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• Where the Money Was •
What am I doing, I ask myself, standing on a corner at six o'clock in the morning freezing my ass off? Hell, I am almost forty-nine years old. I have been a fugitive for three full years now. I am number one on the FBI Wanted List. If I am caught I will go back to prison for life. They don't even have to catch me for another bank robbery, all they have to do is get their hands on me.
Even to me it makes no sense. I have a safe harbor in Staten Island. I have fifty thousand dollars or so stashed around that I could get my hands on with a couple of phone calls. And still, I am out here on a cold winter morning putting it all on the line in order to rob a bank for money that I neither want nor need. The most brilliant student of the criminal mind that I have ever known once told me that banks would always present an irresistible challenge to me, and any doubts I may have had about that are now gone. I am not only determined to get this bank, I am determined to get it my way, even though my modus operandi is so distinctive that I might just as well be leaving my calling card behind.
Maybe not, though. The Willie Sutton trademark has always been to get inside the bank by wearing the kind of uniform that would lead the guard to open the door for me without question. On this one—if everything goes exactly right—I am going to get in without a uniform and it is a prospect that excites me more than anything has excited me in years.
The bank is the Manufacturers Trust Company in Sunnyside, Queens, and everything about it is ideal. All around me along Queens Boulevard during the next two hours is the traffic of a city on its way to work. Thousands of residents are pouring out of the high-rise apartment houses. Thousands of cars are passing on their way toward the Queensboro Bridge and Manhattan. On the corner of Forty-fourth Street there is a bus stop. Directly across the street is an elevated subway station. Also a taxicab stand in which dozens of cabs are lined up. I like to work in crowds, that's another of my trademarks. The more that is going on outside the bank, the less chance there is that anybody is going to bother to look in. And if despite all my planning something should go wrong, only a psychopathic cop would shoot into a crowd.
All that activity also makes it easier to case the place. For three weeks now I have been charting the arrival of the employees, changing my vantage point daily so as to attract no attention. Wearing different clothes and different disguises. The land alongside the rising elevated structure is used by neighborhood people and commuters alike as one huge parking lot, and some mornings I would simply pull in and sit there in my car. Sometimes I would mingle with the crowd at the bus stop. Other times I would go up on the elevated structure and look down into the bank.
There is one other thing that makes the Manufacturers Trust perfect for me. On every other bank I have ever taken, the first employee, the man who opened the bank, arrived at eight o'clock, the time lock to the vault released at eight-thirty, and the bank opened to the public at nine. Between eight-thirty and nine, that was the half hour I always looked upon as my time.
At the Manufacturers Trust, the guard arrived at eight-thirty, the time lock was released at nine o'clock, and the doors weren't opened to the public until ten. That was going to give me half an hour to take the employees under control, and another full hour to clean the place out.
There are seventeen people who will have to be taken care of, sixteen employees (eleven men and five women) and a mailman. By now I know them all so intimately that I haven't bothered to bring my notebook with me. People are, above all things, victims of habit, especially when it comes to time. They set their alarm for the same time, catch the same train or bus, and arrive at their job within the same minute. There is also a pecking order in a bank which is unfailing. The employees will always arrive in reverse order to their importance. Weston, the guard, who evidently lives nearby, rounds the corner at 8:30 on the dot. Mr. Hoffman, the manager, arrives at 9:01. He is a heavy set man who always reminds me of a wrestler who has allowed himself to go fat.
The only man who has changed his pattern is the outsider, the mailman. For the first few days he hadn't come to the door until somewhere around 9:40, which could have presented a minor problem. Apparently he has changed his route, though, and for at least a week now he has been arriving between 8:45 and 8:55.
It is the routine of the guard, though, which has particularly fascinated me. One last time I want to watch him, because tomorrow is the day. At exactly 8:30 he comes walking down from Forty-fifth Street in his uniform, gun and all, turns into the boulevard and walks west for half a block, picks up a newspaper at the stand outside the variety store two doors from the bank, drops his coin, takes the key out of his pocket and walks on, so completely engrossed in the paper that he is oblivious to everything around him. With his head still in the paper he puts the key into the lock, pushes the door open, and enters.
Twenty times out of twenty he has done exactly the same thing. Tomorrow, I am betting that he is going to make it twenty-one out of twenty-one.
 
After Mr. Hoffman arrives, I drive across the Queensboro Bridge to Manhattan where Tommy Kling, my crime partner, has a room. The main weakness of my M.O., as I know only too well, is that it calls for the use of two other people. Two times I have gone to prison because I have been betrayed by partners whom I had every reason to trust. But Tommy is the best partner I have ever had. Small but tough. He will follow orders without question. If you told him to stay on that corner, he'd stay there if he had to beat off an army to do it. Down at the docks where he had been a strong-arm man for the union his nickname was Mad Dog. As small as he is—he is only five foot six—he would take on heavyweights and they would have had to kill him to beat him. When I first met him in prison his hands were like claws, that's how hard he hit. The nerves on both hands had been damaged. A rough kid. Tomorrow he will be wearing elevator shoes to add four inches to his height.
Tommy's weaknesses are the usual weaknesses of thieves: booze and broads. He spent money the way he fought. All out. He did everything all out. Tommy couldn't just pick up a prostitute, he had to shack up with her. He couldn't just shack up with her, he had to fall in love. And so although I trusted Kling as much as I trusted anybody in the world, I would not tell him where I was living. And even though he understood the reason for it, he resented it bitterly.
We hop into the car and drive back across the bridge to Flushing where the third man of the team, John De Venuta (usually referred to as either Dee or Venuta) has taken a furnished room. Since the room is less than a mile from the Manufacturers Trust we have to ride right past it. By this time Queens Boulevard has converted back into the main street of a lazy suburban community. Very little traffic on the wide street. A few housewives here and there carrying shopping bags and wheeling baby carriages. Even the bank looks kind of middle-class and settled.
Although De Venuta was in for a full share of any job he was on, I never looked upon him as a crime partner. He was a functionary, that's all. I never contacted him directly; that was left to Tommy. And although Tommy had recommended him—Tommy had served time with both Dee and his brother, Nick, in Trenton—they didn't get along at all. Which wasn't too surprising in that Venuta was unlike any other thief I have ever known. He was a miser. With his share of the robberies we had already committed in Pennsylvania and New Jersey, he had purchased two modern delicatessen stores in Newark and then hired the cheapest help he could find so that he could continue to work in a sweatshop pressing marine overcoats at thirteen cents per coat.
