| Itkin's Story: A C»ontradimctory Web

By MARTIN ARNOLD

Herbert Itkin, Government
informer, so far has brought
down two very big men,
James L. Marcus, former city
commissioner and one-time
confidant of Mayor Lindsay,
and Carmine G. De Sapio,

| once one of the most power-

ful political leaders in the
nation.

So when he thinks back
over the bizarre and some-

; times fancy-woven fabric of

his life, it is with the satis-
faction of seeing himself,
above all as “a patriot.”

Slight, hollow-eyed and
sallow, living in fear of his
life in protective custody at
an undisclosed military in-
stallation base here, Mr. It-
kin has emerged from the
double-dealing world of the
informer insisting that he
worked for the Central In-
telligence - Agenéy. This is
true. He has sworn that he
was an informer for the Fed-
eral Bureau of Investigation,
and this, too, is true.

In the shadows and thick-

ets in which the government
police and intelligence agen-
cies work, Herbert Itkin, the
obscure, money-grabbing 43-
year-old lawyer, was known
by the C.IA. code name
“Portio” and by the FBLI
as “Mr. Jerry.”

For the C.I.A. he was a
voluntary supplier of politi-
cal information, particularly
about Haiti, the Dominican
Republic and Indonesia.

His value to the F.B.I. was
summed up by an agent who
said: “He is probably the
most important inforraer ever
to come to the surface. He
knew the younger up-and-
coming characters in the
Cosa Nostra.”

A member on the staff of
United States Attorney Rob-
ert M. Morgenthau who
helped in the prosecution of
the Marcus case said that
“Itkin is the most valuable
informer the F.B.I. has ever
had outside the espionage
field. He never lied to us.
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were sentenced to prison and

a third given a suspended sen-
tence.

information could produce an
additional 30 cases involving
labor racketeering, gambling,
bribery, income tax evasion
and a wide range of other
felonies, authorities say.
gerating and bragging has em-
barrassed the C.IA.

His theatrical . attempts to
force the agency to help
straighten out his domestic
problems almost blew the cover
of one of the C.LA.’S most im-
portant operatives in New
York City, the lawyer who was
Itkin’s C.I.A. “control.”

He also had a tendency to
embark on wild and illegal
schemes that were beyond
his activities as an informer.

Evidence of such activity in
which Mr. Itkin kept for him-

self large sums of money from
bribes, kickbacks and swindles,
came during the De Sapio trial,
which ended on Saturday when
De Sapio was found guilty of
conspiracy to bribe Marcus
and extort contracts from
Consolidated Edison.

William A. Vericker, an
F.B.I. agent who worked with
Mr. Itkin, was asked if it was
the policy of the bureau “to
permit people such as Itkin fo
retain the proceeds of crime.”

Mr, Vericker answered: “No
it is not the policy of our
office. In Itkin’s case he often
—most of the time—told me
about these deals after they
had been completed and he
said he disbursed the pro-
ceeds.”

His information was always
accurate.”

Behind his role as a wit-
ness in court is a labyrinthine
and sometimes farcical story.
It has been pieced together
during the last year from
court records and scores of
interviews here and in Wash-
ington, Europe and the Carib-
bean, with Mr. Itkin, his
friends, enemies, relatives,
business associates and Fed-
eral and local officials.

In addition to his informa-
tion on Marcus and De Sapio,
testimony supplied by Mr.
Itkin has led to the arrest
and conviction of Antonio
(Tony Ducks) Corallo, a
Mafia chief; Henry Fried, a
millionaire contractor, and
Daniel J. Motto, a Queens
bakery union president.

He has been the principal
witness in a pension fund
kickback case involving the
International Brotherhood of
Teamsters, in which two men
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Federal officials, while de-
clining to elaborate on how
they tried to restrain Mr. It-
kin’s spending habits, con-
ceded that the sums he kept
and squandered ran into hun-
dreds of thousands of dollars.

