found his natural gift, that of a promoter, like PT Barnum. Unlike his father, he craved the limelight, to be in the news. He had the talent to attach himself like a barnacle, to the giants of the time. Soon his life was chronicled on a daily basis and kept ensuring his worth, until his name became a valuable asset. As of today, nobody really knows his actual worth or how many people he ruined in the process but, like many of his kind, the good life still shines upon him. Arnold did not invent a product, does not own factories or even possess major properties, but his name graces an awful lot of buildings around the states, along with everyday items from jewelry to steaks. Ah...  yes, for his second wife's birthday he offered her a nice little mansion fully staffed in the Florida Keys. ... Have a nice winter! 

The New York Times - Report from Harold Katz, January 2, 1931:

Happy New Year! So says our President Hoover. Poor or not, New-Yorkers can enjoy this year's tall Norwegian spruce, lit on Christmas-eve. Even though five thousand banks failed so far, quite a few bankers managed to grow their personal wealth. Our Arnold Rutherford and his lovely wife Carmen spent December in their newly acquired estate surrounded by the warm tides of the Florida Keys waters. Here, my fellow readers, you shared one item in common with the great Arnold: Oranges. I hope that most of you received at the very least one of these beauties as a Christmas gift. Arnold's yard is studded with orange trees, but he finds them too acidic and prefers peaches. The Rutherford's did come back to New York city, to get their feet wet, so to speak. They missed the snow “look” for the holidays, and flew to spend Christmas at their penthouse in Manhattan. The weather obliged their wishes with a hefty accumulation of the white stuff, along with typical frigid conditions. Not to worry, for Carmen is well protected from the harsh elements with an ermine fur coat fit for a queen. As for their central heated penthouse, it works so well, they have to periodically open the windows to cool the overheated Arnold, we are told by the building's custodian. Elsa Maxwell, the famous chronicler of New York city's socialites, planned the new years eve party for the Rutherford's. Needless to say,  it was quite a lavish and absurdly extravagant affair, with over sixty infamous guests, arriving in those new fancy machines: Limousines, Cadillacs and Lincolns. While our milk is delivered by horse drawn wagons, their champagne and lobsters are flown in from France and Maine. Georges Gershwin was the selected entertainer, the only event of quality about that party, if you ask me. Deals were made, cuckolds too, starlets bought, and plenty of gossips washed down with enough booze to get a platoon gassed. We can only hope that their headaches and hangovers will be as stupendous as the party that gave it to them....  Cheers!  

––––––––
[image: ]


THE NEW YORK TIMES - Report from Harold Katz, March 31, 1931:

Spring is here. Now let's hear it first for our flourishing patriotism. It may not be May, but seeds have been planted and the blooms just opened-up. “The Star Spangled Banner” has been adopted as our national anthem. Well at last, it won't be confused anymore with “God Save the Queen”. You have all, I'm sure, heard about the food riots happening in Minnesota this February, that pitted our police against us, the citizens. Well, our dear Arnold sided with the police, stating that it was the law that should always prevail. It is up to each one of us to fend for ourselves, and as he called it, survival of the fittest. By the way, he was one of the first to visit the newly opened gambling casino in Las Vegas. Yes, the government in its infinite wisdom, gave Nevada the rights of gambling. So for you suckers who are desperately in need of food and shelter, here comes the answer to your demands. Rush to Las Vegas and gamble away your last dollars, to make all your dreams come true. There is one good side to this mad thinking, and that is the Hoover Dam project, which will make it possible for this Nevada desert to grow. In that respect, it will provide numerous jobs, but surely not enough to make a dent on the 18% unemployed. Remember that Mexicans are not considered “real Americans”, and so they are readily being deported when applying for jobs. Remember it was the case early on for the Italians, the Irish, and so on. They too were considered not true Americans. Did you know Arnold's descendants were Germans and Scottish? Arnold also liked the new divorce law that was passed in Nevada, of which Reno is fast becoming the divorce capital, with its unique six weeks residency, which permits anybody to untie the knot. Is there a wife number three in Arnold's forecast? ... In the mean time don't sell your apple cart yet!

