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“You all know me!
I’m Jack Ruby!”’

He was indeed. That's why he shot Oswald

t 1812%
Commerce Streat in Dallag, neross from the
Adolphus Hotel and just down Commerce
from the Baker and the Statler, there (s n
stairway up to a second-floor warren of
rooms and corridors. The sign on the locked
door reads:
DALLAS POLICE
GYM
For Golden Glove Boxera
Sponsored by
DALLAS POLICE ASSOUIATION
As before, the place is open only st night;
but now its stairs temper the welcome rolled
down them in thick ved carpeting. Only two
officers have & key to the gym, and s rubbsr
treadway s clamped into the carpet with
metal strips. The run of atairs, broken by a
short landing, is capped with a dusty, un-
used box office. A door on the right tukes cne
into & low room widened, on both flanks,
bayond ceiling traces of thin walls removed,
Back in the Thirties, Benny Binion ran his
book out of these rooms, from a club called
Pappy's 86, but for two decades number
1812% gathered dust until, in 1960, 8 & R,
inc. (Siatin and Ruby) opened The Sov-
ereign Club (private clubs apparently could
evads the Dalles ban on public sala of mixed
drinks). The club had ita troubles, and
Slatin's interest in § & R was soon taken
over by Ruby's friend Ralph Paul, who in-
sisted that the club be opened to the public
and strippers be brought in. That {s how
The Sovereign Club became The Carousel,
managed by Jack Ruby. Paul owned half of
the elub, and Ruby's brother Earl owned
most of the other half; but for Jack it was
the fulfillment of a dream.
Today, a boxing ring is built out from the
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stage where blue Hghts cooled the strippers’
writhings. Only one of Ruby’s short run-
ways still projects beyond the ring's lip
(*"The Only Club In Dallas With Thres Run-
ways”). In the girls' dressing room, cops
shower after their workout. Down the hall
from dressing voom to stage, one walks past
acribbled-over walls : “Number four girl goes
firat." Eleven musicians’ names are recordad
in fading pencil: Tom Piesnor and Bill
Willis top the list. Traces of the nightelub
lock dingy in the gymnasium's hard light.
Tinny chandeliers are tied aslant, The paste-
board star on Jada's dressing room shrivels
at ita corners. A sequiny gold horsa in bas-
relief {5 punctured at two points and shows
its papery insides. There is more (and more
efficient) punching than in the club's old
days, but less fighting, It is atill, as in Ruby's
lifetime, a policeman’s world, but no longer
a girl's world. Ruby's club was alsetrie with
the violence of exploited women.

Dingy as it sesms, it marks the top of a
ladder. The rungs, each laboriously reached,
were: The Singapore Club, The Silver Spur,
The Bob Wills Ranch House, The Vegas
Club, Hernando's Hidenway, The Sovarsign
Club, The Carousel, In 1947 Ruby came to
Dallas to help his sister Eva, who had taken
aver The Singapore Club. This was in South
Dallss, n prowling ground of tough outeasts,
of Texans with an ol millionaire's tempera-
ment and a janitor's pocketbool. It is & Dal-
las that was fargotten when the city’s thin
wadge of skyscrapers rearad itself, afier
World War I1, to yodel challenges scross the
continent at New York. But Jack and Eva
were used to tough neighborhoods. They
gréw up in a Chicago ghetto; every step out-
side it was dangerous. “Jack was the girls’

protector,” Earl Ruby says; if anyone picked
on the Ruby sisters (there were four of
them), Jack would hunt him down. On Dal-
las’ South Ervay Street, he was still protect-
ing Eva—though the two squabbled like
fishwives when they were together, (If Eva
called Jack st his office, he would put the
receiver on the desk and go sbout his busi-
ness, checking every now and then to see
if the indignant static had died away.)

The brother snd sister changed their
Singapore Club to The Silver Spur, specializ-
ing in hillbilly Western music. The elub
brojsed along, and became known s Dallas’
“bucket of blood.” Ruby needed no bouncer;
he had been a scrappy admirer and hanger-
on of Barney Ross in Chieago, a hauntar of
fight cireles, known for his own flare-ups and
nicknamed “Sparky.” Bill Willis, Ruby's
drummer in The Carousel, says: “Jack grew
up in the same kind of neighborhood [ did.
If you have our background, you learn to be
a jungle walker; you sense a fight coming on.
Jack used to tell me, ‘You have to take the
play away. If you don't take the play, the
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12:45 P.M., NOV. 22 , 1963 -- JACK RUBY STUNNED, RUBY GETS
LEARNS OF THE ASSASSINATION IN THE ON THE PHONE AND CALLS
NEWSROOM OF THE DALLAS MORNING ANDY ARMSTRONG, BAR-
NEWS WHERE HE HAS GONE TO PLACE TENDER AT HIS CLUB, THE
AN AD FOR HIS CLLIB AND WHERE HE CAROUSEL.
COMPLAING ABOUT AN ANTI- KENNEDY AD. —

. ANDY, I[F ANY-

KENNEDY'S BEEN THING HAPPENS,
! T A WE ARE GOING
TO CLOSE THE
CLUB. T'LL SEE
YOU IN ABOUT
HALF AN HOUR)|

| THEN HE cALLS EVA
GRANT, HIS SISTER, BUT
SHE IS UPSET.

JOHN, I AM NOT
OPENING TONIGHT.

1:51 P.M., RUBY CALLS RESTALIRANT

1115 P.M.,RUBY GOES, POSSI - 1145 P.M., HE ARRIVES AT
OWNER RALPH PAUL AND OTHERS..

BLY, TO PARKLAND MEMORIAL HI5 CLUB,
HOSPITAL , WHERE NEWSMAN
SETH KANTOR CLAIMS TO HAVEN cALL EVERYONE AND
SEEN HIM., TELL THEM WE'RE NOT
OPENING /* =

ISN'T THIS A TERRIBLE THING?
RALPH, 1 CAN'T OPEN. YOU 1
SHOULD CLOSE YOUR PLACE

SHOULD 1 CLOSE
MY PLACE FOR THE
NEXT THREE NIGHTS,
DO YOU THINK 7

LATER, AT A DELICATESSEN WHERE RUBY Ml RUBY ARRIVES AT HIS
G&OES TO BUY a_rZSZOO WORTH OF COLD@ISISTER'S APARTMENT.
(= .-t

JOE WHAT [S THIS YOU DON'T KNOW

GOING TO DO TO THIS, BUT 1L STARTED

OUR BUSINESS ? ALL OF MY PRO— g

WE'RE GOING TO GRAMS WITH A ANYTHING

LOSE ALL OF THE PATRIOTIC NUMBER.! [EE ANYWAY, BUT

CONVENTIONS /* WE OWE [T
: TO--

DO THEY HAVE THE
SON -OF A - BITCH

THAT DID IT? THEY
SHOULD SHOOT HIM
RIGHT AWAY /*

RUBY THEN PLACES A CALL
TO THE NE::;ﬁ&ADPER TO CHANGE

NO THAT WAS
CAPTAIN WILL

DO ME A FAVOR, LISTEN, USE
MY SPACE AND SAY, "CLOSED
FRIDAY, SATLRPAY AND SUNDAY.'
AND DON'T TELL THE WEINSTEINS
I PON'T CARE WHAT THE OTHER
CLUBS ARE DOING. 1 WANT
TO SCOOP THEM.'

T I
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BROTHER AND TWO SISTERS. BY OTHER NIGHTCLUBS TO
THEN GOES TO TEMPLE. THE |H SEE IF THEY ARE OPEN. THE
RABBI WAS SURPRISED THAT BALI-HAI IS OPEN... "
HE SAID NOTHING ABOUT THE

ASSASSINATION

9:00 .M. RUBY CALLS A AFTER SERVICES, RUBY PRIVES | THE GAY NINETIES IS CLOSED." [

YOU FOR VISITING MY
SISTER IN THE
HOSPITAL .. o

AT 10:30 P.M. STOPPING OFF AT PHIL'S DELI- [l AT 1130 P.M. RUBY OSWALD THE FAIR
CATESSEN . RUBY ORDERS 8 SANDWICHES AND ll GOES TO THE POLICE WAS A PLAY FOR
10 CELERY TONICS FOR POLICEMEN ON DUTY, [l STATION FOR A PRESS Wl MEMBER cUBA
THEN HE WALKS OVER TO A GROUP OF STU- COMNFERENCE WITH OF THE
DENTS WHO HAVE AN EARLY EDITION OF THE OSWALD...
NEXT MORNING'S PAPER %
| BROUGHT THE

I'VE 6OT SOME ADS HERE FOR ; SANDWICHES.
MY CLUB.,. MAYBE, T'LL GIVE YOU _ NOTHING BUT
KOSHER STUFF
IS ALL [ BRING™I'M
INTERPRETING
FOR A JEWISH
N

5 » M YOU A REFORTER?
VERY MEAN MAN. HE BIT HOW LONG ARE

JOHNSTON, TO WHOM HE GIVES SOME GUY'S NOSE OFF ONCE. il YOU GOING TO BE
A CLUB CARD.. HE FIGHT'S LIKE A WOMAN .4 :

AFTER A TRIP TO STATION KLIF, WHERE 4.350 A.M.- RUBY GOES THEY DRIVE TO A SPOT ON
RUBY SITS IN ON 2 A.M. NEWSCAST AND SUG-Ill HOME, WAKES HIS ROOM- lil THE CENTRAL EXPRESSWAY.
GESTS INTERVIEWER ASK WADE IF OSWALD MATE, GEORGE SENATOR,
WAS SANE, RUBY GOES TO TIMES HERALD, AND CALLS CRAFARD AT
WHERE HE DEMONSTRATES HIS *TWISTBOARD THE CLUB, b{mﬁ R?jg‘g%‘?;%l*e

A GIMMICK HE IS PROMOTING.
POOR MiS. KENNEDY-] T SCo0PED MY Com- Bl Ao meen uacon e [l e L O
STREET IN FRONT OF .0.B!5/ i, B
THE CLUB...* '

DURING THE CONFERENCE,
, YOU SEE, I'M IN GOOR WITH




LOOKING FOR A CONNECTION
BETWEEN THE RIGHT-WING AD
AND THE BILLBOARD, THEY GO
TO THE POST OFFICE TO EXA-
MINE THE CONTENTS OF THE

BOX LISTED IN THE AD,%1792.

LINABLE TO FIND OUT WHO
RENTED THE BOX, THEY PEER
INTO IT

IT'S SO STUFFED
WITH MAIL.*

g

7y

THEN HE CALLS STATION KLIF

L UNDERSTAND
THEY ARE MOVING

IT? I BELIEVE 1 CAN
GET SOME NEWS
STORIES. I'M A PRETTY i
G000 FRIEND OF .
HENRY WADE =

PURING THE MORNING, GEORGE
SENATOR NOTICES RUBY PACING
THE FLOOR, MUMBLING.

HIS LIPS ARE
GOING. WHAT HE IS -
JABBERING, 1 DONT X
KNOW. BUT HE ’
IS REALLY 3
PACING.

D,

|7 /!

RUBY STRIDES
339 FT. AND 6 INCHES
TO THE POLICE STATION.

| SATURDAY, RUBY LEAVES HIS

APARTMENT AROUND NOON
AND DRIVES TO DEALEY PLAZA,
WHERE , AGAIN, HE ACTS AS
LOCAL ASSASSINATION GUIDE...
TALKS TO REPORTERS...

" THAT'S CAPTAIN FRITZ AND
CHIEF CURRY OVER THERE
LOOKING AT THE FLOWERS:

THOSE POOR PEOPLE/

THOSE POOR PECPLE/
1 HAVE TO DO-
SOMETHING /"

=+ i

AROUND MIDNIGHT HE GOES TO
THE PAGO CLUB, SITS DOWN AND
ORDERS A COKE...

11.00 A.M. RUBY IS BEHIND

THE WHEEL OF HIS WHITE 1960

OLDSMOBILE ... TAKING A WRONG

TURN BEHIND A BLIS RUBY DRIVE

INTO A PARKING LOT OPPOSITE THE
FOLICE STATION. ™

YOuU KILLED MY
PRESIDENT, YOU
RAT I

Jack! Jack!
YOU SON-OF-
A-BITCH ! »

RUBY'S NEXT STOP IS AT S0US

TLIRF BAR. HE SHOWS THE

Pl C‘I’uRESsOeF THE “WARREN "
ISN .

1 KNOW WHO TO GIVE
THESE PICTURES TO, 1 WANT
IT TO BE A SCOOP.™

HE TAKES A
SWIM
IN HIS APART-

MENT HOUSE
OUTDPOOR, POOLY

A CALL FROM
THE CLEANING
LADY. HE 15

CONFUSED .

1117 A.M.--SENDS % 25.00
BY WIRE TO KAREN BENNETT,
A STRIPPER.

SON-OF-A - BITCH
DIES... YOU KNOW _ME - YOou
KNOW ME -I'M JACK RUBY.




other guy will.' Jack was n reactionary.” A
what? “A reactionary—he reacted fast." (A
stripper who worked for him told us, “Jack
wia a gpastie.” He was T "Yes—he acted sud-
denly."}

At The Silver Spur, thers were many plays
Jack had to take away. He was not o big man
—five-foot-nine, 176 pounds—but he was
brawny in the arms and shoulders, and fast,
and deft at hia tactie of the seized initiative.
We found no memory, in the jumbled fight
stories from his “bucket-of-blood” duys, of
his ever losing the play. Hs struck fast.
Onee, though, having struck, he left his hand
too long in an opponent’s face: “Dub” Dick-
arson chomped down on his finger and would
not let go. By the time Jack shook him off,
the flesh was mangled and one joint of his
left index finger had to be amputated. Typi-
eally, Jack snd Dickerson were friends when
they met after this,

Even on South Ervay, Jack maintained
atrict, if eccentrie, standards of decorum.
*“He didn't let no 'characters’ in,” one charac-
ter told us. (“Characters,” in Ruby’s world,
ia the truncasted form of crime-story phrases,
like “suspich haracters” snd “questi
able characters.") “He threw me out four or
five thousand times."” The speaker is & wry
young man swith a sullen pout, Gilbert
“Corky” Crawford. "I have u record, you
zeq” (a five-page record of arrests, to be pre-
ciae, often on charges of pandering), “and
police would vome in and sometimes take me
out and sometimes take me to jail. So Jack
sald he didn't need my business.” Did he
ever throw you out physieally? “Oh no!™
Buddy Walthars, one of Sherlff Bill Decker's
most promising young understudies (one of
those who wear Decker’s Dick-Traoy-style
hat, not & Stetson), snorted at this. “He beat
the hall out of Corky."" Ruby, who despised
“punks” and “characters,” rarely found
other ways of expressing disapproval. He
moralized with his fats.

Decorum meant a great deal to Jack Ruby.
He did not smok= or drink (his futher was a
drunkard), He rarely talked Yiddish (the
Inngunge of his childhood) ; he was intent on
perfecting his Bottom-the-Weaver English
( his mother could not write her own name).
Alus, the only verbal mastery he nchieved
wis in the reslm of imaginative obseanity.
(“He could cuss straight on, like ssying hls
prayers,” one of his friends said ndmiring-
ly.) And his avdor for decorum manifested
itself primarily in a readiness to flatten any
patron who put his feet on the table. His
determinstion to Tun a “clean club” made
many strippers wonder how they could find
P ction from his p lon, One girl told
Jack she was given her block sye by her
husband, and she was leaving him. The next
time the poor fellow mppeared st the club,
Ruby pitehed him down the staivs, though
the couple had been reconciled and the girl
was plending, “Jack, T don't went you to hit
him."

