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Stranger Walks In, Bares Bizarre Plo

By Jack Anderson
We have found ourselves
sucked into the vortex of a bi-
zarre extortion scheme.

It began with the recent ap-|

pearance in our offices of a
mysterious stranger dressed in
a flowery shirt and flared
pants, He called himself “Cray-
ola.”

He told us an improbable
story, which we have now been
able o verify. Tustice I'epart-
ment sources filled in the de-
tails he omitted.

In late June, according to
government sources, the gen-
eral manager of the posh Con-
cord Hotel in New York's Cats-
kill Mountains received an ex-
tortion letter.

Unless he coughed up $320,-
000 in unmarked bills, threat-
ened the letter, the hotel's

guests would be dosed with

LSD. The leiter was signed, in
bright crayon, with the name
“Crayola.”

The hotel immediately noti-
fied the FBI, whose agents su-

‘pervised the payoif arrange-

ments. At Crayola’s instruc-
tions, the hotel on July 6 sent a
girl into downtown Manhattan
with the payoif packages.

At precisely 3:15 p.m., she
was waiting beside some phone
booths at the corner of Fifth Av-
enue and 44th Street. Hanging
from her shoulders were two

of the telephones rang. She
picked it up and stammered the
code word, “Crayola.”

She was directed from phone
booth to phone booth, with un-

discreet distance. The strange
scenario was directed by Cray-
ola from a vantage point on the
second floor of the Pan Am
building.

Asthe girl approached Grand

tacted an accomplice named
“Bob™ at a pay phone on the
lower level. “It's on,” said Cray—
ola.

Bob moved to a glass-paneled
door with a sign, “Ladies Room
Closed. Use Upper Level.” Be-

plice named “Inez” waited. Bob
pushed his foot through the left
panel of the door. In bustling
Grand Central, no one noticed
the tinkle of broken glass.

By now, the girl with the
light bags was becoming dis-
traught. When she was in-
structed to proceed to still an-
other phone booth on the lower
level, she objected. “No job is
worth this,” she pleaded.
Crayola assured her she
wouldn't be harmed and di-
rected her to a phone beneath a
poster advertising a watch

called the “Concord.”

peach-colored [llght bags. One '

seen FBI agents following at a”

Central station, Crayola con-'

hind the doors, a female accom-
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“If I weren't so scared,” she
whimpered, “I'd be laughing.”

At the Concord sign, sHe was
told to turn around, walk
quickly to the glass door be-
hind her and then shove the
flight bags through the hole.
The bags landed on a rug atta-
ched to a piece: of rope. From
the recesses of the room, Inez-
began reeling in the loot. One
bag fell off, but the other disap-
pearett with her into the dark-
ness.

Three FBI Agents rushed up
but found the door locked.
When they managed to enter
the abandoned restroom, they
discovered it was connected by
an old stairway to the upper
level ladies room. The culprits
had escaped with half the pay-
off.

The money, however, was
fake,and the bags were planted
with electronic beepers. But
the dropping of the bags caused
the beepers to malfunction.

Two weeks later, the FBI re-
ceived a letter from Crayola
claiming the extortion plot had
been a hoax. “The bureau blun-
dered disastrously and irret-
rievably by substituting fake
money for real,” he wrote. This
was “irrefutable proof of the
bureau’s knowing, deliberate

and wanton endangering of|

hundreds of unsuspecting

L

guests at the Concord.”
Believe it or not, Crayola wu»

trying to blackmail the FB;:—
Jack Anderson would be told of
the FBI's *“callousness,” he
threatened, unless the jalled
LSD prophet, Timothy Leary.
was released,

But the FBI had the last
laugh. Its agents, working qui-
etly, identified Crayola and lo-
cated a safety depesit hax he
had opened in a plony namé ak
the New York Savings Bank.

Crayola was under partial,
FBI surveillance when he cam’é_:
to us. My associate Joe Spesr
listened incredulously to his’
story of the extortion-blackmail
plot against the FBI, As evi-
dence, Spear asked to see the
extortion letter, o

Therealfter, an accomphce
picked up the letter from the
safety deposit box. He was or\

N.'o!.-

‘his way to make a Xerox copy-

for us when the FBI moved n(,
Robert Greenman was arrestgcp
with the incriminating docu-r
ment. Agents also nabbed John
Calvin VanOrsdell, a freelance,
writer and author of a novel en~
titled, “Ragland,” in Pennsylvaa.
nia. e
VanOrsdeIl has now authors
ized us to identify him as Cray-'
ola. He would not, however,
name his accomplices, ‘
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