Mr. Itkin’s operations alsc
caused a serious rupture in the
relationship between the offices
of United States Attorney Mor
genthau and Manhattan Dis
trict Attorney Frank S. Hogan

“They [Mr. Hogan’s office
would love to get me on ¢
perjury conviction to destroy
me and all my work,” he said
in an interview. He has four
other cases pending against him
by the Manhattan District At-
torney.

A member of Mr. Hogan's
staff asked: “How could thel
Federal officials allow an in-
former to take that kind of
money, which was admittedly
made from criminal deals, and
keep it? What do they think
informers are? Some sort of

" bounty hunters?”
Mr. Hogan’s office believes
. that the Federal prosecutors
went to court with Mr. Itkin’s
testimony before they had their
cases really proved.

Mr. Morgenthau’s office, on
the other hand, says that the
District Attorney did not move
fast enough, and that is why
Mr. Hogan’s office is trying to
discredit Mr. Itkin. Moreover,
Federal attorneys add, Mr. Ho-
gan routinely grants immunity
to his own informers.

Federal athorities, perhaps
because Mr. Itkin is their man,
paint a heroic picture. They
praise him for his “guts,” for

“I have lived years of deceit
and lies and danger for my
country,” said Mr. Itkin in the
interview. Striving in his sin-
gular way for status, he bragged
of his undercover work despite
the obvious risks.

“Herbie told just about every-
body about the C.I.A. and F.B.I
He told some fellows he com-
muted on the train with,” his
first wife said.

And when he ran out of peo-
ple to brag to, when his life as!
an informer did not conform to
his fantasy, he turned to writ-
ing fiction. Some stories were
pornographic and others were
spy tales in which Herbert
Itkin was the hero.

A Spy Thriller

In one such story, written in
July 1968 and entitled “The Ille-
gals: (Missile Espionage—Ma-
fia),” Bret is the hero who, Mr.
Itkin said, is himself. The
character, David Emanuel, a
lawyer, is Bret’s C.LA. chief.
One portion reads:

“[Bret] was such an eager,
outgoing young man, yet be-
fore this desk, he became shy
and reticent. Emanuel recog-
nized and understood the moti-
vation. It was not he, Emanuel,
as a person, but he, as a sym-
bol of the authority of their
country that Bret revered.

“When a man is a true
patriot, when he has made the
decision to offer his life for his
country, he then only has those
in authority to relate to as his
basis of honor and integrity.
To_Bret, then, David Emanuel
represented the symbol of the
absolute National Authority.”

How did Herbert Itkin miss
becoming Bret, the professional
secret agent of his dreams? Or
did he miss entirely?

The answer begins in the
Borough Park section of Brook-
lyn, where he and a sister spent
their childhood and early adult
years in a neat, two-family
house at 1748 48th Street. In
those days the area was middle-
class, although the Itkins were
not. Mr. Itkin’s father, Arthur,
made a modest living from
various shopkeeping ventures.

Arthur Itkin “seemed rather
weak,” a boyhood friend of

Herbert’s remembered, but his
mother, Edith, was the opposite.
She was overreaching by living
in the neighborhood, but (like
the mother of James Marcus,
the man her son was to befriend
and betray) she was strong-
willed, talkative, inventive and
ambitious.

‘most of the other people

“risking his neck almost every
day” and for his “-re(':kl“essl
patriotism,” which, they insist,:
has earned Mr. Itkin the right
to across-the-board immunity.
In Mr. Hogan’s office, he is
referred to as “the germ.”

“The Itkins were Jewish like

around them,” the boyhood
friend said. “But they weren’t
religious, At Christmastime they
had a tree, the only one on the
block.”

Herbert is remembered as a
reasonably good student at
New Utretch High School,
where he was on the swimming
team,




Enlisted in Army

¢+ In 1944, he enlisted in a
'special United States Army
/training program for high
school students and after V-J
day was sent to northern Japan
with a field hospital unit. Later,
he said that he was a para-
trooper attached to Army in-
telligence.