In 1052, Ruby tried to open u new place,
and loet both |t and The Silver Spur. It was
the firat, and the havsheat, of his business
failures in Dallas, Eventually he got The
Silver Spur back, but by now he had his aye
on the “respectable” downtown clubs. His
firat real ndvance towsard that goal came
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when he went in with Joa Bonds at The
Vegas Club—which meant a switch from
hilibilly musie to rock-and-roll. He ran dance
contests to bring in the young erowd, and
kept the place even cleaner of “characters.”
“Oh yesh," Corky says, “he threw me out of
The Vegns, too." Jack lived for this club—as
mansger, bouncer, advertising agent, pro-
motor, M.C.—until the dsy when he took his
farthest step up and moved into the center
of town, right next to Abe Wsinstein'a
Colony Club, back at 1512%, where “Pappy”
had started in the Thirties. In 1961 he
opened Tha Carousel, which he thought of
always as his “high-cluss place,” his first
club with strippera and a real “show.,"” He
left the old club for Eva to manage; Bob
Larkin, a giant hlarnayar, became the
“houseman™ (polite for houncer) of The
Vegas,

“He carried a lot of maney,” Larkin told
us, “That's why he kept a gun in the bank
bag. I often carvied the gun. At the end of
the night, Jack would take the money out of
the cash register and put it in the deposit
bag; that's when he took out his piece and
put itin hia pocket. Whenever he was carry-
ing the money, he kept his piece handy.
Somstimes he hod me tote money from The
Vegus to The Carousel, or to the bank, so
1 had the gun.” Did you put it in your posk-
at? “No. I didn’t want it. 1 just left it in the
bag," But Jack put it In his pants pocket?
“Yes." Ready, if anyone reached for the
money bag or asked for his roll, to take the
play awny.

Was Jeek & good fighter? “Sure. He never
hesitated. Once ke dropped by the club while
I was at the door. 1 had to handle a trouble-
maker and, before [ even got started, Jack
stepped betwean us and nalled him, I asked
him, ‘Jack, why did you do that? That's
what you pay me for." ‘Don’t ever stop me,’
he said; ‘I might lose my nerve.'*

Did you get along well with him? “Sure.
He was good to me. When I left him and
went to work next door [at Abe's Colony
Club], T got stabbed three times up In the
Coleny’'s telephone booth. By ths tims they
got me down to the ambulance, Jack wus
there, leaning over nnd asking me how I falt.
He followed the ambulance, and came [nto
the smergency room. A prisst was trying to
give me the last sacramants, but Jack shoul-
dered him sside and came straight at me:
‘What the hell, Bob! Freddy Bass had to pick
his guts up and carry them sfter he got
stabbed. You're as good o man ss he was,'
1 tell you, it wan the best medicine | got in
that hespital. When [ went into the vperat-
ing room, he came right with me. They told
nim he eouldn’t stand there. He said he could
wateh through the door, couldn't he, and
they let him. He waa with ma all through, in
the recovary room and everything, He sven
offered to give me blood. When my own boss
came to see me, there was his next-door rival
already there. In fact, Jack told me | should
sie Abe for getting stabbed in his club, T
said, ‘Aw, Jazk, what would I do with all that
money? ‘Come in as a partner at The Carou-
wel. He was always Aguring the angles.

“Hewas a stickler {or the law, He thought
of himself as a kind of cop, He liked to do
their job for them. If people came in after

hours, he would frisk them to make sure
they weren't still enrrying their bottle. He'd
even frisk some of the girls. Other times,
he'd have his girls take lie-detector tests if
he thought they were hustling out of his
club, We had one girl who liked to tell every-
body her troubles; she kept Joe Johnson at
the club till four ane morning, When Jack
and [ came in from the restaurant, Jack hit
the ceiling. *This isn’t a goddum bedroom.'
The girl awore they had just heen talking,
but he took her over to Fort Worth to take
the lie-detector test. He liked those tests and

things the palice use.”
As Bill Willis, the drummer, puts it,
“Most of my neighborhood friends b

hoods or cops. When [ started playing in
clubs, ofd pals would drop by to say a raid
was coming, | just got up and left my drums
behind, while the old pals went after their
paddy wagon. Jack was the same: he thought
of cops as friends, as the ones who made
good, who stayed out of the gangs.” Jack
made quite an impreasion on the police at the
outset: on South Ervay, he came to the
rescue of two policemen—Officers Blanken-
ship and Carlson—who were being benten by
three toughs.

When Jack wss at The Vegas, his band-
leader was the shy, proud Negro musician,
Joe Johnson, Joe now plays the piano at a
supper elub before lugging his saxophone
ovar to The Pretty Kitty Kat Klub, out by
Love Airport, where his band is playing.
This is the kind of elub Ruby moved up to
from The Silver Spur. It is a amall place
throbbing with the amplified baat that keeps
dancers at their puppet-jerks in the crumped
area left them for mensuver. At intarvals,
o pomuded young man takes the microphone
and grunts back at the drum—~five feet of
silk suit and hslf o foot of elevator heals,
mouthing syilables as unshaped as the drum
thuds, At unmereifully briefar intervals, two
bovine girls make bare-limbed efforts at the
apasm and lurch called “go-go dancing." It
looks like a preternaturally viclent form of
hicouping. Patrons shout [ll-mannered “re-
quests’’ at Johnson, who keeps his smile
determinedly in place,

There is no talking to Johnson (or to any-
one) in this club; but Denny's is just acroas
the highway, and by one-thirty Joe can es-
cape the inexplicable cries for more of the
same (“same" being one of this exaggerating
erowd's rare accurncies), Joe carries himself
with a pained deference; Texas long ago
“taught him his place”—or thinks it did.
‘But he is accepted at Denny's, which, from
one to five am, is taken over by “show-
‘business folk." “They ure night people,” says
Bill Willia (who does not join them but goes
home to his wife, an interior decorator). “If
sucpess has to ba bought by working from
sight to five, they don’t want it. [t's a grimy
world, but [t has the promise of glamour,
and they live on that. At Denny's or Brinks
—in Jack’s day, at Lucas B and B Restau-
rant, right next to The Vegas—you meet the
table-hoppers, toming to tell you that so-and-
50 is thinking of taking them into their act,
or sg-and-go is writing them a song."

The diner is erowded: aging charmers,
male and female: sculpted coiffures, male
and femala; self-consciously “casual”™ outfits,
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girls with Tower-of-Plisa hairdos, raspberry-
popsicle pants, dragonfly cyelashes. These
fine-fentured rough-skinned girls, their eyes
framed In velvet, their figures not goud
enough for the tight pants that proclsim
them, are treated to elaborately gallant leers,
This is the world Ruby aspired to when he
cume to Dallas. He was on the outskirts of
it for years, got one foot in it with The
Vegns, moved into its center with Carousel,

Denny's is at its rush hour, and we can-
not get a seat until Bob Larkin comes in and
cona 4 booth from the diner's “mayder dee.”
Larkin is now a privste investigator for a
team of lawyers who have to know what |s
going on In thia world. Bob knows. He moves
from table to table histrionically hugging
girla and ducking a short punch at each
man's arm, Bill Howard, an old friend of
Ruby's, arrives Thunderbird-wafted to talk
about his renovatad Stork Club ("I was the
first to bring the go-go girl to Dallas”),
Howard invests in oil, and onee got Jack out
of a disastrous venture in Oklahoma wells
(""Ha plunged into things. Jack was always
a firat-puncher”). Howard ran a club in
Miami for a while,
where Jack stopped by
to visit him while
traveling on a free
ticket to Havana, Sam
and Joe Campisi, who
run the Egyptian
Loungs in Dallas but
skip ovar to Las Vegns
whenever they can,
come into Denny's
after their own res-
taurant closas, Joe
Campisi liked to go to
The Caropusel to watch
Ruby in action: “"He
was the best goddam
show in town."

For this erowd, Dal-
lus is purtly a tryout
town for Las Vegas,
the new world's New
Haven. Membersof the
Bottoms Up troupe,
when they mince in,
stir widening ripples: they have just played
Vegua and are haloed with its neon. Anyone
with & Vegas connection—especially if the
connection eurries a perfumy hint of the ex-
pensive underworld—is a celebrity. People
who were children when Besny Binfon and
Herbert Noble ran the gambling in Dallas
claim to have been their friends. Even now,
whan a man with & “reputation” (like R.D.
Matthews) stops by Denny's the night people
eat their sceambled eggs in awe. Just before
the small-time Dallas gambler Lewis Me-
Willie moved on to Vegas, he played the po-
drone to his old pal Jack Ruby, sending him
that cut-rate ticket to visit Cubs. In an ex-
pansive mood, McWillie once thought he
would aequire a gun like Jack's; but when
Jack obligingly sent him one C.0.D. to
Vages, MeWillle's wife would not lst him
pick it up; the package came back unpaid
for, Disillusioning, no doubt; but the night
people are still dazzled by the town Jack's
“sacond club”™ was named for.

Joe Johnson doea not talk except in short

ESQUIRE: MAY

to meet the faces ha met, Not

answers, Yes, he worked for Jack a long
time. Yes, Jack friaked customers, Yes, Jack
took that girl to Fort Worth for a lie-detec-
tor test. Yes, Jack liked to show his club off
to the cope. But what kind of man was he?
“He mude me part of his family. He never
made me feel ill at sase because I'm a Negro,
He always remembered to throw a party for
me on my birthdsy." How would you com-
pare the Kitty Kat to The Vegas? “Wall,

my band is more versatile now.

We're getting so we will be able

to play all kinds of engagements.'

Always the promise of glamour.

or Ruby the promise was fulfilled in
The Carousel. “This is a f— high-class
place” he would assure doubters as he threw
them down the stairs. To get some idea of
that club, one must walk the block from
Commerce Street to Jackson—irom the dust
of the Police Gym to the smoke that final-
filters cellophane-dyed lights in Barney

Weinstein’s Theatre Lounge. It Is a place
still amused or mude uneasy by memories of
Jack. Every member of the band once

Aftar forty, it's snid, o man has the face he deserves. This is Ruby's in various moods. Facen
ingiinhed, perhaps, but adequate for the worid he moved in.

worked for him—the drummer Bill Willls,
“Mr. Texas" of 1952 ; trumpeter Johnny An-
derson, once in Stan Kenton's band ; pianist
Billy Simmons, who wrote M-i-g-g-i-g-8-{-p-
p-i. In this world men reach the top of their
short Indder rapidly and take, without strong
feelings of loss, the short fall down, [t is a
world of reputations won and lost, or never
loat because not won; claimed anywsy, and
enjoyed as if bestowed by crowds enthu-
sinstically.

Crammed backstage In a tiny dressing
room, Bill Willis looks like an overgrown

dol A mild: ed, non-smoking,
non-drinking gyvmnast and devourer of
books, he wears black suede boots and has
long blond hair his hands mother and his
syes gesk out in this wall or that of the
mirrored room. “Hell, man, Dallng ia still &
ghoot-out town, When 1 was wrestling us
‘Mr. Texas,” I had people see meon television
and pile in the car to come over and whip
me, I knew the signa, ‘Oh-oh,’ 'd say, ‘what
can I do for you?' There are peoples who go

out on the streets here looking for someone
to ‘draw’ on them. They have the look. You
stare it down; or, if that won't work, take
them on. A smirk means they are confident
you won't even draw. There’s nothing to do
with the amirk but mess it up, right now."

And Jack understood the shoot-out code?
“He had to live, didn't he?” What about the
view that he fought in sudden fits, not know-
ing what he did? “Well, the girl who said
that is not very trustworthy. No, Jack knew.
He didn't want to hesitate. He had to take
the play, One time a rough boy started
trouble and the M.C. hit him. then Jack
hit him, but he kept getting up. [ went
over and put & pin on him, and we were st
the top of the stairs, this boy kicking at
Juek und Jack cussing him, when some well-
dressed people sturted coming up the stairs,
Juck instantly said, just as ecol as you please,
‘Come right up, folks! Stap right over them!
Just & couple of bums!' "

We told Bill a story given us by one of
Jack's waitresses, She had just begun work-
ing for him, and was underage. When a
drunk got boisterous, Jack toak her back into
the kitchen, “Stay
here,” he said, “there’s
going to be trouble;
the police will come.”
He went out and
pounded the fellow,
then held him for the
arrival of the officers.
Does that sound like
Jack? “Oh, ysah! One
night he had two Vice
Squad men &t a table
by the old hallway (ke
tore that wall out lat-
er, and moved the
box office forward, hut
the hull used to lead to
the stairs). There was
4 guy ut the bar who
wouldn't pay and
wouldn't leave. Jack
went over to him gev-
eral times, but got
nowhers. So Jack
grabbed him, rushed
him right into the hall past the Vice men,
quistly beat the shit out of him, and threw
him downstairs; then picked up the conver-
sation with the Vice men, who never knew
anything had happened "

What made. him fight o much? “He used
to say, ‘This is my home. [ don't want people
spoiling it.! He wouldn't let anybody get
away with anything."” But his club became
known as a rough place precisely becanse he
fought so much! “Yeah, well, Jack tried to
please, but he usually did the wrong thing
for reaching his goal. It's like his big words
to impress you. They always eame out
wrong. He'd say thinga like, ‘Tt's been a love-
ly precurious evening.' Or he'd tell a girl,
‘You make me feel very lraseible.'" (An-
other of Jack's acquaintances told us he
would say, “In lieu of the situation, let’s do
this.")

He was a Mr., Malaprop? “Yeah, he al-
ways did the very thing he was attacking.
Like the time when Frank Fisher, our trum-
peter, was lousing up his part, and shouting
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insults back at the audience. Jack called out
1o him across the club, ‘Frank, you ¢ .
you got no clase!’” (One of Ruby's em-
plovees told the F.B.L that Juck beat him up
becaise he had ordered the employees not to
fight and this fellow got in a braw] anyway.)

Didn't Ruby's antica drive customers
awny ! “No! They came to see hini, The strip-
pers would be working away up front and
people would turn sround to watch Jack.
Man, we had a club. We had a show.” Was
it enjoyable for the employees then? “Sure,
we all liked Jack., Thare was & cirele of us,
the steady ones, Tamml, and Andréw, and
Alice the washroom attendant, and u couple
af the waitresses: Diana the dingbat, and
Alice, and Nisi, and Bonnie. Jack was hard
on some, lke Jads; but they asked for it
They were tough customers.”

“Bill!” The M.C., & man named Benny,
sticks his face in, a sad-eyed greenish face,
wearing the greenish appendage that, out
under lights, is only mildly unconvincing na
a cigar—at any rate, more convincing than
tha slab of black moss he covers his buldness
with. “Time to go.” The intermission is over,
and Bill must elimb to
his balcony seat out
in froot of the piano,
behind his drums.

The Thentre Lounge
is owned by Barney,
one of the Weinstsin
brothers who monopo-
lizad the downtown
strip business until
Ruby came along. The
Weinsteins like to pre-
tend that Ruby was
not s competitor; but,
looking around Bar-
ney's club (which ia
bigger than Abe's),
one finds muny vet-
erans of The Carou-
sal: nll of the band;
this week's star strip-
per; ope of the best
champagne girls;
many of the “profes-
sionals" who drop in.
The Theatre Lounge has & U-shaped baleony
which 14, technically, a “private elub™ —muk-
ing Barney's the only strip joint that can
serve mixed drinks. The lights are low; it
makes the motions of the champagne girls
less obvious, Up on the left there is an irl-
descent murk of botties and a robin-breasted
bartender. To the right, the glitter of metal
on his drums marks the spot where Bill
Willis {s nested In darkness. On the stage,
the first of the evening's four strippers ia
flouncing through her gnrmentsd overtura
{“Number four girl goes first”). There s
& fringe of oglers around the runway, but
raost of the tables ave empty. Back from the
stage, below the overhang of balcony, things
brighten nesr the cashier's lighted cranny
(ker motions are not to be obscure). An all-
Ameriean college-bay type, the bouncer,
tukes us around through the kitchen into
Barney's office.