The New York Times - Report from Harold Katz, August 29, 1931:

The heat is on. That's a relief for the folks who didn't own as much as a coat last winter. But nature is now pulling another trick on us poor slobs. While our enemies, the Chinese, are drowning by the hundreds of thousands in the yellow river's mega floods, we in the Midwest and the southern plains are experiencing the worst drought in history. As it is, we can barely pay for our meager food, and unfortunately because of this dry spell, most of our farmland is dust, and soon we will be unable to even find as much as a potato on the market. Presently the farmers are joining the ranks of the destitute in our urban metropolis. These dire happenings, however are of no consequence for our tycoon, Rutherford. He has opened offices in the newly completed, splendid Empire State Building, the official tallest structure in the world. Oh, a quick follow-up: we were right in thinking that the new divorce law in Reno, would preclude the demise of Mrs. Rutherford the second. But as of this writing, she has not been replaced yet. Arnold has been getting wiser and has stated, “why should I pay for what I can get for free”. From his new quarters in the tower that reaches the sky, there is a buzz of activity. What kind of bustle? I learned that the three thousand square feet of space will be devoted to the classification, exposition and research, of new specimens for his trophy collection. It is true, I had not told you until now dear readers, about his obsession. It's about the natural world and its most bizarre or rare inhabitants. He has enrolled the very eminent zoologist Wallace Mitchell to look after his acquired possessions, from the very much alive white cheetah roaming the grounds of his Florida Keys Estate, to the heads and skins of tigers, lions, bears and the likes. The collection includes elephant tusks of gigantic proportions. He affirms that he hates waste, and so with the remains of the elephant, he had the four legs cut at the knee and preserved, then mounted as a coffee table with a crystal top. How considerate of him. It appears Frankenstein is a good-hearted boy scout compared to our Arnold.... Keep cool! 
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“JEREMY, COME HERE”! Arnold Rutherford's personal assistant entered the study and faced his patron politely.

— I'm sick and tired of reading the ineptitude of this vulgar little man's columns in the New-York Times. Have you checked with my lawyers on how we can clam-up this son of a bitch?

Endeavoring at staying cool while his employer's face turned purple, Jeremy calmly responded:

— I'm afraid so far, your lawyers have not come up with anything solid enough. You see sir, Harold Katz is an independent chronicler, journalist and therefore he is not working, per say, for any specific publication. He is quite popular with a large number of newspapers and the readers of his articles, no matter where they are published, are considerable and loyal. We have tried to pressure the owners of these publications in refusing Katz's articles, but their readers have hugely responded and threatened to boycott the purchase of their newspaper. I'm afraid, the said publishers have relinquished.

“Damn it all! I'll find a way to get the little bastard”, shouted Mr. Rutherford, more purple than ever. He sank heavily into a tan leather armchair, and loudly continued:

— In the mean time Jeremy, I need a distraction. New-York these days is a bore, as a matter of fact, the whole bloody country is a bore. That whole depression business is getting me depressed. That's all anybody talks about... and the poor. The poor, the poor. Hell, who cares about them. They've always been poor. So now they're a little poorer... so what! It's nature's way of thinning the horde. Besides who likes the poor? they're ugly, they stink and they're filthy. Blast, enough about them. Get me Ray Cortas on the phone.

When the phone rang, Ray Cortas was busy fondling one of his secretaries, a plump café au lait  young Nairobian tangled in a bright yellow African robe. It was hot and humid in that small room, he called an office. The fan kept oscillating furiously, but mostly disrupted the countless flies hovering around. He pushed the young African aside and grabbed the handset. He listened intently and when the conversation ended, he knew his next paycheck would be a fat one. His secretary was mixing drinks, and while his eyes were following her moves, he was thinking with a wide smile on his face. This call couldn't have come at a better time. He had been in a rut for the last four months, except  for a couple of pitiful jobs. Granted, his hunting expertise of big game was costly, but recently the demand for his services had been scarce. Wealthy patrons had been staying home. As always, the unrest across Africa had played a part in this. His last expedition had almost resulted in a failure. A fat out of shape American dentist had booked a trip to the Serengeti, but the man wasn't prepared for the hardship that came with that kind of undertaking. He had gotten sick right away and lost thirty pounds. The teeth puller had managed to shoot an old lion, which Ray had finally flushed out and cornered. Couldn't have been easier to shoot. The trick had been for him to find the one lion, he was certain the dentist could handle. Ah... but this call came from a New-York city office, from Mr. Rutherford's office. The man himself had spoken to him. It had been very short, as usual, and authoritative. Only this time, the old man didn't want to bring down lions or tigers, and it wasn't going to happen in the dark continent. For him, this would be new territory, one that he wasn't familiar with, but the principle of the hunt was the same, dangerous. He had heard about this small stretch of land in central America, wedged between Colombia and Panama, known as the Darién Gap. Its bad reputation had reached the ears of every worthwhile guide or adventurer. Well, a challenge never displeased him, on the contrary, he tended to thrive on them, and this new venture would add luster to his portfolio. He had a week to study the ambitious demand, and to get back to the impatient boss. His eyes focused on the young Negress and he snatched her. He was excited. Maps and books of Colombia and Panama, soon replaced the hot sexy body of his secretary on the desk. 