Returning home in 1946,
young Itkin invested his Army
savings — about $2,000 — in a
small luncheonette in Brook-
lyn’s Bush Terminal. Herbert
and his parents planned to
work together and make a suc-
cess of the place.

One Saturday evening, Mr.
Itkin recalls, his father did not
come home from the late shift
at the luncheonette. He has told
at least two versions to friends
and associates of what hap-
pened next.

According to one account, he
went to the luncheonette—‘“the
smell of gas nearly knocked me
over”’—and revived his uncon-
scious father just before the po-
lice arrived. “I told the cops
‘ithat he had tripped and hit his
head while the gas was on,” he
|said.

In the other version, longer
‘land more dramatic, his father
was the victim of a Mafia
‘ishakedown. In a final effort to
!lget a payoff, the hoods had
‘theld his head in the oven and
nearly killed him. Enraged, the
“|young veteran hunted down the
“{local Mafia leader in his office
:land told him he would person-
ally take revenge.

| As three barrel-chested goons
jumped the boy from behind,
“Mr. Big” turned in his swivel
chair and snapped, “Let the kid
alone. He has spunk.” Or so
Herbert Itkin likes to tell it.

Whatever the truth, his fa-
ther spent a brief period in a
sanitarium on Long Island, and
shortly thereafter was sepa-

! _The couple moved to Hicks-
‘vxlle, ‘L. I, with Diana Itkin’s
daughter by a previous mar-
Iriage. Mrs. Ttkin, a member of
EEhe high 1.Q. Mensa Society,
‘“became a good housekeeper
and learned the idiom of all my
Jewish neighbors,” Mr, Itkin
recalled. ‘

He commuted to work at Del-
son, Levin & Gordon—he had
been admitted to the bar in
1953—and life seemed settled.
i But he was restless, A
'rouppe law practice was not
exciting enough nor was it, he
thought, a fast enough way. to
make a lot of money. A clever
young lawyer, Mr. Itkin said|
iy‘vxth Just a touch of mystery,|
“can make money for his cii.|

—

ents with certain kinds of
deals.” Deciding to enter labor
law, he left the firm in 1957,]]
in a cloud of ill will. :

He took with him two other
young lawyers, clerks in the
firm’s negligence group, the
telephone operator and a batch
of office files on negligence
cases—files that he was forced
to return when the law firm
complained to the bar associa-
tion.

Three years before leaving
Delson, Levin & Gordon, Mr.
Itkin said, he had begun his
C.I.A. career. He said that the
C.IA. had ‘recruited him in
1954, and put him on a retainer.

rated and divorced from his
wife. |
Mr. Itkin enrolled as a night
student at Brooklyn Law
School; by day he worked as a
clerk in the law firm of Delson,
Levin & Gordon, where his
mother had become a book-
keeper. The firm is now Delson
& Gordon, and Cyrus Gordon, a
senior partner, recalls that
young Itkin was “pretty bright,
with an engaging personality.”
“As far as he and I were con-
cerned,” Mr. Gordon said, “we
were like father and son.”

Mr. Itkin fell in love and mar-!
ried one of the office secre-
‘taries, Diana Kane, a daughter
of a man on the fringes of Re-
publican politics in Pennsyl-
vania and the granddaughter of:
a Civil War general. i
| Diana was enchanted with
her husband. “He had bhig ideas.
He wanted to do big things.
You got caught up in his plan-
ning,” she recalled recently,
adding:

“Herbie wanted very badly
not to marry a Jewish girl. He
wanted a shiksa like me. Once
he was going to change his
‘name to something he consid-
ered less Jewish and I told him;
‘Herbie, you can make it wher-
ever you want to go with your
real name. Besides, your mother
iwould have a heart attack. You
jhave enough ambition and tal-
ient to overcome it.’”