Barney does not think much of Ruby's
husiness practices, “He was unethical. He
used to go and give out Carousel passes to

people lined up in front of Abe's club. Be-
sides, he raffled off turkeys, or dishes, or
anything to bring in the customers.” (This,
in some way Barney takes to be obvious,
sullied the purity of Strip.) “Jack had seven
fights a week, I've had three fights in thirty
yeuars.” Not that the business is without its
risks, Abe Weinstain told us of the time
when some hoodlum type was dating a young
stripper, back in the Thirties. It was the
girl's firat job, her mother had asked Abe to
loak after her, and he told her to break it
off. “So this churacter came in one afternoon
while | was in the office alone, ‘Abe,” he says,
‘I'm going to kill you.! "Well," T said, ‘T under-
stand how you feel. But killing me won't do
any good. I could see it a lot better if you
just beat the shit out of me.’ That got him,
50 he sat down and we talked a while. But
that cured me. [ never messed in the lives of
my performers afier that, They're not worth
it. Do you know a moral, Christinn, God-
fearing girl who'll stand up there and take
her clothes off 1" Did Jack get (nvolvad in
the girls' lives? “He was all mixed up with
them. Ho had to be in on everything.”

The world he moved (n vontained peopls like Gilbert "Corley” Crawford, @ man with a long
police record. Juat before he shot Owwald, Ruby noticed “ha looksd just like Corky Crawford.”

Barney agrees with his brother. “Jack
had to be there, aven when he wasn‘t wanted.
I put on & benefit for one of our performers
who died, and he came offering to sell ten
tickets, But he never let well enough ulone.
He met people as they came in that night,
and tried to get them to buy more tickets, 1
gaid, ‘Jack, leave them alons. They already
bought their tickets.' So then he wanted to
sell mpecial ticksts for the best seats; he
wanted to be my usher; he wanted to help,
and he only got in the way, Once he dropped
by when my houseman had not come in.
He said, ‘Don't worry, I'll stay and take care
of any trouble.! [ told him, 'T don't want you
to, Juck." You know, he doesn't stop trouble,
he starts it, ‘But he stayed anyway, He had
e wonderful heart. When he hardly kaew
me, he vead sbout my mother’s funéral in
the newspaper and cams to it. He just had
to get into everything, including the excite.
ment of that weekend Kennedy died.”

Do you think that was his attituda? “Sure,
that's where the Limelight was. He always

wanted clsss. That’s why he would hang
around here. He aaid, ‘Someday I'm going to
buy a Cadillse and a Jagunr in the same
weak, like Barney,! That was his idea of
class. But these are nothing to me. My idea
of money Is investing in the market; and
my idea of a good time is going to Las Vegas,
Jack never used to go there.'

Barney is tolerant of Jack, conaidering
his foibles as clumsy sttempts to be Barney.
It is a tolerance shared by others. Milton
Joseph for instance, & jewelry store on the
hoof, put it this way: “He wanted to be able
to do this" (out comes a big roll, hundreds
arranged around the outside as big straw-
berries are scattered on top in the super-
market), “He had one " (Out with his gun.)
“1 have five." (We fear he will turn out
pockat after lethal pockst to display this ar-
senal.) “He always wanted to be at the open-
ings and closinga of shows. But [ was at
more. He wanted to know the visiting movie
stars. Face it, Jack was jealous of me. Now,
you just mat me, right 7" Right. “If you were
to see me again, would you remember me?"
Undoubtedly. “Why ?* It's hard to say. "“The
characteristics, per-
haps?" (He shoota
his cuffs with wide-
flung hands as if
stabbed from behind,
then folds his arms
with giant watch face
flashing at us—a Vie-
torinn clock stand,
ching “Artful Dodg-
er” from a line por-
traying Dickens’ char-
acters.) “The charae-
teristica? The cigar?
The star sapphire?"
Yes, probably that
Did Jack shoot Dawald
to be in the limelight?
“Sure, 1 know. As
soon aa [ heard Os-
wald was dead, I went
down to help Tom
Hownard, Jack's law-
ver. I became Tom's
bailiff.” His what? “I
mean, if you came into his office, 1 would ask
your name, ‘Mr, X and Mr. Y? From Es-
quire? Fine, step in this room.' And then 1
would guard the door.” Would what? “Guard
the door. Thera was no telling what was go-
ing to happen. So when Jack's sister Eva
came, with the newsmen Tony Zoppi and
Hugh Aynesworth, 1 showed them straight
into Tom's office, and stood guard. But Eva
sald [ had to leave.” You were guarding the
door from the ingide? “Yes.” What did you
do when shs said you had to laave? "1
guarded it from the outside.” Would you
say you and Jack were much like each other?
“A little, So they tell me, But Jack had no
class,”

Barney takes us out of his office, which
contains such exotica as a nude jigsaw puz-
zle, back [nto the kitchen, The atmosphera
is homey; Barney’s wife Is giving out her
cookies; no one drinks anything but coffee,
Even the family pet ls here, a forty-year-old
parrot numed Pansms—one “exotic' whose
wardrobe never dims. Pampered and taught
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bad words by the envious girls, he shifts hia
shot-silk eyes complacently and ruffles vel-
vet feathers. He is the Weinstein bird. “It s
time for NikiklL" Barney takes us out to see
his star, Nikki Joye, who s now working
second billing, She cannot, for & while, turn
fast on her athletic knees; a surgeon has
just mined them for the cartilage ground
loase when she works hard, She remains Bar-
ney's favorite, though she is distllusioning-
ly thick below the waist. She has been with
him twelve yeurs, from the time she lied
ahout her age at fifteen and bared the breasts
that have been her visible means of support
aver since. She twirls warily tonight, rely-
ing more on winks, pouts, serpenting tongue,
mimed kisses than on drumbeat spaams.
Makeup and shifting light do net blet out
the incizions under each k p. Out at the
end of the runway she whispers “Ouch” to
her fond employer, who runs his thumb re-
flectively across a house matchbook (nudes
ot tha cover, with littls cardboard bosses for
the hreasts).

Above, in his aerle, Bill Willis concocts

hyateria on his druma. “That's when 1 write
my playa,” he told us. What plays? “Oh,
there is my Buy in a Sycumore Tree. A man
is whittling on his porch one morning when
something binck splotches his hand. ‘Son,’ he
aays, ‘what are we breeding in the bug way
these daya? ‘Wa-al' says the boy, locklng
up, ‘in that trea [ see a ladybug, a cicads, and
3 Volkswagen.' The VW is driven by u can-
{idute for office who wanted a divorce. He
igured on holding out till after election, but
1is wife van off the day before. He thought
what the holl and tock off with his girl. But
1 strong wind drove them off the rond, off n
AU, and into the tree. The eandidate, you
ieg, is now parked illegally close to a voting
sooth, But they cannot take him nway with-
mt chopping down the tree, and the tree is
he last sycamore in Sycamore Junection.”
{e winks at us, “How's that for a dramatic
lilamme 7** He waa known for pulling Jack's
ag, too. When Jack sald he would match
vhatever his employees gave to charity at
‘hristmastime, Bill (the one chosen to hold
he money because he does not drink) came
o him and said, “Here it is, Jack—four
wndred dollars.” Jack had hig four hun-
red counted out before Bill told him they
ad only seraped up fifty.

Nikkl has spun herself to a controlled

limax, arching her upper torso out while,
eftly, she veils her stomach bulge—a trus
ro can fake it, It 14 time for the penultimate
hrill—the M.C.'s Al Jolson voutine (it had
o come, sooner or later: better sooner, so it
gmea later). Bill Willis leads the “spontane-
us" appluuse when the lights go out and
tenny moves around with tie, gloves und
hoes lit up, a walking jukebox, Al Wurlit-
er. Benny dampens the effect, of course, by
iis preliminary bustlings—turning on the
mplifier, maving out the glow spot, starting
he Jolson tape. It is ke watching Houdini
wit the rabhlt in his hat beforehand, Benny
\aver gets bayond the obviousness of his wig.

Numbar one girl goes last: tomight, Tam-
i True, Barney's present star and Jack's
{umna. She is short und energetic, throwing
erself orgasmically back and back agsinst
1e drive of Bl Willis' drum. Nikki'a sction

ndrew Armatrong, The Cavousel dartendsr; “You con't write about Jack's

jana Hunter, osonsional atrippere ot the club. “Jack loved children. Children und doge,
watagraph by Cari Fischer

was all above the waist, Tammi's {s mainly
below: she has what Jack called a “loos2
ass,” which her act | designed to mix and
stir with maximum sagitation. One of Jnck's
waltresses, in a eatty moment, accused her
of having a ersased ass. The next day Tam-
mi came in with net stockings sewed to her
G-string (which is waist-high in back), She
pulls that G-string far out in fromt, and
shrieks surrenderingly (4 trick brought to
Dallas by Jack's last star, the meteoric
Jada).

Back into the dressing room with a per-
spiring Bill, followed in & moment by &
blonde perspiring Tammi. She is smaller
thao she looked oscillating under lights. She
blinks dark half-stars of eyelash down
(ehiming silently with the pasties that star
her breasts), seta her tired doll's face (rosily
mummified in makeup), and says: “T won't
say anything against that man.” Why not?
“I understood him. 'm like him,"” How so?
“I have a quick temper too. [ don’t normally
do what Jaek did; but when the time comes
—did you hear what I did to Alice?" No.
“Well, I caught her in the john snd beat her
into the trash barrel. [ told her that was
whera she belonged.” We hear Jack fired
you that night. “Yes. I told you I under-
stand him."

Bill levers his shoulders out of the room.
Tammi, glancing after him, ssys in her
gravelly warble, “A good boy, Bill. But he
takes [ibertiea.” The Victorian locution sits
oddly with this girl's truck-driverismi—un-
til she makes it clear that Bill dreamily
makes her throw, in mid-grind, an unpre-
pared bump or two: “He's writing plays
again." When we asic her sbout the story of
Bill holding & man down &t tha top of the
stairs while Jack welcomed customars und
told them to ignore the bums, Tammi re-
members it with great concern for the
dancer left onstage when Bill abandoned the
drums : the poor thing had to work her pelvis
without acoustic punctuation.

What kind of man was Jack? “A good
man." Why! “Well, he found out I was liv-
ing with my children in an spartment house
tull of gay boys, It was $26 u week, all T
could afford, He was shocked, He said, "You
shouldn't ba living next to queers,’ He pald
the depeslt on my spartment in the house
where he lived." Did he have any designs
on you! “No) Why not? Wasn't he in-
terested in girls? “He laid some, and he
liked the others.” And he liked you? “Yes.
Of course, we had our clashes.” For in-
stance. “Well, he never let an M.C, tell racial
or religious jokes—not nbout any ruce. One
time he thought | wus off base. In Decem-
ber, I stitched ‘Merry' across the net on one
butt, and ‘Xmus' on the other, He came back-
stage and said, ‘[ don't think it's good for
you to have Christ's name on your mss.’ [
tald him, ‘For Christ's sake, Juck, it only
says X-mas. Do you want me to put Yom
on one butt and Kippur on the other?' That
finished him, He just mumbled something
about thinking It over.”

Tammi had never been hit by Ruby, nor
¥ean & women hit by him. “Of course, he
used to talk big, He was always going to
beat our ass, but nothing ever eame of it."
She thinka him capable of hitting & woman.

“Thay are ready to hit—/ was—why
shouldn’t he be?" The girls Tammi works
with are a tough crew; at the firat hint of
trouble, they have one shoe off, their weapon.
After Tummi beat up her good friend Alice,
they went on being good friends—like Jack
and “Dub’ Dickerson.

Did he ever talk to you about politics?
“No. But he Hked that pieture of Caroline in
high heels. And he always turned the TV on
in the back of the club when the President
spoke—an Inaugural Address or State of the
TUtion Message. The press asked me whether
Jack was a queer. [ sald no, and they took
that as if [ had been proving he wasn't in
bed. It waan’t true, but I don't care what
they say about me so long s they don't lie
about Jack so much"

Time for the mummy-doll to dress again
(30 she csn undress) &nd put on her atage
pout. Shortly after she leaves, Bill returns.
Tammi is loyal to Jack, isn't she?! “She’s &
good girl, She's steady and hardworking,
und keeps a good home for her grandmather
und children. At least she’s not u lesbian.”
Are most of the strippers? “Well, many,
You should see them fight over the green
girls who come in.” Why is this? “Ob, it'a
marcisaism, [ guess. They're making love to
themaselves out there. The only bodies they're
interested in are women's.” (In the other
Wainstein club, Buddy Raymon, an ems-
ciated comedisn turned bartender, gave
us hin interpretation : “When they have been
pawed so many times by so many guys, they
begin to think there must be something bet-
ter.” One of the strippers told us she amuses
herself by dresming up tortures; she is the
one who supplements her income with labors
to titillate an impotent old man.)

Whaut did Jack think of these girls? “He
worried about them. He sald he wanted no
prostitutes working for him. But he didn't
know what went on. He was generous when
they got In trouble, bailing them out, loaning
them money to get home or come back to
work. A girl named Bonnie called from New
Orleans and askad for money to wet out of
a hot-check churge and back to Dallas. He
said, “Whao the hell is Bonnie?” We told him,
and he sent her the money; but he didn’t re-
member who she was,"

Did he ever talk about politica? “Nah, he
wasn't really interested. He was patriotic
and everything, but he would have been that
way sbout any President. What impressed
him about the Kennedys was that they were
in authority and they hud glamour. Just like
movie stars, he'd ssy. One day he claimed
he aaw un actress out st Love Alrport—I
think it was Rhonda Fleming or Arlena Dahl
—and went right over to join her for lunch.
He ¢ame homa happy as a lark. Another
time, | had gone to ses the American Ballet
Theatra with my wife, and we showed
him the program; in it Jackie Kennedy was
posing with members of the troupe. He said,
“Isn't that wonderful? Her as fumous a3 o
stur, and going to see something cultural
like that!* He asked me later, ‘Do you think
she reslly cnres about ballet?' 'Sure, Jack,
1 sald. He seemed relieved: ‘[sn't that won-
derful? He would come up &nd ask me
things like, *Is Leonard Bernstein really that
good & musician? (Continued on pags [53)
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Ava gags, pushes the horn-rims
fint against her nose, and pulls us
through the lobby. Nobody recognises
har, "Drink time, baby!™ she whis-
pers, shoving me toward a side staic-
way that leads down to The Regency
Bar.

“Do you know who that was?" asks
an Irin Adrisn type with a mink-dyed
fox on her arm as Ava heada for the
bar, We check conts and umbrellas
and guddenly we hear thut sound-
track voice, hitting E-flat.

“You sonuvabitch! [ cquld bay and
sell you, How dare you insult my
frienda? Get me the manuger!”

Larry is at ber side, Two waiters
are shushing Ava and leading us all
to & cornor booth. Hidden. Durker
than the Polo Lounge. Hide the star.
This is New York, not Beverly Hills,

“It's thut turtlensck swester you're
wearing,” whispers Larry to me as
the waitar seats me with my back to
the room.

“They don't like me here, the bas-
tards. [ pever stay in this hotel, but
Fox is paying, so what the hell? 1
wouldn't come otherwise. They don't
even have a jukebox, for Chrisanke."
Ava fashed a amlla in Metrocolor and
orders a large ice-tea glase #fled with
straight tequila. “No salt on the side.
Don's need it"

“Sorry about the sweater—'" I
begin.
“You'rs bemutiful. Gr-rr!" She

lsughs her Ava laugh and the head
rolls back and the little bloe vein
bulges on her neck like a delicate
pencil mark.,

Two tequilas latar (Y1 ssid no
salt!™) zhe is nodding grandly, sur-
veying the bar like the Downger Em-
presa in the Recognition Scene. Talk
burzes around her like hummingbird
wings and she hears nothing. Carry
is talling about the time he got ac-
rested in Madrid-and Ava had to get
him out of juil snd the student ia
talling me about N.Y.U. Law School
and Ava i telling him she doesn’t
believe he's only twenty-six years old
and can he prove it, and suddenly he
Tooks ut his watch and saya Sandy
Koufax is playing in St. Louis.

“You're iidding!" Ava's eyes Hght
up fike cherries on a cake. “Lat's go!
Goddamit we're going to St. Louis!"

“Avq, dartin’, 1 gotta go te work
tomorrow.” Larry tukes u heavy sip
of hia Grasshopper.