“You couldn't believe two brothers would be so different,” Tommy was always saying. “Nick is such a square, stand-up guy. This sonofabitch is so cheap he won't even eat his own food. You know what he takes to work with him every day? Two soggy tuna-fish sandwiches in a paper bag.”
“That's his business,” I would say. “It wouldn't hurt you to put a dollar aside yourself instead of throwing it away on those whores of yours.” To me, Venuta's cheapness was an asset. The cheaper the better. Nobody is going to get into trouble or create suspicion by working hard and spending nothing.
The real trouble between them had arisen, predictably, when Tommy had tried to borrow some money. Tommy was sore that Venuta wouldn't lend it to him, and Venuta was incensed that Tommy should even ask. Fortunately, Venuta was afraid of Tommy—even though he was four inches taller and at least thirty pounds heavier—and whenever the hostility between them threatened to erupt, Venuta could be counted upon to back off.
“We'll probably find him counting his money,” Tommy said as we parked the car a couple of blocks from the house. “The sonofabitch has the first dollar he ever made buried in a potato field somewhere.”
Actually, Venuta was waiting for us at the front door. A dark, balding, hawk-nosed man. Tomorrow he would be wearing a toupee. After we had gone over the job one last time, I wanted to test the getaway car. Acting on my instructions, Venuta had stolen a new Pontiac, out of state, and stashed it away in a private garage a few blocks away. I had then bought a junk car for about a hundred bucks, registered it under an assumed name, and dumped it. Now that I had a pair of legitimate plates, all I had to do was make out my own registration, inserting the motor number of the junked car (who was going to check on that?) and the make, type, and year of the stolen car. If we should happen to get stopped for a traffic violation, I would be able to show a registration to match the car. And also a driver's license with the same name that was on the registration. Getting the registration form had been no problem at all. In those days, you could walk into any motor-vehicle bureau and pick them up by the dozen. The rubber stamps that would make it official were no problem either if you knew where to go. (Unfortunately, the rubber stamps were found in my room when I was arrested, and the motor-vehicle bureau changed their whole system. You can't pick up blank forms any more; you get the registration with the license plates at the window and it comes with a water mark that is impossible to duplicate.)
The getaway car, Venuta assured me, was ready to go. He had put the license plates from his own Plymouth on it and driven it around to a filling station to have it greased and oiled and filled with gas. Never mind. I still wanted to test it out myself. The garage was at the end of a row of tin structures just off Queens Boulevard. At my suggestion, we dusted the inside of the car to remove any latent fingerprints, and then we all put on gloves and drove around for a while, testing its speed and maneuverability. Perfect. We would meet at the garage tomorrow at seven o'clock sharp.
 
Before going to bed, I dyed my hair to a very light brown, almost bordering on blond. The following morning, I slipped out of bed early and began to work on my face. I stained my skin to a dark, olive complexion. I thickened my eyebrows with mascara. I inserted a couple of hollowed-out corks up my nostrils to broaden my nose. From the closet, I took a light gray suit which was padded and cut to alter my silhouette. (Not that it would matter, I knew. The police would undoubtedly know that it was me, and if they wanted an identification they knew how to get it. But if it might not help, it certainly wouldn't hurt. And anyway . . . disguising myself has always been a part of a robbery to me, and I am a victim of habit, too.)
Once I was satisfied with my appearance, I put the license plates and a dog chain into my briefcase and slipped out of the house.
The frost was still sparkling on the front lawns of Westerleigh, Staten Island, as I heated up the motor of my car. The streets were deserted. The ferry slip, which would become choked with traffic in another hour, was empty. This early in the morning, Willie Sutton was the only resident of Staten Island going to work.
 
De Venuta was already at the garage, thickening his own eyebrows, when Kling and I arrived. While I was attaching the New York plates, De Venuta pulled on four or five heavy sweatshirts to make himself look heavier. I wanted to get there early to make sure we got a parking space on Forty-fourth Street.
At eight-twenty, we synchronized our watches and left the car. Tommy and I attached ourselves to the fringe of the crowd waiting for the bus, and Venuta took his position under the elevated across the street.
At precisely eight-thirty, Weston, the guard, turned the corner at Forty-fifth Street. At the same moment, I detached myself from the crowd and started to walk toward him. As always, he picked up the newspaper, dropped his coin, took out his key, and, with his head in the paper, walked on toward the bank. As he turned toward the door I turned too, so close behind him that I could have been his shadow. So close that if he had so much as glanced up while he was inserting the key he would have caught my reflection in the glass door. While he was pushing the door open I was turning with him, describing a semicircle behind his back that actually placed me in front of him in the bank.
And still he didn't know that I was there. He closed the door, locked it, turned around, and his mouth fell open. All I had to do was reach down and take his pistol out of the holster. Cold as it was, the sweat began to pour out of him. “Come inside,” I said, in the kind of voice that knows it is going to be obeyed. “I want to talk to you.”
Once I had explained the situation to him, I impressed upon him that any attempt on his part to thwart the holdup would result in somebody being injured and possibly even killed. “All right,” I told him, after he had agreed to cooperate. “Within a few minutes my partners will come to the door and you will let them in just as if they were bank employees.”
Once they were safely in, I took Weston back to the cage so that he could turn on the lights, as he always did, and point out the alarm-system buttons to me. Off to the side of the main area of the bank, there was a flight of stairs leading down, something I had always been curious about. “Let's take a look,” I told him. It was a conference room. A beautiful conference room with one of those big shiny tables surrounded by all of those big comfortable chairs. Oh, very nice. We were going to have ourselves a conference after it was over. (“Ladies and gentlemen, we are gathered here today . . .”)
While the guard had been giving me the tour, Kling and Venuta had been lining up seventeen chairs, in two rows, in front of the executive area, with the backs to the rail so that they were facing toward the vault. There was not the slightest danger of their being seen from the street; the whole area was shielded from the prying eyes of the passersby by a five-foot wooden partition topped by a foot and a half of frosted glass.
During my first examination of the bank I had noted with interest the radiator in the vestibule just inside the door. Out of my coat pocket I took the dog chain. One end was very quickly attached to the radiator grille, the other end I attached to Weston's ankle. Every time he opened the door he'd be one step from the street, and I didn't want him to get any ideas.