For the following days, he worked frantically at putting an expedition together, in an unknown part of the world. Guides, they were the biggest question mark he had. Here, in Kenya, he cultivated a dozen or more of them, all of which were dependable and some who were extremely qualified. Out there in Central America, he would have to hand pick a group of men he knew nothing about, and with whom the life of all the members of the journey would depend on. God knows how important these often underpaid risk-takers were. This was one aspect of the exploration, where he felt vulnerable. The goal of the expedition was startlingly different too, then the usual slaughtering of large mammals, for this one was about collecting. Collecting species as diverse as live jaguars, poisonous frogs, giant anteaters, rare insects, and possibly undiscovered orchids, one of Arnold's fixations. Bringing back to the US live specimens, was a lot harder than killing and skinning beasts on the spot, not to mention finding them first. Regardless of the hazards this new venture came with, he punctually called A. Rutherford with an affirmative answer. The die was cast.

The New York Times - Report from Harold Katz, November, 9 1931: 

While citizens of our country brace for another dreary winter, there is a frenzy of activities taking place in the ranks of the money holders. Like good old Joe Kennedy, our Arnold hasn't left his cash to dwindle away in the stock market. No, instead he is scooping by wagon-loads, great deals that these chaotic times are creating. It's a no brainer even for  Rutherford, to realize the potential out there. Having profited handsomely from stock market manipulations, and insider trading, he has now plenty of green to steal, sorry I meant to purchase, the incredibly bargain basement priced real-estate available throughout our great city. He is not confining his holdings to bricks only, but also to businesses like liquor, as Al Capone discovered, prohibition makes for a renaissance in the golden brew. Why, when people are dispirited, alcohol becomes the perfect medicine to forget all that ails us. Because he likes what shines, he is investing heavily in the movie industry, and following in Howard Hughes footsteps, he's hoping to score on some of today's ascending stars. The likes of Claire Bruce, a rising dazzling blond starlet moving from the stage to the screen, or Spencer Tracy, the sophisticated  manly and upcoming value who's buddies with Humphrey Bogart, and might entertain us in such movies as “Up the River”, but for Rutherford they are future financial gains just as wheat, barley or coal. Yet all this hard work of picking the right movie or star has its rewards too, as the October month and the opening season of Broadway plays demonstrates. There are loads of parties where the rich and famous flock to show off their latest gowns, jewelry, husbands, wives and doggies, all the while performing tricks and juggling their champagne glasses. Harrison Williams, the utility tycoon, and Rutherford get on famously when they meet at those gatherings. They do have a lot in common, like traveling the world on their private yachts, owning mega estates, plus they also share many prejudices. H. Williams was telling Arnold recently how the blind and disabled fall into the category of “useless” people. He does regard his lovely wife Mona as useful and of tremendous value, due to her absolute beauty if not of an upper intellect. Here you go, Ladies! Now my friends, if these gossips of the rich have left you with a bitter taste in your mouth, let me introduce to you the newest remedy that will relieve your empty stomach and clear its acid: Alka Seltzer, on sale right now. This little tablet's fizz will make you believe your drinking champagne. So, go ahead.... pop the champagne!
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THE NEW YORK TIMES - Report from Harold Katz, December 24, 1931:

As the song says: “Let it snow, let it snow...” but please God, not on us, are pleading the shivering New-Yorkers. It is a fact that this winter is particularly brutal for most of the US. Even sunny San Francisco is under the siege of snow and frost. The orange growers are shaking in their boots. Does it foretell for most of the state's population, of an even more depressing Christmas, without as much as an orange to put in their stockings? Well many, at this point, would settle for a piece or two of coal in their galoshes as a gift. But the New-Yorkers are crafty. In these times of paucity, they have discovered a novel and cheap way to keep the winter's chills at bay. The very New-York Times newspaper you are reading now, is being collected and recycled in great ways. A large number of our readers, hopefully they have read it first, are presently lining their chest with our pages, before putting on their thin sweaters and coats. Folded pages are also inserted in shoes and boots making warm insoles. Likewise, thrifty women manage to construct blankets out of our news sheets. It is nice to know that our newspaper, not only nourishes the soul, but equally helps in keeping our reader's soles toasty! For those of us who do not have our own plush screening room to watch the marvelous movies dished out this winter, there is always the movie theaters where one can find warmth and comfort and thaw out frozen extremities, while dreaming Hollywood style. As for Arnold Rutherford and his friends, after a period struggling to find domestics, we are happy to report, that help is on the way. It appears that this economic downturn has thrown in the servants market, a huge number of men and women who are now looking for jobs in a sector, that not long ago, they would have sneered at. Alas, I must report that a new form of slavery is born out of this era. How else to call it, when a servant these days, goes for as cheap as four dollars per week. It is so true that the misery
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