“Shut up, you bugger, If 1 pay for
us 4ll to go to St. Louls we go to St
Louis! Can | get a phone brought to
this tabie? Someone call Kennody wir-
port and find out what time the next
plane leaves. [ love Sandy Koufax! I
love Jows! God, sometimes [ think
P'm Jewish myself. A Bpanish Jew
from Nocth Carclina. Waiter!™

The student convinces her that by
the time we jot to St. Louls they'd

be halfway through the seventh in-
ning. Ava's face falls and she goes
back to her straight tequils,

"Look nt 'em, Larry,” she says
“They're such babies. Please don't go
to Vietnam." Her face tarns ashen,
Julia leaving the showboat with Wil
liam Warfleld singing Of' Man River
in the fog on tha leves, “We gotta
do dtes. "

“What are you talkin' about, dar-
lin"?"" Larry shoots a look at the law
student who assures Ava he hus no
intention of going to Vietnam,

o, , . didn’t ask for this world, the
buggers made us do it. . . ." A tiny
‘bubble bath of sweat breaks out on
her forehead and she leapa op from
the table. “My God, I'm suffocating!
Gotta get some air!” She turns over
the glnss of tequils snd three walters
are Aying at us like bats, dabbing and
patting and making great breathing
noines.

Aation/

The N.Y.U. student, playing
Chunce Wayne to her Alexandra Del
Lago, is all over the plaee like n
trained nurse. Coats fly out of the
checkroom, Bills and quarters roll
acroas the wat tablecloth. Ava ia on
the other side of the bar snd out the
door. On cue, the other customars,
who have been making elaborate ex-
cusea {or passing our table on their
way to the bathroom, suddanly give
great breathy choruses of “Ava'" and
we are through the side door and out
in the rain.

Then ns quickly as it started it's
over, Ava iz in the middls of Park
Avenue, the searf falling sround her
neck and her hair blowing wildly
around the Ava eyes. Lady Brett in
the traffic, with a downtown bus us
the bull. Thres cars stop on & grean
light and every taxi driver on Park
Avenue begina to honk. The auto-
graph hunters leap through the pol-
ished doors of The Regency und begin
to serenm. Inside, still waiting coolly
behind the pottad palm, is Calia, obliv-
ious to the noise, facing the eleva-
tors, firmly clutehing her posteards.
No need to risk missing Ava becausa
of & minor commotion on the street,
Probubly Jack E. Leonard or Edie
Adams. Catch them next week at
Danny's.

Dutside, Ava Is inside the tuxi
flanked by the N.Y.U, student and
Larry, blowing kisses to the new
chum, who will never grow to be an
old one, They are already turning the
carnar into Fifty-saventh Street, fad-
ing into the kind of night, the color
of tomato juice in the headlights,
that only exists in New York when it
reing

“¥Who was it?" asks s woman walk-
Ing 4 poodls,

“Juckie Kennedy,” asiswers a man
from his bus window. #

“YOU ALL KNOW ME! I'M JACK RUBY!"

(Continued from page 87)1 told him
hs was, and he was happy, He didn't
Jike phonles, and he didn't trust him-
sulf in sizing up the culturnl ones. Ha
knew | read a lot, and he used to ask
me about them—or ask me what some
big word meant.

“The night bafore Kennedy's as-
sampination, ho wna up on the stage
to demonstrate a twisthoard he weas
promoting, 'Even President Kennedy
tells us to get move exerciss,' he
eaid, A heckler shouted, ‘That bum!'
‘Don't sver talk that way about the
Preaident,” Jack shot back, The next
day, when he called me all broken up
by ths assassination, he said, ‘Re-
member that man making fun of
President Kennedy in the club last
nighe?

What else did he say? “Well, he
wus crying und earrying on: "What
do you think of & churacter like that
killing the Prasident?' T was trying to
enlm him down. [ suid, 'Jack, he's
not nermal; no normal man kills the
President on his lunch hoor and takes
thes bus home.’' But he just kept say-
ing, 'He killed our President.'™

“Pappy"” Dolsen pokea his head
into the littls box where we ave
crampad perspiringly, He eases in,
vested, suit-coated, overcosted, and
stays for soms time without visible
diacomfort. He is about ssventy, a
night animal, mothbally with ags and
wearied by s thousand petty vio-
lences: but under the liverish skin
his bones atill show the blueprint of a
handsome man, In the Thirties ke ran
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did you ever
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glamorous, dangerous places, he was
lika a club ownér in some Bogart
film—the gentleman tough, on squal-
Iy good terma with the hoods and the
cops and the leading citizens, But
after giving up his partnership with
Benny Binion (at Pappy's 66) and
Abs Weinatein (at the Colony Club),
Pappy lost his ambittous clubs out in
the suburbs to the creeping loeal
“dry" laws of Texas. Now he is a
thentrical ugent, booking girls in snd
out of the strip inte—not Teally
néeded mround the two Weinstein
clubs, but every night making the
circuit of thoss cheap clubs that
sprand like brushfire along the sdgw
of Dallas—places where the girls
strip on the floor, not onstage; where
the lights can work little of their
mugic; where they have little enough
to work om in the first place. Pappy
goes in, fiirts with the studiously coy
beginnars, creakingly elarkgahles
them, tnkes the mike from young
M.C.'s. Backstage now at the Theatre
Lounge, he tal us how he keeps
toughs off with his Asts—or with this
(with many fumblings und snags, he
pulls out an ugly toy, a tear-gas
gun), Could you beat Jack? “Hell,
no. He hit you quick, and never
backed up, Even if it wasn't hia
fight, he would step in, in a sacond,
I remember once [ was outzide the
Baker Hotal and thers was some kind
of demonstration over the Hungarian
revolution, Ona guy was going to
poke me for nothing, but Jack came
along just then and in no time fiate
tened this guy and someone alsa who
came up to help him."

You were friends then? “Hell, no.
He wus always mad at me for not
getting him higger stars. He sald |
wiis favoring the Wainsteing, and he
tried to get A.G.V.A. [the strippers’
union] after me, But | got him his
best star, Jadu; he cut me out of
my commisiion on her."”

Did that end your dealings with
him? “Until the assassination [Jada
left him n couple of dsys before it].
On the day before he killed Oswald,
he called me and said, ‘T did you
wrong, Pappy; but I'll make it up to
you. i'm golng places in show busi-
ness, and when [ do, you're going with
ma. I'll eall you back tonight, hat
was Saturday? “Yes." Did he eall
you back? “No.” Hava you told any-
one about this? “Only Barney, on the
day after Jack killed Oswald.” (Bar-
ney confirmed this, but Pappy's mem-
ory, we wers told, tends to get mixed
with his imagination.)

Time for the third show out frent.
Bill suggests we talk to Dinna. Diann
Hunter is a champagne girl who
worked for Jack five years. She ls
lustrous-eyed, teeni-age-nwiward, dis-
hanrteningly experienced, with a lit
tlo-girl voies and fingernails cruslly
gnawed; mother of four children,
survivor of eight miscarringes, and
just out of the hos from a suicide
attempt, “T did the pill bit—seven-
teen sleeping pills, & pint of whiskey,
and twenty kidney pills, My husband
left me. I was in Parkland Hospital
when they brought Jack in with his
enacer. Eva cams to ses me, crying
and hysterical.”

Diana i3 a good champugne girl.
No one can help pitying her, doing
things far her, helping her in im-
madinte terms (therehy, gver thas long
range, sinking her deeper in vora-
cious spiritual aeldd). Jack used to
say, “Alice, what can [ do with Diana
wl he turns those spaniel eves on
me?" She knows her power, laughs at
it and uses it even as she talls us of
it. She has a kind of sllly innocence
that muakes her slways the seduced
ane, even for the thousandth tima,
The economies of the champugne

girl is vital to running a club in
Dallas, where the law kesps strip
joints like Jack's from serving liquor.,
The house can supply “setups”—ex-
pensive fce-and-mix accommodation
for *hose who bring their own bottles
in n hag. (1f you arrive without the
canonieal papsr bag, you are given
ona at the door.) But setups and beer
will not give the clubs a working
margin of profit; that must come
from the second part of the “beer and
wine” permit—from champagne. The
clubs pay $1.08 s bottls for it, turban
the label in the customary towel
(never more welcome than here), and
sell it for $18.50, The $1.50 change
from a twenty usually goes to the
waitress as her tip, The champagne
girl gets 32,650 for every bottls she
persundes “her fellow” to buy. Tt is

her job to get rid of the bottles fust

and move on to a second or third with

this fellow, or to a second or third

fellow. The indispensable instrument
i "

for this procuss
frosted glass of !
fraquently changed. The girl's mouth
[2 simply u Indle for moving the cheap
commodity from a thin-stemmed
glaas to a tall frosted one.

“l wax so dumb,” DHana tells us,
“when | began. | was really drinking
the stuff. T thought it dishonest not
to. Jack had to take me aside and tell
me: ‘Dinna, you're not going to make
any meney that way, All you'll do is
ruin your kidneys. I like you, and I’d
like for you to maks me some money.
So remember: selling champagne is
a game, just like chess. The mun
wanta to go to bed with you, and if
he does, he wins. You want to get
his money, and if you do, and den’t
give him anything in return, you
win.' I've worked in a lot of places
since, and that's the best advice 1
was sver given.

When did you go to work for
Juck? “When I wus eighteen, | had
tried out in Barney's Amateur Night
for strippers, but [ eouldn't dance,
so T answered Jack's ad for a wait-
reas. But 1 was so stupid, like a
scared robbit, T wasn’t making any
money. Then one day I had to bring
nto Dallas to the eye
" How many children did you
have? “Thrae." You were eightesn?
“Yes. I was married at fourteen. |
told you [ was stupid. Anyway, |
knew Juck had Cokes and some foor
in the kitchen of the club, and 1 had
no money to buy lunch for Lila, so
[ took Her up there in the afternoon.
Jack loved children. Children and
dogs. He gave her grape soda and
pie—Lila remembers that pie to this
day. She wrote him a letter to thank
him for it. Finally he said to her, 'Go
to the kitchen, haney, and play with
the dogs,' and he took me over to
the bar, 'Dinnm, we've got to do
something about that girl, Her syes
need to be fixed.! ‘Why d u think
I'm working here, Jack? ow much
are you making a night? Even to
ten dollars.' ‘You'll never make it
Now, I saw you at Barney's, and
you'll never be u dancer; and even
if you could, 1 don't need & dancer,
But If you go out on the strip etreuit
you oan make $150 a week, ['ll get
you some lessons, and a wardrobe,
and an agent. Then you'll be able
to pay me back) ‘For what? ‘How
much will your kid's nperation cost?
‘Three thousand dollars.’ '1 haven't
got that; but here’s fifteen hundred.'
He wrote ms a chack, then acted as if
he ware angry: ‘Now get the hell out
of here and take care of that kid1* So
I went out and made enough to pay
Jack beek." No interest? “No." No
favors? “No."

When | made enough to get the
operation out of the way, [ could quit
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E¥%sht out and never visited

eame back to
1 knew

ng; 0 [
as a wailress,
to make them huy me
gre how. 1 learned
on that trip—what I'm
trying to nalearn now. I be-
enme o goot champagne girl
ong with Alice, the best—
irought a lot of money
or Jack. But he never
could have known that whan
he lonned me the money.”
Did you get along with
him? “Oh, we fought. He blew
up at everyons, He fired me
at least three hundred times
ven times in onz night.
But it didn't mean snything.
Ones & new girl named Bon.
nie, dumb us [ had been, wuy
following Jack's rules on who
got what tabls, The rest of us
Ignored them, we had warked
out our own system, But she
tried to take a table away
from me, n champagne party
of twelve. So I slugged her,
Jack stepped in and stopped
us, and then fired me." Why
you? “Because she was the
Hew girl, the dumb girl. He
alwnys took the side of the
underdog, Anyway, [ was
pregnant; Jack didn't know
it, but Alice told the other
girls, and they cut Bonnie
out of everything. At last she
nsked them, 'What have I
done ¥ and they told her about
my three kids, and my going
to college in the daytime, and
not eating when tuition came
areund, and baing preganant
and ull, So sha went to Jack
and asked him to give me my
k Welcome to the
Jack sald; ‘she got to
toa, ¢h? Then he told
he would

Iwu

you,
Andrew to call me;
never moke op after a fight
himaalf.

“When [ got back, I was
hamorrhaging. I've had eight
miszurcinges, [ needod to go
to the honpital, bot T didn't
fuive iy monsy. Andrew
heard about it and he took a
coliection for me at the bar.
At the end of the night he
guve me $150 for the hospital.
But at home thut night 1 lost
the child—a boy, my first one;
I had to cot the ambilieal
cord myself with a razor.
Then | collapsed back tnto
bed, but the afterbirth hadn't
come out, and at five in the
morning | woke up gushing
blsad all over the placs. | lost
four pints by the time they
got me to the hospital. I'm
Rh-negative, snd they needed
more pints thsn they
s0 they called the place
Trwhere 1 worked arid Jack
enme right over. It was such
“"‘;{1 emergency they took both

ntd from him. He gave
bivod to lots of people, He

L
8

The Plaza s a great house containing enough guest rooms and suites for businessmen and honey-
mooners arnd traveling shahs and college men and movie folk and suburbanites and debutantes and |
diplomats and anybody, It also contains special rooms for singing, dancing, dining, wining, socializing
and reclining. The way people carry on about it you'd think it's the only
place like it in town. It is. The Plaza is found on Fifth Avenue at 59th
Street where love intersects with New York City. Love conguers all,

Find a city that's lonely,
Build a great house there.
Invite people in.
Treat them kindly.

Love will accur.

% THE PLAZA
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©me’ When I tried to thank
B him it the club, he just swore
"B 95he." How was that? “He

iurd lat sit down unless we
b rinking smpagne, hut my
ﬁ.rﬁ Alght buck I was still weak, so
 the customers came In | was
‘there and I heard Jack com-
=you could always hear his
vlnj;*s thotmping up the stairs ahesd
of Ki¥,"We would all jomp up then
ar*i 'ah!emi to be busy, but this
£y ed what the hell, und he

t over to me; 'Diana, if
you're™sc? tited you can't stand up,
then @it €8 hell out of hers, you'rs

Ltu

fired.’ " Did you go? "“Sure, it was his
way of saying | wasn't well enough
to work yet. He had a soggy heart,
but he covered it up with bluster,"
Did he ever hit you? "No. I never
saw him hit any girl" He hit Win-
nia, tha girl who operated The Sov-
ereign Club befors he took it over
from Jom Slatin, “Well, T have my
doubts about that. Anyway, she was
not one of his girle. He was proud
of his girls. We fooled him, He liked
the police to come up, to see what &

clean c¢lub he run. But [ sure got
htm mad at times.," For instance?
“Once he was stuck on & Saturday
night with only two dancers, He
said, 'Dinnx, [ know you're not much

tha only stripper
I aver met who nesda padded pasties,
But I'm really stuck tonight. Can vou
go on?' I told him T only had my
Diana the Huntress act—1 did a
Greek ballet, then a hunting scene,
then & victory dunce with one braast
bare; | wrote ths seript myself, that’s

how I got my name. He asid it would
have to do, and [ went home ta get
my bow and arrow. After 1 did the
first show that night, Jack eume hack
and said he loved it. He thought it
was an act with clasa, Face it: fall-
ing on the floor and rolling around
and sticking your tongue out is sim-
ply not class! It might be sax, but it's
not class, Anyway, the bandleader
eame to me, vary apologetic, and
said, “When you shoot your arrow
down the entryway, you're searing
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Bill Willls to death. He sits right by
that deor,' Funny, {sn’t it? The big-
ger thay are, the more scared they
are. But [ said I would aim my bow
somewhare else. In the second show,
1 shot it ut the back of the stags, and
it hit & big guld plague with a4 harse
on it. Remember, it wns Saturday
night, our big night, & full houss,
some standiog at the bar; but when
Jack saw that, he let out a scream
and came shouting across the floor,
anto the stage, up to the horse; he
pulled out the arrow—I"m duncing
all the time—and raged at me: 'Of
ull the goddam dancers in the god-
dam world I have to get a goddam
huntress |’

*'Alies" could tell you more staries,
but I don't think she will talk to you.
Her family didn’t know whers ghe
workad, and she went away as ason
u2 Jack [dlled Oswald 0 no one
would talk to her. I don't think any-
body ever did, Still, I'll tey to gwt
her for you." After tmuch eloak-and-
dagger negotinting—phone culls (for
which others did the dialing), mest-
ings on neutral groond, refusals, and
a final lmock on the door at bwo in
the morning—Diana got her to talk
to us: no name was to be used but
"Alice.”