With the first employee due to arrive at any minute, I stationed myself almost directly behind him in a kind of blind spot along the right-hand side of the door. Tommy was behind the partition, where he could pick them up after they were inside, and Venuta was stationed alongside the chairs. As the first four or five employees entered, singly and right on schedule, Weston opened the door for them and locked it again behind them. They were in the bank and past me before they realized they had walked into an ambush. Tommy took them by the elbow and explained what was going on while he was walking them toward the chairs. The bank was being robbed, he told them. All the employees would remain together in the rows of chairs while we were waiting for Mr. Hoffman to arrive and open the vault for us. Nothing was going to happen to anybody, he told them, as long as we received their full cooperation. After that, Tommy simply took each of the new arrivals by the arm and informed them that their fellow employees would tell them all about it as soon as they sat down.
The system was absolutely foolproof. Once they were in the bank, they were always between two of us. Either between me and Tommy or between Tommy and Venuta. Where there were two of them coming in together, Tommy would simply take each of them by an arm. If there were three, he would conduct two of them to the chairs and leave the third one standing there under my surveillance.
Knowing what is happening has a calming effect on people; it's the unknown that causes fear. I wanted them obedient but not frightened, because frightened people can do foolish things. For much the same reason, I welcomed any kind of diversion that would break the tension. When the mailman arrived I stepped out of my hiding place, invited him to join the party, and, leaving Kling to take care of the guard, walked him over to the chairs myself. “Too bad you had to change your route,” I told him. “But don't worry, we'll get you out of here as quick as possible. I wouldn't want to get into trouble for interfering with the U.S. mail.”
Once you've taken control of the bank, it doesn't really matter who comes to the door. A trio of painters once arrived unexpectedly while I was taking a bank in Pennsylvania, and I simply told them to spread out their drop-cloths and go to work. “The pay you guys get, the bank can't afford to have you hanging around doing nothing. They're insured against bank robbers but nobody would insure them against you robbers.” All during the robbery I was able to keep up a line of chatter about how I could have retired by now if we bank robbers had as strong a union as they did. Everybody had a good time, and by the time we walked out the door with the money they had one of the walls completely painted.
After the double row of chairs at the Manufacturers Trust had pretty well filled up, I went strolling over there again. “Don't worry, folks,” I said. “It's only money. And it isn't your money.” Wherever possible I threw in a little banking lingo to let them know we knew what we were doing. Acting for all the world as if we belonged there. We were going to have to keep them there, I told them, until Hoffman and the assistant manager, Sands, came in to open the vault for us. “We know that for security reasons each of them has half of the combination. Boy, I wonder how Mr. Hoffman is going to react. He's going to be in for quite a surprise.”
Sands arrived right on schedule. This was the day, naturally, that Hoffman had to be late. “Gee,” I grinned as the tension began to mount, “maybe he's having a session with his wife or something. I sure hope he comes pretty soon. For his wife's sake as well as ours.”
I had already removed the chain from Weston's leg and told him that after he let Hoffman in he was to step back and walk into the bank alongside me. When Hoffman finally did show up, four minutes late, he walked absently to the partition, saw all of his people sitting there, and pulled up short. A look of complete bewilderment came over him. “What's this?” was all he was able to say.
“This is a bank holdup,” I said, from directly in back of him. “Come on, I want to talk to you.”
The handling of the manager is the critical part of the operation. The guard is deflated as soon as you take his gun. The other employees have very mixed feelings about the bank anyway. But the manager represents authority. He's in charge, his status is involved, and he is the man who has to take the positive action of opening the vault.
“Mr. Hoffman,” I said, before we sat him down, “you're the bank manager. We know all about this place. We know what your duties are and we know what all your employees' duties are. You have the first three numbers of the combination, and Mr. Sands, your assistant manager, has the last three. You are going to open the vault for us. If you give me any trouble, I want you to know that some of these here employees of yours will be shot. I don't want you to have any false illusions about that. Now perhaps you don't care about your own safety, but the health of these here employees of yours are your responsibility. If anything happens to them, the blame will be yours, not mine.”
The psychological bribe there is twofold. I was not only giving him the opportunity to save face in front of his employees, I was giving him the opportunity to tell himself that if it was only his own safety that was involved he would have unquestionably and unhesitatingly attempted to thwart the robbery.
“All right,” I said, flinging my arm forward like the wagon master in “Wagons West,” “Mr. Hoffman and Mr. Sands, get us in.”
Once the vault is open, it isn't just a matter of walking in and scooping up the cash. The money is kept in a series of compartments which are really interior safes with their own combination locks. My immediate targets were the “teller banks,” the boxes where the three paying tellers set aside their allotment of money to open for business. After Sands had “primed” each of the locks with his master key, Kling brought in each of the tellers, in turn, and remained behind to scoop the bills into his black silk bag. Once that had been done, I had Hoffman open up all the other compartments. There was one compartment, up in the right-hand corner, which he conspicuously tried to avoid. That, I knew, would be the reserve compartment, which can contain as much, or more, as all the other compartments combined. “You'll have to open that too, Mr. Hoffman,” I told him. “You know, I'm a pro at this. I'm not going to miss the big money.”
Oh, yes I was. For some reason which I never did find out, the reserve compartment was empty. Barren. Bare. Boy, what a disappointment.
Still, the bag was almost completely filled. I had estimated the job was going to be worth around $150,000. A hundred grand wasn't going to be so bad, either. Back out in the front of the bank, I whispered to Kling that I was going to bring everybody down to the conference room. “As soon as I'm out of sight,” I told him, “you and Dee leave and get the car ready.”
Having marched all seventeen of them down the stairs in front of me, I sat them around the conference table and gave them a speech. “Now, you people have been very good up to now,” I began. “You have cooperated fully. All this money is insured by the bank, you don't have to worry about that. Or about getting the bank open. Your funds will be replenished probably within an hour from one of your other offices. Now, lookit, I'm going to go upstairs now and check on something with my partners. But I want you to know that I'll be back in a couple of minutes. If you got any ideas, you'd better get them out of your head.”
Without a backward glance I walked up the stairs, through the bank, and out the front door. The time was nine forty-five. As I got into the car on Forty-fourth Street the motor was already running. “Everything is under control,” I said. “Just take it easy, Dee. I don't want you to hit anybody.”
The Queensboro Bridge was the final risk point. My time schedule called for us to reach the bridge in five or six minutes. As we were approaching the ramp, right on schedule, a couple of police cruisers were just taking off in the other direction with their sirens going. If the police had an emergency plan for setting up a road block at the Manhattan exit, there was still the possibility that they could react quickly enough to seal it off. It wasn't until we came off the side ramp on the Manhattan side that I knew we were home free.