Alfce, It turned ogt, is a shrewd,
cool woman who did the resl manag-
ing of Jaek's waitresses while he
blustered. Just as thers are romantie
and realistic nmanagery (Jack and the
‘Weinsteina), so ure thera romantic
and realistic waitresses {Dians and
Allee). A conversation with both
girls in tugged continually two ways.

Alics: “Jack was & fanatic ubout
‘my giris.! Now let me tell you: we
had a bunch. We had some who did
and some who didn't; we had some
who went for girls and soms who
went for money; we had all kinds,
We had some who went for Jack, and
if they did they lasted no more than
a week. He made us miserable for
that week! But we managed to run
them all off, because once he got it,
that's all he wunted, and they went
out the door. All you had to do was
hold out against him to stay with
him. If you put out with him, you
didn't get anywhars, We'd just sit
back und smile, and say, ‘Well, thres
more days and two more pisces and
wa're rid of her'"

Dia.nn”: “Juck expected us to be

Alice: “Well, not vicging; but not
hustling out of his club, either. He
thought if they would sleep with him,
they weren't good enoug)
in his place. The time that man took
us all to the Porta 0'Call for dinner,
wa got to wark dromker 'n skunkas,
and all dressed up, but he couldn't
get it out of us where we'd heen.”

Diana: “He only wanted ua to go
to church picnics.”

Alice: “That was the night he
fired Tamml for hitting me,"

Did he ever set you up with men?
Diana: “Never!" Alice: “Well, it
wua like his putting the make on you
himself. He would introduca you to
men as if daring you; but [ said no,
I would get my own men, and I think
bhe was glad [ did."

Digna: “‘He nevas sat me up at all”
Alice: "Well, he waould introduce
you if he wanted to impress poapls;
but he wasn't promising one sida or
gotting puid by the other, he was just
getting people (Others
told us that if a mala patron in one
party and a female In another wers
“odd men out,” he would try to move
them to the same tuhle; he had @
o .

g things, matchmaking,
meddling.)

Did Juck, wanting elnss so hadly,
reulize he could never have it ss o

strip-joint owner? Alice: “No. He
thought he ran a wvery beautiful
place. Diapa: “He thought that
horee was basutiful!” Alice: “He
couldn’t understand it when some
peopls turned down ads for his place.
He wanted it to be perfect. He even
had hia girls followed to make sure
they weren't making arrangements
to meet the patrons outside.”

Was this because he was afraid
of the Vice Squad? Dlana: “No, It
was the elnss bit.” Alice: “He checked
us beyond the point of protecting his
licanse.” Then why did he introduce
girln to policemon who were intar-
ested in them? Disna: “He didn't”
Alice: “He did too. But he never
thought of that aa hustiing. Not if
he did it. That was just getting ‘my
friends’ together.” Did he do many
favors for the police? Alice: “Surs,
ho gnve them free drinks, even after
hours. Hg couldn't do snough for
them—including some of the ones
who belittled him after his arrest.
He thought cops gave the club eluss !

Was it a good club? Alice: “Every.
one waz going up there at the end,
even those from other clubs when
they got off. Jack was so determined
to come up from the hottom and beat
hl. i1 " instsi !'
“Yen." Was he doing it? Alice: “He
wig on the verge, at the end.” Disna:
“Oh, we were beating bell out of the
other clubs!” But thay say Jack was
in Ananclal trouble. Alice: “T guess
he was personally, but we were pack-
Ing them in, We sold an awful lot
of champagne. I used to make $500
some weeks. It was a bad night for
us to make under $80." Diana: “Jack
just liked to ses that room fill up,
And we had o team. Jack would fire
one of us, and we'd all quit. We
moved the bus-station girls right on
back to the station.” How would you
do thut? Alice: “Get them to aleep
with him. If one refussd, we'd kick
In and pay her to. We paid them $50
or $100, and that finished them.”
Dinna, did you donate to thess funds?
“Of courss! That was the oaly way
to keep things stable around the elub,
We all knew how to please Jack and
get our wey." Allca: “Sure, buy him
a piece. Then, the first time sha did
something wrong in her work, he'd
aay, ‘Get your ass out of here! We
want high-glaas girls' "

Weren't thers any girls who re-
fused to sleep with him and refused
to go along with you? Alice: “One,
But T fixed her. T asked a friend on
the Vice Squad to tell Jack she was
& prostitute, Jack had told me I would
go befors this girl did: she waz a
nice girl. But pretty soon he came up
and aaid, *Alice, did you know that
girl weas hooking? 'No!' ‘Yuep, she
was. [ had to let her go,'"

‘What's this nbout his driftars? Di-
ana: “Oh, he'd help anyons who came
along and needed food or u place to
stay. He'd put them up on the cot in
the club” Alice: “He would cuss
them out for mot warking, but he fed
them all the same. And if he read
shout anyone in trouble, he used to
send things to the victima”

We hear vou could egg him on.
Alice: “Oh, T was good at that. One
man had besn ugly to the girls, 50 I
grabbed his money out of his hand.
Ha snid ha was going to kill me, but
1 got to Jack first and sald this fal.
low was being nasty, If they asked
for trouble, we would maks them huy
us champagne or get Jack after them.
He would stick up for his girls." Di-
ans: "We called it planting the seed,
Just suggest something to him, and
he jumps to conclusions. He was so
suspleioun, He was salways afraid
someone in the next group was tulk-
ing about him."

Aliee: “One time he same in and
those dogs had messed ull over the
club. It wan near opening time, and
Taid, ‘Jack, you better clean up after
your dogs, ['m not going to. ‘Okay.’
Then Buddy, the young M.C., smid
he'd help; "But you take the soft
wnes, Jack Il help you with your
dog shit, but only the hard ones'
Jnek reared up and roared at him,
‘Don’t you ever talk like that around
these Indies. Don't you eter say that!”
‘My Gad, Jack, what did T do? [ just
said dog shit. What am [ sipposed to
say? “Use u little finesse! Say, . . '
He snapped his fingors in the air,
reaching for a word. ‘Allce, tell him
what that word is I'm thinking of . . .
oh yes, I've got it. Crap. From now on
you say dog crap.’ "

Did you know Jaidu? Alice: “Sure.
Sha tried to horn in on our fellows,
and sell champagne, and take our
men. One night she sat down where
I had besn and collectad the tabs
for my sules. T told Jack, but he only
said, "The waitress gave her the tabs?
That's your fault. So [ was plotting
against her, but Juck got rid of her
befors 1 had to.”" How much monsy
was involved with these tabs? “Oh,
not much.” Two-fifty?! “No, more
than that, But not much.” Tt was the
prineiple of the thing? Both to-
gether: “That's right!”

What happened to Jada? "“Well,
she would get down on that tiger skin
of hers and she'd . . . well, she'd lay
it.” That's right! What's that word?

h yes—say lay! “Yeah wouldn’t
Jack love my finesse? Anyway, she
would lay the rug, then climb up
against her pole and lay it, and then
‘fAnsh’—pull her G-string way out;
till Jack finally cut tha lights out on
her, She yelled so muck at him that
night!” Right from the stage? “Right
there. And he yelled buck. And pretty
soon he'd cut the lights on again to
see where she was.” What were t+
yelling? “Oh, m— f— and what
you, He fired her, and she took I
down to Judge Richburg on a pea ,
band."

Dianas wan fired three hundred
timos. Alice, how many times were
you? “Not many. I could handle Jack,
He could throw the rages; but 1
threw them just as good. Onee he
really blew up at me and told me to
elsar out forever. [ went out and gat
on those damn stsirs, erying. After
a while, he started down them, [ ex-
pectad him to throw me out, but he
Jjust went on by. In n Hitle while, he
came back up with u pizza and gave
it to me. ‘T thought you might be
hungry.' It was his way of apologiz-
ing."

We understand he used to take
coffes to the boys in the parking lot
and sandwiches to tha men st the dry '
clenners where he got his shoes -
shined. Alice: “Yes, he alwaysy
wanted to faed people. He woulld
never let anyone slss pick up the
check when we went for coffes, Onwe,
though, George Senutor was
hamburgers in the back of ¢
and he put one on for me. Jagk ecume
into the kitchen, bitchin' uy usuml. 1
loved him desrly, but, face it, i he
ever came into the club and) 'nan't
bitchin' wa would have o

to the hoapital. S0 hcﬂ'_hm—

burgers, and he suid,
Georgs, ars we run A gestau-
ent? ‘No, but 1 pug,
Aliee.' “Wall, take it;

8w me 3 mhbled
to George to go ah _cook it,
hut [ told him wherq-he gould put his
hamburger snd wi gt into

the kitchen, “Geprge, ,gut on
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burgers for everyone in the housel"
Poor Gaorge had to cook hamburgera
all nigbt.

“Once he threw a party for us ufter
the show, George cooked up the big
turkey we couldn't raffie off—no ona
who won it wanted to lug it awnay.
Juck had rented a hotel suite for the
night, and Hers comes George down
the corridor with the hot turkey. But
Jacle stopped him, because Milt Joseph
had orashed the party, as usual. 'I'll
be damasd if I'm going to fesd that
character,” he said. So we all had to
wait till Milt left before we ate our
cold turkey, He couldn't stand Josaph,
who cams from his old neighborhood
in Chieago."

It is after one in the morning, Banny
has become Huorvscent for that lust
Mammy of the evening; now Tammi is
doing her one-side twitch {the “Xm
gide, not the "Merry” one) to Bills
sustained drum roll. Wa get our coats
from the all-Americsn boy.

Dut on the streets of Dallas, it s
good to branthe air inatead of cham-
pagne or smoke. Diaha, back insids,
is emptying her life into a spit glass;
Benny is becoming the human equiva-
lant of his own green cigar; Nikki and
Tamml try to forget the day when a
stomach becomes un-veil-able, o “loose
ass”  un-net-able; and Bill Willis
“taken |iberties” up in his drummer's
pergch—moditative bug in a diamal
sycamore.

Om on the streets of Dallas, one en-
countara a city of promotars. The
maie industry is banking, and the

always had a new achema brewing
—pizza overds, British blades, twist-
bosrds, a naw sntartiiner, & naw club,
& new advertising campalgn. “He was
always a-churnin'" we heard from
many as their impression of Jack
Ruby nodding and handshaking his
way down the street.

“He never stuck with any of thess
projects,” Barney told ua, “The pizza
oven he wan pushing went over well.
I've got one here. But he had mowved
on to something szlse by the time It
became established."” Ruby cruised the
streets expectantly; if one angle does
not work, and work fast, try another,
Rebuffed here, go thers, keep moving.
The big deal I8 somewhers out thera
if one only geta in ita way. Meanwhile,
maks contacts, “Whenever [ drew up
o contraet for him,” sald Henry Kle-
pak, the lawyer who marnaged his club
purchases, “he wanted to know what
my conneotions were. He thought law
was a matter of who you knew, [ tried
ta tell him T don't draw up contracts to
please connections, but he thought 1
waa just being modest.”

Most of his bustling was done to
promote  his cluba, especially The
Cargusel. “You ecan't write wubout
Juck's life outside the club,” Andrew
Armstrong sald. “There wasm't any,
Even when he was outside, he was at
the newspapers or the radio ststions
trying to get more publieity; he was
handing out passes to the club, or
thinking of some new achems to push
it

Andrew ia a slim sobar Negro, ar-
ticulate, immaculate; Jack's bartender,

d-| d st The Carousal.

main bank bas & fourt b neon
aign. It is & town full of imaginative
middlemen sernmbling for the big one.
Juck Ruby wai, to the bigtime pro-
moters, o “foreigner.” But he was not
out of place on the Dalles strests. He

“He wantsd me to be the manager
when it came fo fAiring someone—not
when it came to making decisions.’”
Didn't he ask your advica? “Oh, yes,
he would stand st the bar sketching

nds for the next day’s paper, and he
asked my ideis then. He put a lot of
time into thoss ads, he thought he was
pretty good at them. Taking them in
was a big thing for him.” (Bill Willls
saya that when the show wes
finished Thursday night—actually Fri-
dny morning, toward the dawn of Ken-
nedy’s visii—ha asked Juek if he
planned to see the parade. The answer
wan: “Maybe. [ don't know, I have to
get some ada in.")

“Ha was proud,” Andrew continued,
“of his ad for Tammi, Barney had
billed some girl as ‘The Teacher
Turned Stripper,’ and Tammi was
suing o man at the time, so Jack wrote
an ad for har as ‘The Stripper Turned
Teacher'—teaching thls guy mnot to
break the law. When n new act was
going on, ha would get too nervous to
wateh it. He went off in the back and
anked me, Intar, how it went. And, an
I suy, he tried to huve me do the firing.
“What do you think of so-and-so? he'd
say. ‘T think she's all right,'! “Well, |
don't. Cut her loose.' 'You cut her logss |
you're the one that doesn't like her'"
Why did be want you to fire them?
“Ha didn't have the heart to taks a
person’s Job away, Half these peopls,
if T had fired them, he would have
taken back.” (There was a drunken
pianist he could not get along with
but eould not fire; the band told Jack
his toes had been frozen and ampu-
tatad in a Korean prison camp. Jack
shook his head and said, “Just like the
Jews in the concentration camps.” Ths
tipsy musician was untouchable aftar
that.) “Then, when Jack had fired
someone, he would get to thinking
about it and want them ta come back,
but he would never call them. He made
me do iL" We hesr he used to make up
arguments with food. “Well, he was
always bringing food to peopls. He'd

come up here every other day with
sandwiches for me, I told him, ‘Jack,
I don't want these' | never ate a ona
of them. But he kept on bringing them
to me anyway."

Jack weant out with the night people
aftar hiz club closed around two in
the morning. He often ended his day,
near dawn, ut the Times Horald office
reworking his next day's ad. After
asuch 4 night, Jack rose late; but he
would get to the club around noon to
mest Andrew and check the last
night’s receipts. “He was never satis-
fied. If wo had a thonsand-dollar night,
he would still say, “What can we do to
bring more people in?' If he couldn't
get to the club, he would give me a call
to see how things were. | would say,
‘Okuy here; whera are yoa? Some-
times he'd be way out in some Negro
district whare thers had besn a flood
or something. I'd say, ‘What are you
doing out thare?! ‘Oh, nothing, just
driving around.’ But 1 found out what
he did those days from one of the
bums who slept on the cot in back. Ha
told me he had been picked up by
Juack way out somewhere. ‘And what
do you think he was doing?' the guy
asked me. ‘He wus giving money to
soma kids that had been burnt out’
After that [ began to notice that, after
Jack read a newspaper, if you picksd
it up the way he left it, there would
likely be news of some local disaster
on that page."

Such sxeursions were not usual for
Jack. After he cams to The Carousal
around noon, he normally spent hia
afterncon “a-churnin’ ™ up and down
Commerce Street. The nucleus of
Dailas is very small. Once he had
parked his car in the garage under
the club and taken Shebn upstairs, he
could go almost anywhere he wanted
on foot. Down ot ons end of the strest,
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he might drop in to see Max Rud-
berg, u bail bondsman Jack met ten
years before the assasaination when
he was getting one of his girls out of
jmil. Sinee then, Max's wife and Eva
have become good friendw. “T used to
see him at the Shearsth Tsrael Syna-
gogue,” Rudberg said. “He was a
great admirer of Rabbl S{lverman.”

Rudberg, an imperturbable little
elf, ls wedged in a cubbyhole office
which a plug-in heater makes an
oven, A processor of little miseries
he floats on his sense of humor above
the shabbiness around him. Dilapi-
dated humans are lined up in the hall
outside his hole, men who cannot
make bond for their petty crimes,
men glad to sit there in the darkness,
Rudberg knows what it is all shout,
that it Is & matter of the little blows,
delivared one by one, unintermitted.
“Jack had n good heart. 1f any of his
girls ever called on him, he came. He
put up money for the worst sort of
risks. He was a soft touch,

“He used to stop in all the tima.
Whenever he cama to the courthouse,
just around the corner, he would
‘maks the rounds,’ dropping in to see
gveryone he knew. Just a fow days
before the sssassination, ha wan down
here to fix some bad checks an em-
ployee had passed, and he came in
here, He waa all excited about Jada,
his big-name stripper. Sha had
hauled him in on & peace bond the
night before, claiming she was afraid
to go back to the club and get her
clothes. There was a lawysr in hare
with me ut the time, 50 Jack gave us
@ blow-hy-blow description of his ap-
pearance befors Judge Richburg.
‘Didn't 1 do right? he would say,
‘Conld n Inwysr have done better?
He wanted us to praise him. He had
to be ted. He wus o h 3

Judge Richburg is a speciallst on
peace bonda—the story in Dallas is
that he granted ane womsn u bond
against her husband for brenking
wind, He hastened to correct that
story for ua: “1 gave It to her bacause
her husband wouldn't bathe but three
ar four times a year.,” His most fa-
mous recent bond was Maring Os-
wald's agninst her second huaband.
Andrew toid us sbout the night he
and Juck had to sppear befors the
judge: “Jada claimed Jack had hit
her, but Alics, the washroom astten-
dant, was right there, and she said
no such thing happensd, Judge Rich-
burg wan a cireus, finding everybody
in contempt every other wmentence,
talking on and on about his farm.
We ull cama back to the club hmaling
st him.* Even Jada? “Sure. Jack
fired her a little after that.”

We asked Rudberg why he thought
Tuck killed Oswald, *“Well, everyone
was saying the sonvabitch needs kill-
ing, and Jack was anxious to plansa.
He happened to be by the City Hall,
sending money to that stripper, just
like he always did, and he was bound
to poke his head in and ses what was
happening. Wherever there was 2
erowd, he couldn't possibly pasa it by,
Then, as | say, he made the rounds
whatever he was. After that, it was
just a question of two nuts being In
the right place at the right time"
(BIll Willis sald: “At tha eclub, after
tha first shock, we all said, 'Well, it
figuras, Jack thought while he was
downtown he might sz well kill Os-
wald, toa.' ")

Moving up Commerce Sirest from
the courthouss, Jack would stop in st
the Doubleday stors; he liked to
check the new diet books mnd visit
with a man there who patronized his
club, Today, the msn says that he
hurdly ever went to The Carousel;
thut Jack came in because he admired
his eduestion; but that he himself

did not like to associate with a person
like Ruby,

Up near the club, Jack would put
himself in the way of temptation
against his diet at a nearby delica-
tessen; he usually left with sand-
wiches or rolls, which he carried to
the Enquire Shine and Press Shop
with him, He would glance at the
papers lying there whila he had n
shine, and give oot buns to his
friends—if there was anything left,
he ran it up to the club for Andrew.
3till making his rounds, ha stopped
by the hotels; he knew ull the door-
men, and wanted them to direct visi-
tors towned The Carousel.

He hauntead the newspaper offices.
A. C. Greene, of the Ttmes Horald,
told us that when Jack came in with
his advertisements, he would visit the
columnists and the entertainment edi-
tor, trying to pass off items from his
ad as bits of news. “He even came
to us in the editorinl section and
tried to persuade us that his strip-
per, Jada, deserved an editorial be-
cause she hnd u collegs degree. I
don't think she did; but even if she
did, what editorial point could be
made of that? I guess he thought it
would prove that education leads to
success!”

Jack liked to visit the office of Gor-
don McLendon, who bills himself ss
“the old Seotchman" and plays teen-
age atrocities on his "top forty” radin
stutlon KLIF. Jack thought MeLan-
don ane of Dallas’ great intellectunls;
he had besn especially strock by u
radio editorial McLendon put on the
air after Stavenson was spit on in
Dallax. This, said the editorial in
effect, had put a blot of shame on the
eity. Jack, who had sn unrecipro-
eated passion for Dallus, used to
quots that broadeast reverently.
Asked, after his arrest, to nume his
best friends, Jack put MeLendon
among the six he mentioned—along
with Andrew Armstrong and George
Senatar.

Mitch Lewis, MeLendon's assist-
ant, says he tried to protect Gordon
from Jack's clogging attentions, “But
he did get to Gordon, I forget how,
with his damn twistbosrd. In faet,
when 1 met Jack in the crowd of
newsmen outside Captain Frite's of-
fics, the day Kennedy dled, he came
up to me and wanted to know what
Gordon was going tu do sbout the
twisthoard ides. I remember think.
ing that was u hell of a thing to talk
about at the time.” Waan't Jack in-
terested in what was going on at
City Hsll? “Oh, he was excited by
the cameras and lights, He liked to
hang around newsmen. When Marina
and Marguerite Oswald came by, T
was jostled up closa to tham and so
was Jack. T happened to ses him
when he first looked ut them, and his
syes glazed. 1 think he was impressed
that these frumps, one of them in
& babushica, could suddenly be made
the canter of attention.”

Did you know Jack well? "Yes, ha
waa always pestaring me, when | was
with tha Dallns Merning News, and
sven more when [ came here. He
wanted us to advertise his strippers
on the air, 1 tried to tell him our
station is all disc-jockey shows for
the young folk. We ean't plug bur-
lesque shows to tesn-ngers. But he
said his elub was different. His star,
Jada, was trained in ballet. He said
she had studied peyechology, and was
a descendant of John Quincy Adams,
and 1 don’t kmow what all” (Bill
Willis said he helped Jack frame an
ad claiming Jada was & grand-
daughter of Pavlova,) “'Mitch,’ he
would say, ‘you're a writer, and she's
n good subject for a book.! Aftsr she
quit Jack, Juda came sround to ask

me if 1 would ghost & book about all
the famous men she had gone around
with, When she heard what Jack had
done, she came ruaning back to town
to grub some of that publicity, Sha
had quit & week or 30 too soon.” (We
usked Bill Willis if he thought Jada
was an opportunist. “Man, she was
no dope. She couldn’t dance worth a
damn, 3o she paid me ten dollars a
week for the privilege of bawling ms
out in publie whenever she missed a
step—as if it had been my fault,")

Does Mitch Lewis like Jack? “No,
he was always glancing over my
shoulder to see if thers was some
bigger name he eould talk to. He was
a small-time whiner, whining because
we didn't give him enough publicity.
Hia suita were alwayn ten years out
aof style.”

MelLendon's office is just a couple
af blocks from the Statler, which was
one of Ruby's favorite spots. Hs
knew all the front personnal; he liked
to drive up with friends—sometimes
in Jada's gold Cadillac—and be
greated by the doorman. His old pal
Leo Torti now runs the men’s shop
in the basement of the hotel, and his
close friend Joe Cavagnaro is sales
manager. Cavagnaro is brawny and
well-dressed, soft-volced but em-
phatie. “l met Jack in 1055. I had
just come to Dallas, and 1 ate in the
Luczs B and B Restaursnt next to
The Vegas, One day Jack walked in
and snid hello; we talked awhile, then
Jack picked up my check. We became
very close. I used to help him out at
The Vegas, taking the cover charge
at the door on Fridaya and Satur-
days. 1 even took the club’s money
over to the night-deposit slot, so I
carried his gun, which was in the
meney bag, I never took it out,
though." Whera did he keep the
monay bag? "When it wasn't in the
club, [t was in his ear trunk.” Were
you on his payroll? “Oh no, I did
it as & favor to Jack. [ just liked
being with him. So did other young
fellows who have hecome quite suc-
cessful, flike Heinz Simon and Leon
Nowak, We were his friends; still
are. Wea used to go nround with him,
servicing his pizza ovens, getting
things for his clubs, He was fun to
be with. He would take us to break.
fast aftar the clobs closed, nnd treat
s all. Ttwaa a good danece club, The
Vegas, a bit tongh but fun, Trini
Lopez sang there when he was just
getting started.

“Jack mude his customers toe the
line, [ had a friend go to The
Carousel with hiz wifs. Jack had a
gimmick—he would put & man up
on the stage mand have the stripper
start undressing him. It didn’t get
very far; when the fellow's coat and
tie were off, the M.C. would take n
Polareid picture und come on later
threntening to blanckmail him. Even-
tunlly, he would hand over the pie-
ture. Jack choss the men who were
put up there carefully—they were
ones he knew, or who wers with their
wivea; not drunks. Even 30, when
Jack pushed my friend onstage he
whispered to him, in a cold vuice,
‘Don’t touch.’

“After [ married, T didn't go to his
elubs, sxcept when my wife and [
huppened to be downtown at night;
but he oame out to wvisit us oftan,
My wife would make him cheese-
burgers—hs loved them. And when
my boys were born, he became very
fond of them. Hes would bring his
dogs out to play with them, He gave
us one of Sheba's puppies; we called
it Henry. The boys still think a lot
of Jack,” What did they think when
they henrd he had killed Oswald?
Cavagnaro gring, a bit embarrassed:
“Thay were proud of him. We tried
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to expluin to them that what he did
was wrong, but they were gind that
Mr. Ruoby got the man who killed the
President. You know how kida are.

“When my mother and her sister
came to visit us, Jack took them out
to luneh, They ware craxy about
him. He waa always very polite and
gentle with them. And with his girl
friend, Alies Nichols.” Who was
she? “A sesrstary at an insurance
company; she's atill there. Jack
duted her, on and off for eleven years.
She was u very nice, handsome wom-
an, and he hud an slmost exaggerated
respect for her,”" DHd she love him?
“T think 30, Why were they never
carried? “He told ma he promised
ane of his parents, 1 think his father
on his desthbed, never to marry a
gentile” (Mra. Nichols, a shy widow,
told the F.B.L. that Jack said he could
not marry her because hs was not
wurthy of har.)

Did you see many fights at The
Vegns? “Surs, some people come to
cluba like that itehing to start trou-
ble. If that's what they wanted, Jack
took care of them. But he never
locked for e fight 1 only saw him
hunt out & fight one time:. The Hill-
toppers were out at Memorial Audi-
torium, and T went to visit an old
schoalmate of mine, Eddy Crows, in
the troupe. When [ got ko the dress-
ing room, Jack was waiting outside
the door, veady to jump Eddy., I
asked him why | he had seen the show
and he was going to beat up the guy
who told the Jew joke, I told him
there was no malice in the inoffensive
Cutholic and Jewish stories the Hill-
toppers told, but he didn't like any
“d;slii:’ religious jokes. 1 fnally
got. eooled down.

“Thotjgh 1 didn't see him much at
THh vilrousel, he dropped In hers at

mst thrée times n weak to hava cof-

4, With me. Once o wesk or so hs

il ask me to help him phrase a

ter—he was writing a lot to the

trippers’ unlen claiming the Wein-
iteing violated union laws, When we
inished waorking over the latter, he
would dictate it to my secretary. Ha
eame in for coffes the day Kennedy
was shot. He had bsen at Clty Hall,
and he was writing un ad to say his
club would be closed for three days.
He usked me what wa were going to
do. I tald him, 'Jack, you esn’t just
closa n hotsl! Psople have to have a
place to eat and slesp.' But hs ex-
pected the whole city to ¢lose down,
He was upset that Dallas would be
shamed. [ remember hin telling me
how much the Stevenson incident
would hart the convention business.

“When 1 was asked to testify at
the change-of-venue hearing, there
was somo talk that the national cor-
poration wouldn't be happy at my
calling Jack & good friend there in
the courtroom, My wife and I talked
it over, and decided | had to give up
my job if it would belp Juck. He
would have dons the same for me.”
Do you think others in Dallas had
this kind of pressure put on them?
“Sure. | saw some important peopla
in his clubs, people who would now
deny they ever went there."

Was Jack's word good? “Like
stesl. Of course, you enuldn’t believe
him whon he said he was going to
meet you &t a cartain time. He was
always late, He would get caught
talking to someone; and if he stopped
talking to one person, he would start
right up with someuns alse before
he eould get out the door. He seemed
always to be on ths run—glancing at
a papér (he always had one with
him}), jumping up to leave, saying be
was late for another sppointment
(he probably was)—but he hated to
break off any conversation. He waa

a compulsive talker, aven about tha
most personal things."

Would he bonst of sexual eon-
quests? “No. He was concerned it
would get back to Alice. He never
did anything that might hurt her.”
How did you hear about his murder
of Dawadld? 1 had brought my two
boys downtown to go to the Cathe-
dral. Ws puolled up at the hotsl—I
WwaS going to give them some milk
and doughnuts before Mass—and we
could see the crowd just up the way,
The people were kept across the
street, which was biocked off, and
there was an armored car in the City
Hall drivewny, My boys—they ware
three and four then—wanted to go
see what was happening (we had
been listaning to the ecar radio) ; so
we started walking. Just as we came
up, we heard the ghot. It could hava
been & backfire, but someone came
out shouting, 'He's besn shot!' [
grabbed up my boys to get them out
of there. If only | had been on the
other side of City Hall!"

As the day wore on, Ruby some-
timea drove to The Vegas and “mada
the rounds” there—B and B Restau-
rant (though.ha had been fouding
with Pate, the owner, just before the
assasaination-and stayed out), Phil's
dalieatessan, Kaye's lquor atore. The
Kayes, vld friends of Jack, said he
would bring his doga over and say
hello; he was known in the neighbor-
hood as a saft touch for bums and
winos; he let people who didn't even
have anough to pay the cover churge
come |nto his club and hear the mu-
sie, though they could buy nothing.
The Hayes beliove be shot Oswald
to become a hero.

One afterncon s week Jack in-
variably made it to MoLean Hair
Experts for a treatment. “He was
always late; and he stayed z long
time, past closing, to get more atten-
tion from the girl who was working
on him. He always wanted e to
reassure him that he could keep what
was left of hia hair.”

By six in tha evening, Jack was at
the Y.M.C.A. He belonged to the
Health Club, which some men join to
avoid being appronched by homo-
sexuals. Jack was not known at a
neighboring fairy-rendezvons, and he
did not linger at the Y. He worked
out with the weights, showered, and
was ready for & night at the club hy
seven,

He liked to attend local uffmirs.
Perhaps his favorite entertainment
was boxing. A polleeman friend said
he used to coms down the nisle just
ax the lights went up between prelim-
inaries and the msin event, shaking
hands, gresting psople, handing out
eards, telling jokes. He had a ban-
tam-cock way of carrying himself:
he tilted his hesd to one side, or
perked it up, or nodded with almost
a pecking motion, like some bright-
syed bird. “He always thought his
next deal would be the one to maks
him a big man.”

unday morning, November 24,
1068: 223 South Ewing Strest—
4 concrete-block barn decorated st
each end in the pastels that paint
stares seem to unlosd on motel own-
ers. Wings are built out at right
anglea from both barn ends, enelosing
u swimming pool. The second-story
Tooms are rasched by a gallery, so
that avery room opens on ths court
The modern motal is much like
Shukespearean inn, with a swimming
pool whars the stnge waz,
This “apartment house” is & half.

motel for slow-motion transients,
mainly young working girls who
share 4 two-bsdroom apartment

{$125) until they move on to mar-
t
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riage or & better job. The manager
Is a young girl tos, Doris Warner,
who lives in the ground-floor apart-
ment neavest Ewing Strest. Up tha
atairs, on the gallery, the first apart-
ment one reaches is 207, where Mr.
Ruby lives. He was drawn here by

swimming pool (whers ha
splashes in a bathing cap, since Mr,
MeLean has warned him about chio-
rine in the hair) ; hefore this, he had
to impose on & friend and swim in a
hotel pool supposedly reserved for
residen

ta.