We swung the car around to First Avenue and drove up a dozen blocks to where Seventy-second Street turns into York Avenue, alongside the East River, before we dumped the car. I took the plates off and put them in the bag with the money. Before I got home that night I would have hammered them into small squares and dropped them over the side of the ferry. For the time being, we separated. Tommy and I started to walk in the general direction of his apartment, which was on Forty-fourth Street all the way over on the west side of Manhattan. The plan was to put a good distance between ourselves and the car before we caught a cab, but the bag was so heavy that we had to take turns carrying it, and we probably hadn't gone more than half-a-dozen blocks before we said, “To hell with this,” hailed a cab, and had the driver drop us a couple of blocks away from Tommy's apartment.
In every profession there are unwritten rules. Although neither of us was close to De Venuta, the bag remained on the bed, unopened, until he had arrived. When at last I turned the bag over and saw the money come cascading out, I was sure that we had $100,000 there, easy. When I started to stack the bills, though, each denomination in a separate pile, the piles that kept growing higher and higher were the wrong ones. The ones, fives, and tens. The final count came to just a few dollars under $64,000. Only $21,000-plus apiece. An artistic success, but a commercial disappointment.
But that wasn't what gave me such a let-down feeling. Twenty thousand or forty thousand, what was the difference? I always felt that way when it was over. Emotionally drained and physically exhausted. Which is understandable enough, I suppose. During the planning of a robbery, you are in a constant state of excitement. From the time you disarm the guard to the time you enter the vault, all of your juices are flowing. And then comes the exhilaration of getting into the vault, the satisfaction of the escape, and a temporary sense of happiness that it has come off exactly as you had planned.
And then suddenly it's over. Clarence Darrow wrote something that has always lived with me. The expectation of doing something, he said, gives you much more happiness than you can ever get from actually doing it. Or, I would add, from having done it.
The Manufacturers Trust job didn't end there for me, though. It was the crime for which I was tried and convicted when I was captured two years later. People always ask me whether I'd do the same thing if I had my life to live over, and it's a meaningless question. What they are really saying is: “If you knew then what you know now, would you do it again?” And it was impossible for me to know then what I know now.
Taking the question at face value, though, I certainly wouldn't. Although not for the reasons that would bring any comfort to moralists. If I had worked alone, it would have been nothing more than sticking a gun into the teller's cage and taking whatever was on hand. Not very much satisfaction there, and not very much money either. Working with others, you are at the mercy of your crime partners, and honor among thieves is a myth. You involve yourself with a very low grade of person when you become a thief. The vast majority is basically unstable and therefore unpredictable. I was convicted of the Manufacturers Trust job because for the third time in my life one of my crime partners betrayed me. Against all logic; against his whole track record. Against, even, his own self-interest.
Which brings me to the other question that I have frequently been asked. How could I have been such a terrible judge of character?
Given my own background and my own standards of loyalty, I don't think that I was.

PART ONE • BREAKING IN



• Irishtown Made Me •
I was born on June 30, 1901, on the corner of Nassau and Gold in a section along the Brooklyn docks known as Irishtown. When I was three, we moved over one block to High Street, between Gold Street and Bridge Street, and about five years later we moved down the block from 183 High to 227 High. Irishtown was wedged in between the East River on the north, the Navy Yard on the east, and the Washington Street entrance approach to the Brooklyn Bridge off to the west. To pin my own neighborhood down more closely, the Manhattan Bridge was built while I was nine or ten and we kids used to drive everybody crazy by clambering up the structural ironwork which was going up only a block away from my house.
It was a workingman's neighborhood of one- and two-family dwellings and small neighborhood stores in which credit was extended from payday to payday. We weren't bad off, considering. My father, William Francis Sutton, Sr.—I'm William Francis, Jr.—was a hard-working blacksmith who earned fifteen dollars a week, which was not a bad salary in those days. A blacksmith at that time was like an automobile mechanic today. No matter how bad the times got, there was always a place somewhere for a good one. My mother's father, who was totally blind, lived with us, and so did her brothers, John and Jim, plus John's wife, my Aunt Alice. My grandfather had gone blind from working over the coffee roasters for the A & P stores, and he had a pension. The others all worked and contributed to the upkeep of the house. We were the first family in the neighborhood to have a Victrola, a brand-new Victor in which the music was produced from round cylinders and projected through a cone-shaped horn.
It was a tough neighborhood, but it was a toughness without any strut or swagger. There was constant warfare for control of the docks, because to control the docks meant that you controlled the gambling, the loan-sharking, the pilfering, and the kickbacks. Plus the loading racket, which was the sweetest racket of all. Two rackets really. A flat rate, otherwise known as extortion, was levied against the importer, and then another charge was levied against the truckers for every crate they loaded. Lead pipes and brass knuckles were standard equipment. Murder was commonplace. No one was ever convicted. A code of silence was observed in Irishtown more faithfully than omertá is observed by the Mafia.
A code of silence that was to have a powerful influence on my life.
Since it was all muscle, the gang members were generally in their late teens or early twenties and therefore very easy for a kid to identify with. The dock boss—the leader—would usually be a little older, all the way up into his mid-twenties, maybe. They gained control by killing their predecessors, and they in turn were killed by their successors. Two years was a long time for a dock boss to stay alive; the turnover was very rapid. They were beaten to a pulp on a dark street; they were shot or stabbed and dumped into the water.
Bill Lovert, my first idol, held power longer than most. A slim man, not very tall, with a sure sense of command and a vibrant personality. Or, at any rate, he was before he had his head bashed in along the docks one night. His successor, Dinny Meehan, was the only dock boss I can remember who died in bed. By which I mean that somebody slipped in through his bedroom window while he was asleep and put a bullet in his brain.
It wasn't only the gangs that were at war with the police. Everybody was. If a man was arrested, his whole family would run alongside the paddy wagon screaming:
“Stop beating my husband!”
“Stop beating my son!”
“They're murdering my daddy!”
The word would go out and in a matter of minutes all his friends would gather outside the police headquarters at Poplar Street and set up a clamor:
“Murderers! Cowards! Leave the lad alone!”
The lad was going to be beaten up anyway. Everybody knew that. The theory was that if you could show the police that there were people on the outside who were interested in his welfare the beating would be less severe.