Ruby has brought othar tanants in.
Tammi True, one of his strippera,
came for a while, with her children,
George Senator, one of the hard-up
people who lived on the cot in back
of Ruby's club, moved here whun his
British blsdes began to eateh on. Al
first he roomed with Stanley Corbat
in 208, But Corbat got married, and
Senator’s chronic money troubles
eams round again, 30 on November 1
Ruby let him move in with him, He
has let others use the extra bedroom
in 207, including homelesa strippers,
Ruby is rurely “at home." His homa
is the club; and it was part of his
bustling, oddly Impersonal bensve-
lenca ta find people pluces to live. If

¥ou needed anything, you mentioned
it at your risk to J-nk Ruby. Hs
would press suggestions on you till
you found your home, or car, or
:‘h;u’V‘IHr until you felgned you

Sunday nmmlng ut elght-thirty,
the phone rings. George Senator is
not in the -puuunt. Ruby paws his
way out of sleep toward the phone
and answers musxily, Sheba atirs,
100, and jumps off the bed. There is
a picture of her dachshund sire, “big
Clipper,'” over tha bed. Ruby is hav-
ing bad luek with his sleep thess
days, Yesterday, he got to bed at six
a.m., only to have the current tran-
sient nt The Caroussl, Larry Cra-
fard, wake him with an eight-thirty
phone edll. He answersd that call so
blisteringly that Crafurd put whut
little he owned in his pockets and
moved on—to Michigan, ss FB.L
men later discovered.

‘With this caller, Ruby is more pa-
tient; Indeed, ineffectunily so, His
voice flares up, Irritated, but gentles
aguin when he remembers he Is talk-
ing to a gentle, aging Negress,

“This i3 Elnora” (Elnora Pitts,
who cleans his apartment on Sun-

days).

“"Yes, well, what—you nesd soms
money T Ruby has loaned money to
“Eleanor,” ns he calls her, and sha
thinks he ls refarring to this. But
he wont to sleep with monsy on his
mind. Sunday is payday for his em-
ployess, who get paid when they come
tu work. But the club has been closad
since Fridey—the only nights it has
been closed in ita history—and his
staff will not come in at the regular
time. Thess are psopls who eannot
go an extra day without their thinly
distributed meney. Two of the girls
have already been after him far
muney—Ilust night, when he was too
disturbed to come to grips with the
problem,

“I was coming to clesn today.”

“Coming to clean?” What has that
to do with payrolls?

Mrs. Pitts always calls chud.
Ruby can clesr the dogs lho
fears dogs. Toduy sha ul:a hlm she
cannot come in the morning. Should
she come later?

“"Well, yes; you can come, but you
call mel”

“That's what I'm doing now, call-
ing you 5o I won't have to call you

“And you're coming to clean
today?"

“Yes." (Long pause.) “Who am
T talking to? Is this Mr. Juck Ruby?"
“Yeu. Why!"
“Shall I come around two ™
“Ynu clil me before two, before

atart,”

"Wdl what do 1 have to call you
again !ar"

“Well, 50 [ can tell you wherse the
key is snd the money.”

Ruby leaves changs and bills seat-
tered all over the tablas and hareay
tops, and Mrs. Pitts refuses aven to
touch those: “I don’t dust them be-
enune [ don't—by him being n Jawish
man, [ don't want him to say [ taken
the money." She is very sensitive on
the point. Ruby has to tell her which
money is set aside for her. (He owns
antennse for sensing others' fuar of
racial rebuff.)

As usual, ha cannot aleep aftar the
call. Others, this morning, want to
linger underwuter in their slesp
world, but Ruby is anxious to break
the surface. He feels History all
around him; he has been & demon af
energy ever since that moment on
Friday when the announcemant mo-
mentarily stillad him (he sat in the
Morning News buoilding, nombed and
staring fixedly).

Firat, to the papers; George
broughs it in before he left. Are the
ad: there? Yes. “Carousel closed,

gas closed.” How about the other
u]uhn‘ You might know! They are
reopening. There should be some
way of foreing them to do the decent
thing. They want to take sdvaniags
of the flow of people into Dallas—
reporters, TV crews, investigators,
the curious, the photographers—all
those pvaph he has been giving

1 to since Friday.
(Whm willf.hq wver beund?] It ll

mluk people unwill.ing- to talk ahuu!.
the twisthonrd, top—though he did
et the Times Herdid staff interested
n it yesterday. There should be
some way of riding History's wave
to suceess. But all it has done so far
is make Ruby and his partner Ralph
Paul lose their money, (Ralph was
tight about one thing—losing n week-
end i serious for a club like ours.
He wanted ma to stay open, and it iz
his money I am losing, But I just
couldn’t—not after what happened.)
What happened comes back to him
like a blow. Of course he had to

the clubs; why didn't every-
budy’dn seo thet? Why wers they
open

ee. Squeese u grapefruit (his
current health fopd), Turn on the
TV. What is happening? He has

not yet p d any private sch
this weekend, but he put kimaalf well
forward. Heo got sconps for

ELIF. Gordon will have to notice
that; he was eredited with it on his
own station. Already Ruby is gatting
known!

At what cost? The earsfol masks
and thin controlled woices on the
television screen remind him of the
numbness that wnmn penudla!ly.
across his buzz of
atincts and drowns their chthr
What else {3 in the paper? The
funeral arrangements for
("ﬁu read about my mather’s funeral
in the nswspaper and came to i),

thres fest from Ruby Fridsy night
when he was shown to him und to
the other reporters. (I would have
thrown him out of my club, the
smirking punk; yet hers he Is bask-
mz in_attention, enjoying it, enjoy-
ing what he did to Jackis. And to
Caroline.)

“My Dear Caroline” (the letter in
the paper begins):

“Caroline, you must have a lot of
coturageous blood in your vaina”
[Like the Jews; Jews have guts.]
("You will ery. My children did.
My wifa did. And I did.) ... Men-
tally sick and acutely evil men are
very difficult to understand. e

Yes, sick and evil, the kind Rnhy
roughs up snd throws out; the kind
he has grown up with, been forced to
clear endlessly fram hll path, his be-
sieged escape route from the ghetto,
They would have smothered him, the
sneersrs, had he let them, coming at
him from all sides. But ha rose ahove
them, took the play from them, hit
out always at that sneer. He throws
the newspaper down, too blur-ayed to
read further. (“If you pieked it up
the way he left it, thare wonld likely
be news of some local disastay om
that pape.”")

Poor Caroline, poor Jackie. ("“He
wan the pirls' protector.”) Coming
to Dallas for this. How can she sver
face Dallas again; at the trial, for
instance? How can Dallas face her?

“The Stevenson incident wanld hurt

usinzass.”) God, that sonvabitch
needs killing! That's what they all
ssy. Harry Olsen is right. He ahould
be eut in little bits, (“We called ¥t
the lud Ju.ll apgest

It is L!hunina.lndcltrmﬂi:
swarming with newsmen. Chief Cur-
ry aaid last night they would not miss
anything if they came by ten in the

but few believed him. Thay
thought he was moving Oswald early,
and meant to throw them off
track. Yet nothing hes happened;
maybe ho waa ull.inw the truth. In-
side Captain Frite's office, question |
after question chips st that smug
facnde but cannot splinter, je. 'I.'I\-‘
sneer acts as a bulwark "I
umm company, it could be n

Goom Senator rntum—n puﬂ
man of fifty, with u whipped-erean
fluff of curis on top. Unlike Ruby, he
was married, and has a son—the
murringe, like tmﬁb.tng elsa in his
life, failed. Failure lends to his nat-
urel geniality the compliance peopls
feal protective toward, No one dis-
likes George; nor him. They
foel sorry le:- him. At the moment,
he comes in earrying freshly tossed
laundry; ha has besn working tha
washing machins downstairs.

Ruby shows him the letter to Care-
line; says Jackie should be sprred o
return to Dallas; says that punk
should be killed before he gets to
trinl. (“0Of course, ke always talked
bip. He wns always geing to bent
our ass”) George nods sympa-
thetically. It i= n comment he has
heard many times in the last two
days, from many lips. The TV drones

marcilessly on, making the incredible
inesenpuble. Tt aid happen: look at
the world telling itself, over and
aver, that it did. Ruby goea into the
kitchen for more grapefruit and to
scramble eggs. Senator coocks for
people at The Carousel, and is con-
sidered an excellent chef, But Ruby
is delicate about his food, accustomed
to fixing minimal fare for himself on
amall stoves or hot plates. He has
always lived in “a room” or rooms,
not caring much which rooms. He
has risen when others are at work,
slept when thay are getting up. South

g ia almply a cot for him, or &
dressing room attached to the swim-
ming pool. His “home” was a place
of raving foreigners, who could not
even apenk English—a crazy mother,
a brutal, drunken father—a place to
wet out of. He has been getting out
ever since. He wants no “home.”

Ten-nineteen a.m. The phone in
the apartment rings again. At this
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very momant Chlef Curry is
telling the newsmen that Os-
wald will be moved in an
armored car (the urgent call
went, out to the Armored Mo-
tor Sarvice hulf n hour ago,
and the drivar has been
hauled from the Sunday
Sehon] ¢lass he was tenchi
Ruby answers, "Hello.
is Lynn sgain.” In Fort
Worth. He gave her five dol-
lars tast night, when she cams
over to work and found the
club still closed. She has no
salary coming; it was all ad-
vancsd to her long ago. But
she and her husband must pay
romething on their rent and
groceries or thuy cannot stay,
eannot ast. They have to have
twanty-five dollara.

Ruby remembers how an-
gry he got, last night, at her
phone eall for money—how
could she think of anything
hut the President's death!
(He said this to her on the
same day he demonstrated the
twintbosrd to Toiea Herald
employses. (Ho used to get
angry ut Eva for being %o un-
patriotic as not to pmy her
poll tax—which Ruby had
not paid for four years.) He
ramembers, tog, his storm of
anger at poor Larry. Ha is
angry at the world theae
days. (Larry! That's right!
There's no ons 1o feed the
dogs. Sunday is Andrew's day
off. 1 hava to feed them. Poor
Clipper.)

Lynn needs the money at
once. They can't eat &l they
st it All right. Can she get
to the Western Union office
in Fort Worth? Yes. “Tt will
take me about twenty or
thirty minutes to get dressed,
and then [ will go on down. I
have to go nesr there anyway,
to fead the doga and let them
out,"

It ia almost ten-thirty. The
newsman are getting restless;
they had come to balieve the
ten-o'elock moving time, Ruby
stretches his weight-lifter's
arms, lifting the waight of
full consciousnesa, Like many
night peopls, he wakes up
slowly, at ho set time, against
nn regular deadiine, He is
used to dressing leiaurely.
This is the lust morning he
will bs able to. Every morn-
ing after this, for the rest of
hizs lifs, he will rise eatly,
prodded against his protesis
to face increasingly empty
days from their very outaat.
Today, though, not evan
Lynn's call can hurry him.
Not sven the thought of hin
hungry dogs.

Firat, & shower. Ban des-
dorant. MeLean's hair lotion.

Now! Wow! Pow!

Original Bates Floaters®

And-How!

(Eva will piek it up for him
the next thres years) He
studisg and rubs, combs and
studies, Disposing his re-
mains of hair almest strand

From $13.93 at all fine stoces.
Bates Floaters® Leisure Footwear & Bates Process®.
Pateat No, 2813389

IEATEE SHOE COMPANY « WEBSTER, MASSACHUSETTS

by strand, he achieves a
slightly off-center part—a hairstyle
very popular with the men of Dallas,
The elaborate asymmetry of these
few lines that cross his sealp rears
thin barriers sgainst the Enemy—
Baldness, an enemy all the more dan-
gerous beantise potentially comic. The
one thing Ruby does not want to be
is & glown. One of his recurrent key
words is “dignified” Dignity is at
issus a8, after scrutiny, he moves two
hairs acroas the divide, right to lefi,
strong side to weak.

Must be at one’s best when meet-
ing History. He lathers up and
shuves, once; British blade, the kind
George was pushing; good product.
He lathers again, and shaves slowly
back and forth from every angle.
Ruby has a heavy beard; any shadow
of it would accentuate his jowliness,
Even in jail, he will shave twice
evary day (still with a British blade,
locked into the razor with a key the
guard retaina). His hands sre hairy
too, buttle-senrred; chawed off ut one

point, that stump on his left hand.
He has a ring on that hand, winking
at him as he pulls his face back and
forth to turn curves into planes for
his blade's razing; not & big ring by
Texes standards, though it has three
diamonds in {t. A recent acquisi-
tion. No one will remamber o star
sapphire among Ruby's “character-
Isties.™

He studiss himself in ths mirror,
challenging, hoping, asking approval
from that face as he does from

other faces. He has brows that hood
his eyes—Lloyd Nolan brows. Nose
too big for Molan, though, and too
many chins, despite his sweating in
the ¥. (Chin up, syes down, tie the
Windsor knot, silk tie.) The wyes
kesp returning to his face. They do
not reat easily on one thing, but slide
on, always, wary of blows snd wistful
for “the big one. Eyms of someons
forever being moved on (“He was
alwoys afraid someona in the wext
group was talking about him"). Eyes
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of a promoter (“He waes alwoys
plancing over my shouldsr to see if
there wan some bigger nams to talk
ta"), Eyes ready for chullenge (*“You
learn to he & jungle walker”). Always
in motion, they belong to 8 man al-
ways moving, looking for the next
spot to jump, watching where the
play is, ready to take the play away.
Flitting eyes, distrustfol—fixing
othar eyes desperataly in his con-
versation, loath to bresk off, lonely
but afrnid. Apprehensive shout ten-
derness, which he shows provisional-
ly, where it seems most safe, with o
salf-protective grouchiness (“Get the
hail aut af kere and take care of that
kid”). How much esn he risk? Not
much: surely benevolence toward
bums; sex with the bus-station girls;
love for brothers und sisters, as long
as they are absent (too near, they
too are dangerous, and must be
abused) ; extravagait devotion to his
parents—from the very moment that
thay died; vaguely warm companion-
ship with a widow kept safely at a
distance by “respect.”" Love slows the
reflexes of jungle walkers. Even buma
and bus-station girls can mock. Only
the dogs stay loyal [t iz safe to love
them, Or is it? Leo Tortl remembers
the time when Ruby said, “Look at
that dog. 1 actunlly love him, do
everything [ can for him. I wonder
if the sonvabitch hates my guts"
Move your eyes, moving man, time
to move. Suck in the gut, Dark suit
Jucket. Glasses In the pocket, Neat
grey hat, name stamped in gold in.
side, Home i what the hat is, a moy-
ing marquee, its mesange not reach-
ing the outside. No overcoat. Duck-
ing in here and there and back out, he
would have to shed and don and
earry and cheok it. A cont is like
affection, too unwieldy, slowing
everything; impedes the swing of

tightened shoulder (*Jack wan a fivst«
puncher''). Ruby owns no overcoat.

He'll be needing money. There is
sume locked in the closst (315141},
miore scattered around the apartment
($124.87). Not enough to meet the
entire payroll. Besides, | have to
treat the boys—and many of the boys
are here now, newsmen lrum avery-
where! Nesd my roll. T can do bet-
ter than the sandwiches [ bought
them yesterday—that's what [ do
sveryday for my friends, Get the
money and gun from the car,
(“Whenaver he was cdrrying the
money, he kept his piece handy.”)

He is pacing the rooms and mum-
bling to himself. Hard to remember
all he hea ta do today, Hard to get the
load of conscipusness up in one
weight-lifter's snatch. Why should
he? In everything thers is to be done,
what can he do? There s no displac-
ing that dead center of his numbnesa,
No bringing a dead man back. No
way to un-kill, erase the memory
fram Jackie's mind, spare Caroline.
Senator wutches him pace, hears him
mutter, but makes out no words.
Ruby's friends, asked what sctor
could play him in & movie, turn in-
variably to types like Marlon Brando,
Telly Savalan, Ralph Mesker—man
with sty for tongues, who mush out
# to sk, biunt th to , ¢ to d. Ruby's
lisp bothars him: he tries to talk alow-
Iy, to correct it (“as if he had had a
few drinks and was being careful
how he spoks,” says Andraw), In
prison he will practice over and over,
pronouncing the names Shadrach,
Meshach and Abednego. But when he
is excited, the liap and the ghetto ac-
cent flll his mouth with the thicken-
inig hitter porridge of his past; syn-
tax disappears; he babbles. This
morning he paces and babbles u full
five minutes, all confused plans {(what

GoGoGo
auVillage Squire

BIG DISCOUNTS
ON EVERY

RECORD .