Either way, all the police ever got out of him was the exercise. Nobody ever talked in Irishtown.
The Italian section began on the other side of the Tillary Street Slaughterhouse, and as far as the kids were concerned we got along very nicely. Probably, now that I think of it, because PS 5 was situated right on the border, and neither group had to fight its way through. The Irish mobs and the Italian mobs were something else. The Irish, having got there first, ran the docks, and the Italians were always fighting for their piece of the action. They didn't get very far. Scarface Al Capone was a member of the Italian mob, and it was common knowledge in later years that he had gone to Chicago because the Irish mob played too rough. Although there was one occasion I distinctly remember where the Irish mob invaded an Italian social club down at Union Street and Fourth Avenue in South Brooklyn, and several of the Irish were brought back dead.
 
If the docks were a battleground, the East River was both our playground and our lifeline. We swam through the raw untreated garbage which was dumped regularly into the river. We dove off the cargo barges as they were being pulled toward shore, against the tide, by their little tugboats. Before I was out of my early teens I was swimming to Manhattan and back with such ease that on three separate occasions I was able to rescue friends of mine who couldn't make it. If I hadn't been such a powerful swimmer in my youth I would never have been able to save myself, years later, when an attempt to escape from a Pennsylvania prison through the main sewer went all wrong.
Everything came in by barge, including the livestock that was headed for the Tillary Street Slaughterhouse. A cattle drive through the narrow cobblestone streets of Irishtown? I saw it often. The barges, carrying cattle or sheep, would dock a couple of blocks from St. Ann's, the first school I attended. The cattle would be driven down Hudson Avenue, past the tenement houses and the neighborhood stores, to the slaughterhouse, which was actually on Hudson Avenue, a little east of Tillary, a block away from PS 5, the second school I attended. The sheep didn't have to be driven. They would follow the Judas sheep, which, at this slaughterhouse anyway, was literally a black sheep. Two big iron doors would swing open and the sheep, baaing piteously, would be crowded into the building.
The slaughtering was done in open view on what could be compared to the loading platform of a factory. And it was slaughter on an assembly line. One of the workers would hit the cattle on the head with a sledgehammer to knock him off his feet and stun him and another would immediately slit his throat. With the sheep, they would simply run a long knife through the throat. The workers would be standing there in hip boots on a floor that was awash with blood, and every now and then one of them would stop to scoop up a cupful of the warm blood and drink it down. They were big, powerful men, and they believed that it gave them extra strength. That's what they told me, anyway. A couple of times while I was standing there watching, they even offered me a cup. I didn't like the taste of it much, but since I was never a kid to turn down a challenge I'd drink it.
I had nothing against the workers. They were German immigrants, most of them, with heavy accents. A job was a job. But that Judas sheep, I came to hate it. I swear that he knew what he was doing. There was an expression of exaggerated innocence on its face that no other sheep had. I hated it so much that I got all of my friends together and planned to drown it when the next load of sheep arrived. After the gangplank of the barge had been lowered we came running forward, swinging sticks and throwing rocks, and drove the black sheep right into the river. It had never occurred to any of us that the other sheep were going to follow it right into the river. What a mess!
I have never forgotten the Judas sheep, though. Or ever stopped hating it. How could I? I kept seeing that same expression of exaggerated innocence in the faces of the hired killers, the woman stranglers, and the sex fiends I ran across in prison.
 
We were not a family that ever had any trouble with the police. Nobody before me. And nobody except me. My mother was a deeply religious woman who filled the house with religious paintings and artifacts and was always stuffing rosary beads and religious medals into my pockets. We were regular churchgoers, and my brother, Jimmy, who was 15 months older than me, and my sister Helen remained very active in religious affairs all of their lives.
Over all of us hung the memory of the family tragedy, the death of my little sister Agnes. Agnes had been one year younger than me, a beautiful little girl with a headful of curls, the darling of the family. Such an outstanding little beauty that people were always commenting on it. When she was seven years old, she fell off the stoop in front of the house, split the back of her head open, and contracted meningitis.
Two or three days, that's all it took. She died there in the house. In those days in that neighborhood, our people didn't trust the hospitals. Any more than they trusted anything else that smacked of officialdom. People went into the hospital and died, that's all they knew. “The Bellevue Disease,” they would say with a shudder. And then cross themselves. “The Black Bottle,” they'd whisper knowingly. For it was common gossip in my neighborhood that if they happened to need a bed or something at Bellevue, they would pick out a poor Irish patient and give him the Black Bottle. Poison.
Not that it would have mattered in Agnes's case. The doctors knew almost nothing about meningitis in those days, except that it was so highly contagious that the law required that the body be placed in a sealed coffin, lined with lead, and buried within twenty-four hours.
The casket was placed in the parlor, within a bower of flowers. There was a small glass window in it just large enough so that you could see her face. Even in death, everybody could see how beautiful she was.
When the time came to take her away, my mother hurled herself upon the men from the funeral home. The priest tried to hold her back. My father tried to reason with her. Her closest friends begged and pleaded. It was such a hysterical scene that even now, sixty-five years later, I can see it so vividly that I can smell the sweet and heavy odor of the flowers and feel the emptiness in my stomach.
Nothing anybody could say or do could dissuade her. The men from the funeral home finally had to remove the screws, open the clamps, and then back quickly away while my mother lifted the lid and leaned down to kiss her darling daughter one last time.
For the next few weeks I wheeled my sister Helen up and down the streets, being extremely watchful of her. Although the concept of death was beyond my grasp, I did know that it meant I was never going to see my sister Agnes again, an idea which I found so wholly unacceptable that I doubt whether I could have allowed it to fully penetrate.
I also knew that my mother was prostrate with grief. She remained in a deep state of depression for a long, long time, and though she eventually did come out of it and begin to sing again the lovely Irish ballads that I loved so well, it was never again with quite the same sweet, lilting brogue.
 
My mother's maiden name was Mary Ellen Bowles. She had been born in Ireland. She was a small woman with sparkling brown eyes and jet-black hair. There was a saying in those days that a woman's work was never done. And it was true. There was no electricity at that time, not in Irishtown anyway. Nor hot water. You'd heat the water on the coal stove in the kitchen and dump it into a big open tub. The washing was done with Fels-Naptha, a yellow scouring soap that left its disinfectant smell in the very walls, with each piece of clothing being rubbed clean on a corrugated metal washboard and then wrung dry by cranking it through a pair of rollers.
My father was a slim, wiry man with a walrus mustache. A strong, silent man who worked fourteen to sixteen hours a day, six days a week, and came home so goddamned tired that he could just about have dinner and read a few of the headlines before he'd doze off to sleep.
He was never able to refuse any of us anything. For as long as I could remember, he was trying to save a few bucks for a rainy day, which wasn't easy because about the only way he could save anything was by cutting down on his tobacco or occasional glass of beer. And my mother was always conning him out of it. The ritual never changed. His bankroll was kept in his pants pocket with a rubber band around it, and since a wife was not supposed to know how much money her husband had—what a laugh!—he would go into the next room to create the impression that he was counting out the money and then come back and solemnly hand it to her. It was, of course, every penny he had. As my mother, having gone through his pants pockets the night before, very well knew.
I used to feel so sorry for him because he had to work so hard. And then angry. When I went out into the world myself, at the age of fifteen, my first job was in a bank. I'd see these poor people coming in early in the morning, putting their nickels and dimes in their accounts, and then at about eleven o'clock the bank president would be driven up in his limousine, his chauffeur would open the door for him, and in he would come—morning clothes, derby hat, cane hooked over his arm—nodding at everybody without looking at anybody—and it infuriated me.
I loved my father, and I couldn't touch him. My father loved me, and he couldn't touch me. He had so little talent for communication that I knew almost nothing about him. It was only years later—after he had died—that my sister, Helen, told me that my father's father had been an itinerant actor who had gone from woman to woman and that my father had been left to shift for himself from the time he was ten years old.
I could look back then and see that he was always a man alone. When Agnes died I doubt whether it occurred to anyone that he might have been suffering as much as my mother. When I began to get into trouble, he never called me down or lectured me. And I always felt he was suffering more than if he had been able to express his concern, his disappointment, and, goddamnit, his anger. As strong as he was—he could lift the heaviest furniture we had and carry it across the room by himself—the man never once raised his voice or lifted a hand toward me.
What it was, I think, was that his place in the household had been usurped. In our patriarchal, three-generational household, the unquestioned head of the house, the arbiter of all disputes, was my grandfather James Bowles. Three of the other four adults in the house were, after all, his children, and blind though he was, he was an autocratic figure. My mother absolutely adored him. His sons had a healthy respect for him. He'd give them the back of his hand—just reach out and whack them—and as big and tough as they were, they accepted it without question as the natural course of things.
As a very young boy I was given the job of taking him wherever he wanted to go. He had friends from the old country living on the east side of New York, and I would sometimes take him over the Brooklyn Bridge on the horse-drawn trolley cars. Usually, though, he would be wanting to go down to Carney's saloon, a few blocks away, to have a beer or two with his cronies. I would sit at the table behind them, sipping a soft drink, and sooner or later the talk would always get back to the troubles in Ireland. My grandfather dominated every discussion, and his voice would turn thunderous as he damned the English. When we were alone, he would fill me with stories of Ireland's fight for independence, telling me about the martyrs who were being shot down in the streets like dogs. And I would burn with resentment.
Inside the house, you would never have known that he was blind. Whenever his sons would come home drunk, he'd be waiting behind the door for them with his shillelagh. My mother would come running down to try to save them but he'd whale the tar out of them. With me, he was altogether different. I wasn't a son. I was a grandson and he doted on me. He never hit me, never chastised me. When I did something wrong he would lecture me about developing proper values. When I began to get into trouble he'd admonish me not to be hanging around with bad company. He and my mother were very much alike in that way. Nothing I did was ever my fault. It was always somebody else's.
Even when I stole money from him. Flying pigeons was a favorite pastime in my neighborhood. The rooftops of Irishtown were alive with pigeon coops and the sound of cooing birds. It was fiercely competitive. The owner of one flock would send his birds out to capture strays from his neighbor's flock, and prestige was measured far more by the number of birds that you were able to capture than by the number of birds you bought. Pigeon races were big sporting events, attracting large crowds. The birds would be released miles away and sizable wagers were laid on which bird would get back to its coop first.
I doubt whether I was ten years old when I made myself a coop out of some scrap lumber and screening and got the twenty-five cents I needed to buy a pigeon by stealing it from the loose change my grandfather kept on his bureau. A big, beautiful bird whom I promptly named Skyflier. The first time I took him out of the cage to wash him down, I handed him to one of my friends to hold while I was refastening the door—and that was the end of Skyflier. There was a violent fluttering of the wings, and the next thing I knew he was circling the roof twice to get his bearings and streaking for his former home. I had been sold a “homer,” a bird which had been trained to return to its original coop.
I was so heartbroken that I went crying to my grandfather and made a full confession. I had stolen the money from him, and I had been cheated and now the pigeon was gone. “Don't cry, Willie,” he said. There, there, Willie. He wiped away my tears, patted me on the head and gave me another quarter so that I could buy another pigeon.
The other powerful figure of my youth was my uncle John. Like his father, he was a powerfully built man. Over six feet tall, redheaded, and a fighter. He was a boss tinsheet worker and also a strong union man at a time when union activity could get a man shot or, at best, badly beaten by the Pinkertons. Nobody ever wanted to tangle with my uncle John, though. He was a very well respected figure all up and down the Atlantic coast. (It isn't so surprising, incidentally, that a foreman would also be a union organizer. A very casual reading of the history of the union movement in America shows that it was usually the more skilled craftsmen who became the leaders, if only because the skilled workers were the ones the owners could least afford to fire.)
Unlike my mother and grandfather, my uncle John was no particular admirer of the clergy. St. Ann's was, of course, a parochial school and corporal punishment was a routine part of the curriculum. The brothers and the nuns all carried bamboo sticks, and you didn't have to misbehave to feel the sting of them. If a pupil didn't know his lesson, he could get his head knocked off.
When I was in the fifth grade I got into a fight during recess and came back into the classroom with a beaut of a black eye. I admitted quite readily that I had been fighting, but when the brother demanded to know who the other boy was the code of silence took over. “You'll tell me,” he said, flexing the bamboo.
“No, I won't,” I said.
He gave me such a terrible beating that I finally broke away and ran all the way home. As it happened, my uncle John was there. He took one look at me, made me take off my shirt, and when he saw the welts all over my body he took me by the hand and didn't stop walking until we were back in the classroom. He asked the brother one question: “Did you hit him?”
The brother said, “Yes,” and the next thing he knew he was on the floor, holding his jaw.