AVAILABLE IN

1. Oul-afSight ‘meath trim alscks ‘Uitra’ briet
baxer undurws Styled by Bl Willer with the
immast taper. Cotton; Sald
3, .. BUACK/wWHite of bive/whits
. 1a. ‘Olra's in wiids: whits. Gibe, or
F1.35. 18, Gig, the briefast French under-
it nylon .. $3.50; colten [ial

. 10 Shingig ‘ln’

1]
§2.25

trom Tarway: white, avy, rad, v e . .

$1.38 14, Pizcotina, “H'? ‘raath brisd

[T blue, Miuchk,

get this giant “ g VA hite, Scamgs, oibvs, or mld
BY ' x11" catalag m “ W

D Andicate Ll

e am postaa e I ooy

Copemmith ¥ Uags
. “ M Fark 4 ¥ 10041 Catalog 25¢

Brand-new Records Unlimited cata-

log affers records and stereo tapes of
all labels at special discounts—at least
AW, 757! No obligation or
i no elub to join!

FREE

RECORDS UNLIMITED BOOK!

P.O. Box 150

Syosset, N. Y. 11791

Pleass send me a copy of your record
catilog without cost or obligation.

wy ine FREE hook, “THE

Wrire pade El
LAW.TRAINED MAN,

whawy
il

4 Sunceme Couet [uians, Al (e
ed inciuding hig L6-vnlume

Innt, rmwnrt an M. !
#f Laws (LL.B.} degree swarded.

Moderaie cost.  Low  msathly
tetma, Weite for FREE sopy uf
boals taduey.

ELACKSTONE SCHOOL OF LAW

Beul. 3TE. 307 N, Miskivan Ave. Chisags, |ilineis 80834
A Homw-Study laatitution Founded in 1090

o
B

“They're throwing him out of the movement—
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do 1 tell Eleanor, how to pay Andrew
and the othera?) the numb hurt (poor
Caroline, my hungry dogs) and hate
(Duallas, the rifle, the punk) and ex-
eitemunt (4 res] reportar, “The Only
Thres-Hunway Club in Dallas With
Jack Ruby™)

“George, I'm taking the dog down

b."

ur is his traveling office;
* in the club is home to a
succession of bums, Even his filen
and “pecurit ure whesled and on
the move. There [s nothing fSxed or
settied nbout Ruby. He houses tran-
sienta becnuse he [y one. The car is
white—a two-door Olds, & 1060
model; musn't be Rashy with the
LR.S. after him (us if jukeboxes ware
tuxable ‘entertninment™). Sheba
takes the back seat, which she kesps
in n propristary shabbiness. Ruby
pulls his little transistor out of the
glove compartment and flicks it on;
turns it down a minote to talk with a
neighbor, out ut the end of the drive;
then enters the Thornton Fresway
(which runs right by his apartmant).
It is niniost eleven, The armored car
15 on ita way to City Hall. Andrew is
arriving at the club, despite the fact
that it is his day off—things &re too
unsettled; he has to find out what is
going on; he is shocked to see the
dogs huve not besn fed, Jos Cavag-
naro s putting his boys in the car for
Mass. Forrest Sorrels, of the Seeret
Service, is being allowsd to question
Oswald,

Ruby doss not stay on the Thornton
Freaway, veers, instead, left along
Industrial Boulevard to the point
where it meets Main, tugged insen-
sibly toward Dealey Plaza, ss thou-
sands will be in future months and
years. Tomorrow, nnd for the next
thres years, Ruby himself will be one
of the Plaza's attractions, whan he
lives nbove it in his prison corridor
He dips, now, under ths Stemmons

reeway—where Kennedy, approach-
ing frum the other side, was hit, Ris.
ing out from the underpass, Ruby
slows his car, snagyed in the cobweh
of trajectories already béing spun by
conjecture and hypothesis. It is
searred air he drives through, To the
left, the wreaths, But up by Houston
Street, a erowd turns from the
wreathy and i3 fucing the fail
(Ruby's future home, the most set-
tlad dweliing he will ever have). Os-
wald must be in there, transferred
by now from Chief Curry's City Hall
to Sherifl Decker’s Courthouse, The
radio ix vague sbout the time of
transfer, but Ruby heard yesterday
it would take place at ten.

On up Main, still reversing Ken-
nedy's course, past Sanger's on the
left, Neiman-Murcus on the right.
Ten bloeks, to Harwood, where City
Hall Is—in the same block as the only
Westarn Unijon that is open on a Sun-
day. There are four or fve people
talking to a politeman ks Ruby drives
paat the rubbit hote in City Hall that
lets police cars underground to park,
On the other side of the building, an
armured eur has just jockeyed with
diffieulty buckward into the small
mouth of the exit, Ruby hugs the
curb to ses what Is poing on ("He
had to be in on overything”). There
ir still something down thare—TV
crews, perhaps packing up their
equipment " Ha liked to haug around
newrmen” ). Now he must gat back to
the left !am he wants to pull into a
parking lot acrosa the street, But a
moving bus blocks the other east-
bound lane beside him; he cannot
race shead of the bus or sase in be-
hind it in time to make the turn. He
slows till ha is even with the lot, waits
for the taillight of the bus to clear,
then swings hard left into the lot
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from the far-right lane (“Hs was o
spantio—he acted suddeniy”). Ruby
—wha iz almost superstitious about
the law, reverencing it und tempted
to hreak it and feeling remorse about
it afterward—has just committed hia
penuitimate infraction of the law.

The lot is on the corner of Main
and Pearl, divectly facing the West-
ern Union office. Sheba jumps into
the front seat and rustles in last
week's newspapers (“He always had
o papar with him"), Stay here, girl
He puts the transistor In the glave
compartment. No need to lock the
doors, He opena the trunk, his file
cabingt and bank and transient
home’s attie, throwing the keys down
in the front part of this dreary tres-
sure chest, and rummages through it
Receipts, junk, money; a moldering
holster he never uses (it came with
the gun} ; brass kauekles in the mon-
ey bag, where he keeps hiz weapons.
(Take the gun now. God! How I'd
like to use it on that character!)
The monsy 14 in bwo places, He takes
the bigger mmount ($2,015.03) and
leaves the smaller ($837.50), He
puts the gun in his right-hand pockst,
the money in his left; it is one motion,
the two go together. Slums trunk.
(Damn! Forgot to pick the keys back
up. My head is a hurricane these
duys.)

It's all right, theugh—extra trunk
key in the glove compartment, He
keeps it there alwaya, with his wallet.
George Senator has never seen s wal-
let on Ruby or in his room—Iit Is good
only for the license he needs when
driving. Ruby saves his pockets for
Carousel cards, and twisthonrd liters-
ture, and picturss of hiz girls, The
glove-compartment Key is there so
Ruby can get to hia sacond key ring
—farther back in the trunk, In a
box—if he mizslays the first. Bill
Willia remombers talking one night
in the garage under The Carousel:
"I told him I keep my extra keys un-
der the hood, in cnse [ loss my poekst
set, and Juck said he kept a spare
set in the trunk."

(I'T] get out the keys when I come
back. Over the street. Still thoss
four ar five people at the other end
of the block. I wonder why?) Into
Weatern Union, At the long counter
one customer is ahead of him,

Oswald is pulling on a sweater in
Captain Pritz's office. Ruby adjusts
his glasses—bifocals, he wesra them
as little us poasible—and prints Lit-
tla Lynn's maiden name on the form:
Kuren Bennstt. However, he neglects
the bottom of the form; Doyle Lane,
the elerk, must sk for his addreas,
and writes it in: 181%% Commerce.
Nat the apartment house. That is not
home, there Is no home; The Carousel
comes closest. Lane copies the ad-
dress, und othar information, a sec-
ond time; this is the recelpt he will
give to Ruby, The minutes click by
now. Lane stamps the receipt: 1063
Nov 24 AM 11 16. Ruby puts his
glasses nway, hooking one of its dark
wings on his hreast pocket, while
Lane writes a duplicate of the re-
ceipt, 1o keep in the office; writes it
rapidly, with only a glance or two st
the other slip of paper; copies the ad-
dress the third time, wrong, 1313%;
stamps the second receipt: 1963 Nov
24 AM 11 17, A new minute has
cogged itself up in the machine, »
controverted minute that men will
haggle over and cling to snd guestion.
Ruby takes his copy and puts it in
hia pocket.

(Must get the keys out, drive
Sheba to the club. The doga need
food and an piring; then leave Sheba
with them; can't have her waiting
for me in the car all day while I mix
with the other reporters. But those
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surface gives you
cleanar highs, less
distortion . , . but it also
helps your tape recorder stay
new-sounding years longer,
The reason? Smoothness plus a
special lubrication in

Kooak Tape reduce recorder-head
wear to the strict minimum, Try it,
and you'll hear the difference
again, and again,
and again.
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Rolfs Key Kaddy
Is guaranteed
to come apart

Each key springs out
separately, as you need
it. Springs back just as
easily. Rolfs Key Kaddy
stays safely locked with
Snap Happy...Rolfs' ex-
clusive 4-step adjustable
closure. In a wide range
of elegant leathers and
colors. Five and eight
hook styles for men and
women from $3.50

Alsg avallabia in Cansda,

Ralfs. West Band, Wisconsin,
Alsa crastors of Amity Leathar Accassories,

insist on Rolfs.
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people are still there, just down the
street. Looks like the same ones, not
just passers-by. Wall, it will only
tuke a minute to find cut what's hap-

pening.) “Ha siwseys made the
rounda” He turns left, west on
Main.

Something strangw is going on, A
eur is nosing out of the ramp, and
this is an entrance door only! Ruby
quicksns his stride.

History has slways broken har
dats with Jack Ruby before now, de-
spite his careful efforts to arrange
a meeting. [n fifty-three seconds, ahe
will keep it A black over, on Com-
merce Street, Jos Cavagnaro has
pulled up in front of the hotel, his
boys in the car with him. “If [ had
been on Main Street, it would never
have happened. The minuts Jack saw
my kida, ke nlways picked them up.
And he would never let them aee
violence.” Nao, Jack saw too much of
it when he was » kid. Cavagnaro
kept him from hitting Eddy Crowa
outside the dressing-room doar. His-
tory will not be cheated, thongh; Joe
Is a block awsy when Ruby waits out-
side the door for Oswald.

The entrance to the ramip Is nar-
row—twelve feet, aix inches—just
wids enough to let & ear turn in
(s0 narrow that the armored car
eased clumsily into its counterpart
on Commeree Street, and could not
back down; low clearance blooked
it). The policeman who had been in
the middle of the Msin Street ramp
must move nside, and the knot of
gazers with him, They back toward
Harwood Street, to the driver’s side
of the car, away from the approach-
ing Ruby. The ear that is surfacing
must turn left to eircle the block and
move up one-way Commerce Strest, Tt
i3 muant to lead the srmored car in
what, by a sudden change of plans,
will bg u decoy earavan. In Dallas,
turning left on a two-way street is
legal for a enr that comed out of a
driveway or a parking lot. The po-
liceman on guard here does not know
what is happening. He lsana down
to the driver, just ms the gar's nose
reaches the curb mnd points left,
poised for the illegal turn. The
driver tells the gusrd what he is
going to do and, as they talk, Ruby
nrrivas. The ear's talllights have just
clesred the entrance to the ramp. Ha
will keep his date in less than fifty
seconds (“He waa never on time”).
Ruby glances down, sees lights, does
not break his stride (“Jack woua o
venotionary—hs reacted fast"), but
turns smoothly left, and down (“Ha
plunged into things"). As he is about
to reach the line of men at the hot:
tom, he hears a eory: “Here ha
comes{" The brightest TV lights
blink on, turn the glow in City Hall's
belly to a flare (“Ha uaed to come
down the aisle just as the lights weng
up between preliminaries and the
main event"), “He's coming out!”
He? The character! Ruby's shoul-
ders tighten instinetively, a jungle
walker's resction when the natural
ENemy ia Near.

Just as he reaches the line of peo-
ple, Captain Fritz's Stetson bobs into
view, brilliunt in the camera glare.
At that moment, Ruby (s looking
stralght shead, on camera, thaugh
he does not know it. He stands in
ths penumbra of those lights ~He
always wanted to bo at the apenings
and clowings of shows”). At the edgs.
How short u step to the center, Like
Marguerita and Marina (“His eyes
glazed"),

Detactive Lasvelle, o movie Taxan,
moves the human chain of handeufed
men toward the car. He wears a
white Stetson and white soit—the
good guy (“Hall, man, Dallas ix gtill
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G ghoot-out town"). He dwarfs the
young man beside him, tense in his
dark aweater—the bad guy, fuee logy
with fatigue and bruises, jaws faintly
dusted with morning growth, To-
morrow Ruby will tell his old friend
Buddy Walthers, “He looked just like
Corky Crawford!"

The orange stab of light in this
dark place turna Oswald's face to the
side, for n moment—toward the dim
figure just arrived. Some will later
claim be looked at Ruby, locked for
him—but he coonld not see in these
firat seconds of the dazzle. The glare
mukes him tighten his lips further,
in a alight grimace “There's noth-
ing fo do with the wmivk but moss
W owp, right wew.) Ruby pushes
through the line {"Jack shouldered
the priest aside and came straight at
me''}), No one has a chance of stop-
ping him now (“Before I tven pat
started, Jack stepped between us and
wailed Aim™), but one policeman
ralses his arm (“Don’t ever slop me,
I might loge my nerve"). As usual,
his first et is decisive—dead on tar-
et (“Jack was o firet-punches”),
He mates in one move (“You hava to
taks the play away“). The job is
done.

Sergeant Pat Dean, who cleared
the busement an hour mgo, thinks,
"My God, a cop has killed him™ (" He
liked fo do the policemen's job for
them” )., When police swarm toward
him, Ruby the scuffler does not try
to take this play. They ure friends,
they'll understand (“He wenally did
the wrong thing for raaching his
goal"). But why are they so rough?
Don't they know hu's an thair sids,
Just liks on South Ervay, fighting at
the side of Blankenship and Carlson?
He came to their rescue. Why turn
on him? (“He wanted to help, and
he only got in the way™). They must
know | did it for Jackie (“Jack, I
don't want pou to kit !mn") Far
Dallas (“Even if it waen't fghe,
he wonld stap in, in o gecond”). For
Caroline ("'Diana, we'va got to do
somathing about that girl"). They
must sse that: “YOU ALL KNOW
MEI" (“Mr. Ruby got the man who
Eilled tha President™), “I'M JACK
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This and_of a two- cle
PRy 'ﬁuby. The second part. it
appear in June.
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{Cantinued from poge ¢) tenth cam-
era work and nine-tenths the thought
and planning and cars that must
have preceded the amctun! clicking
of the shutter. Certainly that was
the cuse with some of the group-
confrontation photographs that were
almost more remarkable for the feat
of having assembled the subjects in
one time and place than for the
mera machanical fact of having pho-
tographed them together. Such group
plotures as tha Docisive Dozen, The
Unknockables and Tha Loxt Genara-
tion, and those two historie group-
ings of “the Irisk Mafin" on the steps
of the White House and of the unique
nasemblage of jaxr figures on tha
stepa of & Harlem fiat bullding are
mnly umong the most remarkahls
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graphs ever published of any-
body anywhere, but not so much as
photographs as of triumphs of logis-
ties. The sama could be sald, though
fewer people were involved, for tha
feat of getting Floyd Patterson and
Cassius Clay together in New York
at midnight for another front<cover
photograph. And speaking of logis-
ties, it was no cinch to get Edward
Steichen, Jimmy Durante and James
A. Farley togsther in the rain out at
Jones Beach und then to bring back,
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