The next thing I knew, I was going to school at PS 5.
The greatest thing my uncle John did for me, though, was to marry my aunt Alice. I was quite young when he brought her into the house, and I fell in love with her at first sight. She was a very beautiful woman with extraordinarily delicate features. Billie Burke, who later became a Follies star and married Flo Ziegfeld, was her half sister and the resemblance was very strong. As much as I loved my uncle John, I couldn't help but wonder how such a fragile and obviously cultured woman could have married a roughneck like him.
And that was exactly what she was. Delicate and cultured. She had attended a finishing school as a young girl, and she dressed in the latest fashions and practiced the social graces. She used a very delicate perfume that appealed to me so strongly that I would practically evaporate along with it.
By the standards of the day, it was a remarkably liberated marriage. She had worked as a social secretary and governess for some of the wealthiest families in New York, practically running their lives for them, and whenever the spirit moved her she would go back to one of them, sometimes even living with them for a while. She was so sought after that she could work when she felt like working, and come and go as she pleased. My uncle John was so sure of himself that he was perfectly willing to let her have a life of her own.
When she was living at the house, I tried to be around her as much as possible. On her part, she took me by the hand and opened up an entirely new world to me. She had, after all, been a governess. The best governess, probably, in New York. I was a very bright boy and I always got excellent marks in school. Not because I was a scholar but because I had such a retentive memory that I was able to get straight As without ever bringing a book home. My brother, Jimmy, on the other hand, had left school very early and gone to work in a coal yard. He was stolid, uncomplicated, and hard-working, very much like my father. Aunt Alice saw me as the member of the family with the greatest potentiality, and her natural inclinations took over.
By the time I was ten or twelve, she was buying me suits that cost twelve or fourteen dollars, which was as much as short-pants suits could cost. She took me to Broadway shows and the best New York restaurants. We would walk down Fifth Avenue, and people would turn their heads to look at her. We would walk into the Waldorf, which was located on Thirty-fourth Street at that time, right where the Empire State Building stands today, and the head waiter would come bustling over and automatically conduct us to a window table. She just had that air about her.
She tutored me in the social graces. Proper etiquette. The manners of a gentleman. And, along with it, the more valuable lesson that manners and etiquette were important not so much in the acts themselves as in the statement you were making about yourself. The first time I dropped a piece of silverware, she let me go reaching for it. And then she said: “If you ever drop anything again, let the waiter pick it up.”
I once asked her to define the word class for me. “I hear people say that some people have it and some people don't. What do they mean?”
She said: “The best way I can illustrate that, Willie, is to say that if you buy a two-dollar linen handkerchief and put it in your pocket, nobody knows it's there but you. Nobody else has to.”
It was the same with everything. Don't be showy. Keep your own counsel. Know your own worth. I listened carefully and I took it all to heart. More than anybody else, it was Aunt Alice who set my style of living and my attitudes. Unlike most thieves, I never flashed a big roll of bills. I never went after people, I let them come after me. Although I loved clothes, I was never a flashy dresser. If anything, I was always careful to be a little understated. But understated or not, I dressed so well, even while I was still living at home, that my mother began to call me The Dude. “Here comes The Dude,” she would say. And my father would never fail to say in response, “Well, every family has to have a sport. It might as well be Willie as anyone else.”
 
The Navy Yard had its impact upon me too. Sands Street, the sailors' honky-tonk, ran just parallel to High Street and directly into the Navy Yard three blocks away. A three-block carnival. Three blocks of whorehouses and street hookers, free-flowing liquor and noisy revelry. It was a street of happily blended sounds. The music pouring from the dance hall, the sea chanteys arching over the swinging doors of the saloons, the ricky-ticky piano telling of great happenings at the nickelodeon, and the high-pitched laughter from the throats of waist-holding couples as they paused for a moment to look into the shop windows. The sailors and their girls would slip into the nickelodeon or crowd into the penny arcades to have their pictures taken, shoot clay pigeons, or have their fortunes told.
It was a street of bars and taverns. In the morning, the paddy wagon would come around and pick up the debris. Those who had sobered up enough would be taken to the Navy YMCA, which was right there on Sands Street too. The others would be deposited in the police station overnight.
It was also a hangout for the toughs of the neighborhood, the same guys, for the most part, who were running the docks. A ship would pull in after months at sea, the sailors would come pouring out looking for girls, and, inevitably, somebody would go for the wrong one. And then it would become a street of wild brawls. There were full-scale riots there. The fighting wouldn't come to an end until the sailors had been chased right back into the Yard.
I was about ten when I began to hang around Sands Street with my school chums Charlie McCarthy and Eddie Lynch. They were just as fascinated by the street as I was, and we eagerly absorbed the exciting tales being told by the lush rollers, the burglars, the gamblers, and the gangsters. They became my first heroes. They wore good clothes, their shoes were always shined, and they looked as if they belonged in them, not awkward and uncomfortable like the working men of Irishtown in their Sunday go-to-church suits.
Charlie McCarthy and I found ourselves planning our first burglary as if it were the most natural thing in the world. It was a small department store in the neighborhood, and we planned every detail as if we were seasoned criminals. On the scheduled night we scurried through a dark alley, over a fence, and up the fire escape to the roof. We pried open a skylight and tied a rope to the frame, and then Charlie began to lower himself into the darkness. The next thing that happened hadn't been planned on. A loud crash and a tremendous clatter. Charlie had lost his grip and fallen right into the crockery department. Windows started going up all around us. People began shouting out questions. I had flattened myself against the roof, and after a while I could hear Charlie's voice calling faintly from below. I slid down the rope, waded through the broken crockery, and found him standing there, unharmed. “Come on,” he said. “Let's get the cash register.”
For the next two weeks Charlie and I were the kings of the neighborhood, buying ice cream and candy for all our friends and treating them to the movies. But it was a funny thing. When the money was gone, there was not a thought about pulling another job. We had done it to see if we could do it, that's all.
The next time I stole anything, I did it entirely on my own. I was twelve years old when I was transferred to PS 5, courtesy of my uncle John. Every morning my teacher, Miss Grilli, would place a quarter on her desk. Her lunch money. Every day as the class filed out for lunch I would see it sitting there. More and more I began to wonder what would happen if I took it.
The day came when I puttered around at my desk long enough to make sure I would be at the very end of the line, and as quick as a wink the quarter was in my pocket.
Miss Grilli was a very pretty, very emotional young woman with a huge bosom. Which, upon our return, she began to pound with both fists. Someone had stolen her quarter, she shouted, and she knew who it was. She surveyed the entire class, letting an accusing eye fall on each of us. “I'm going to give the person a chance to return the money,” she announced, at last. “And if he doesn't, I'll expose him to the class.”
I knew nobody had seen me, and I had not the slightest temptation to give it back. Not that I wanted the damn quarter. I just wanted the thrill of having pulled it off exactly as I had planned.
Miss Grilli said nothing more about it. But the next day there was another quarter on the desk. Christ, you couldn't learn anything. It was like a magnet. Everybody's mind was on that desk. For a full week the game went on. And on into the next week. And then, when I was convinced that the interest had died down, I dropped back to the end of the line and stole it again. Holy Christ, what a commotion when the kids came out of the cloak room and saw that it was gone again.
Miss Grilli herself said not a word. Just put another quarter on the desk. Another week went by, and I couldn't stand it. Nothing in the world could have stopped me from going after it, and this time she caught me red-handed.
I wouldn't admit I had stolen the other two quarters. I denied it indignantly. If I hadn't been caught red-handed, I wouldn't have admitted to the third one, either. They sent for my mother, and it was touch-and-go for a while whether I was going to be expelled.
That wasn't the end of it, though. The family held a meeting in the parlor, which pointed up the enormity of my offense right there. We were kitchen people. The parlor was for company. The punishment that was decided upon was worse, as far as I was concerned, than any beating could have been. The silent treatment. For a full week, nobody in the family would speak a word to me. I was being excommunicated. I wasn't even allowed to go to church.
It was only because I had such good marks, I suppose, that I hadn't been expelled. Being that good a student, and a naturally friendly kid anyway, I was one of the few kids who had free passage between the good boys and the bad boys. My best friend, in fact, had always been Johnny Mahoney, who was an altar boy. The best student and the best-behaved kid in the neighborhood. When I was fourteen we moved to Park Slope, about two miles away. It wasn't upward mobility, either. We were moving to a drab eight-family tenement on Thirteenth Street, a block away from Prospect Park. Within a month or two the Mahoneys moved to the same block, and Johnny and I became closer than ever. We would lie on the sloping hills of Prospect Park enjoying the incredibly beautiful floral arrangements. Or go swimming in the waters off Red Hook, just as we had always done. Exchanging our boyhood confidences, our secret dreams. Johnny's ambition was to be a priest. Mine was to become a criminal lawyer.
That's right, a criminal lawyer. And it wasn't as illogical as it may seem. Through all the years that I was growing up, the big, running story in the papers was the murder of Herman Rosenthal, who had been subpoenaed to testify before a grand jury investigating corruption in city government, and the subsequent trial of Lieutenant Charles Becker, a crooked police officer who was accused of hiring the murderers and fingering the victim. Becker was convicted on the testimony of the actual assassins, Gyp the Blood, Dago Frank, Lefty Louie, and Whitey Lewis. The story seemed to go on forever. The appeals, the clemency petitions to the governor, who happened to be the same man who had prosecuted him years earlier as district attorney, and, finally, the execution.
In Irishtown, the sympathy was all with Becker. Not that we had any love for crooked cops but only because we despised the gunmen who had turned rat—and who ended up in the chair along with Becker anyway.
Actually, my interest in the law had been sharpened even earlier. When I was very young, my father was hit by a truck while he was crossing a street in lower Manhattan. His collarbone was broken, among other things, and so he hired an attorney and brought suit. While we were waiting for the case to come to trial, we lived on dreams of the new life that was going to be opened up to us by all that money we were going to get. Just before the case was scheduled to go to trial, the lawyer settled for a few hundred dollars. My mother, always the philosopher, believed the lawyer when he told her how lucky we had been to get anything. I always had the sneaking suspicion that he had sold us out. (In later years, when I learned how the game was played, I became sure of it.)
I was going to be a lawyer for the poor people, I'd tell Johnny. A fighter for justice. Another Clarence Darrow. Boy, I was going to get everybody off.
I came closer to being a lawyer than Johnny ever came to being a priest. He drowned a few feet off the shore in Red Hook. I was supposed to have gone with him that day, but I had begged off. Our neighbors, the Jantzens, had just bought a new Ford, the first automobile on the street. On the day it arrived, Al Jantzen, who was about my age, allowed me to sit in the back seat with him, and, boy, what a thrill that was. This was in 1915, remember; I had never actually ridden in a car before in my life. When he came in later to tell me I was being invited to drive to Coney Island with them the next day . . . well, you can imagine. Hell, I could go swimming with Johnny Mahoney anytime. As Johnny himself agreed. Don't worry, he told me. He'd go by himself. While Al and I were in the car waiting for the rest of his family to come out, Johnny came by, carrying his bathing suit, and stood there talking to us until we were ready to leave.
When we came back in the evening, I learned that he hadn't come home. His mother had been to the house to ask whether Johnny had changed his mind and gone with us. In the morning, the word came that his body had been found wedged in a milk can beneath the water.
My mother and I went to the morgue with Mrs. Mahoney to identify the body. A terrible experience. When the attendant pulled out the slab and lifted the sheet, his face was so bloated that he was practically unrecognizable. “That's not my Johnny!” his mother screamed. “It's not! That's not Johnny!” While my mother was trying to comfort her, they took me into the office and showed me the clothes that had been found on the dock, plus the crucifix and ring that had been removed from the body. Johnny's graduation ring from St. Ann's. It was Johnny, all right.
I had taught Johnny how to swim, and if I had been with him—as I had promised—I would have been able to save him. I was so consumed with guilt that I began to make excuses not to go to church. Not because I blamed God or anything like that, but because I just couldn't bear to look at the altar boy.
My ambition died a less dramatic death. When I was fifteen I graduated from grammar school—PS 10—which was as far as most kids went at that time. My diploma was the first one that had ever come into the Sutton family, and it was the ambition of my parents that I would go on to become a high-school graduate and maybe even enter college. Over the summer, though, I decided to get a job and earn some money. I had a new friend by then, Tommy McGovern, and we had discovered girls. Tommy and I both went to work for the Title Guarantee Company. I was the office boy for the vice-president, a job which permitted me to roam through every department of the vast organization, including the banking department. I became so friendly with the cashiers and the tellers that they allowed me to watch the opening of the massive doors of the vault every morning and to help wheel the money into the cages for the beginning of each
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