The New York Times
Robert M. Morgenthau, left, U.S. Attorney here and Frank:
S. Hogan, Manhattan District Attorney, suffered strained

relations as a result of the overations of Herbert Itkin, '

Associated Press

Herbert Itkin, .left, with James. L. Marcus, former city commissioner, being booked in
_January, 1968, in conspiracy and bribery in contract kickbacks on data supplied by Itkin.

~ “The CLA. was just putting

|people in positions where they
|\might be useful later,” he said.

“Sometimes the: C.LA. wants
people in places to spread false
rumors and the law, firm had
clients like the Indonesians and
others. Later, I was inserting
myself into the underworld and
I used every means I could
think of to do it.”

His recruitment—as he tells
it—was carried out at a very
high level. His father-in-law, E.
Kent Kane, he says, was a
friend of Harold Stassen, one-
time Republican Governor of
Minnesota and former president
of the University of Pennsyl-
vania, and in July, 1954, Mr.
‘Stassen introduced Mr. Itkin to
|Allen Dulles, then the C.IA.
director.

Mr. Dulles’s interest in him,
Mr. Itkin said, stemmed from
information he said he had|
given to the late Senator Joseph|

McCarthy in the early|
nineteen-fifties.




Story Is Denied

Mr, Itkin’s story of his re-
lcruitment into the C.I.A. is not
true, according to Federal of-
ficials. :

Mr. Stassen, now a lawyer
An private practice in Philadel-
phia, said the other day that
he met Mr. Itkin only once,
years ago, at a Pennsylvania
Society dinner held in New
York. ‘

“He introduced himself to
me,” Mr, Stassen said” It
wasn’t until years afterward|
that T learned he was Mr. i
Kane’s son-in-law. I never in-|
troduced him to Allen Dulles.”|:

Mr. Itkin’s recruitment into|
ithe C.LA, is said not to have
occured until 1962 and then he
‘was recruited only as a volun-
tary, unpaid informant. It hap-|-
pened, in fact, quite by chance.|

The C.IA. has scattered
throughout the country covert
agents and “contract” employes
—men and women who con-
duct legitimate law practices,
professions and businesses, who
aslo are paid and employed on
a regular basis by the C.LA. I

One such covert agent in
Manhattan s a middle-aged|
lawyer who just happened tol
meet Mr. Itkin in early 1962.|
It was in a Madison Avenue
office suite in which Mr. Itkin,
along with eight or nine other
lawyers, had rented space. The
C.LA. agent was in the office
conducting legitimate business
with another lawyer when he
was introduced to Mr. Itkin.

At the time, Mr. Itkin was
making a reasonably good liv-
ing, wheeling and dealing here
and abroad in mortgages and
construction schemes, helped by
good political contacts in Haiti,
the Dominican Republic and
Southeast Asia, particularly In-
donesia—parts of the world in
which the road to success in
business is often paved with

1
ribes to government officials,

After a few more meetings,
he was recruited by the lawyer
to become a voluntary, unpaid
C.LA. informant, to “keep his
eyes open” during his foreign
travels. It was then that Mr.
Itkin, to his delight, received
the code name “Portio.” The
middle-aged lawyer was his
“control” agent — the person
'who transmitted C.LA. orders
and to whom “Portio” reported.

Political Enirance

At last, after several false
starts, the aspiring lawyer felt
he was on his way toward
something big. One such false
start had begun in 1960, also
by chance. Mr. Itkin met a

lawyer in Los Angeles who in-|

troduced him to Wayne Morse,
then the United States Senator
from Oregon. Mr. Iikin seized
on this casual meeting to start
a campaign to know somebcdy
important in Washington and
decided to invest a small sum
of money in the project.

“I consider it a great privi-

lege to enclose a check for
$1,000 to help in your cam-
paign,” he wrote to the Senator
on Sept. 29, 1960.

Senator Morse said that hej:
had spoken to Mr. Itkin only af
few times, mostly about fund
raising, but also about favors
Mr. Itkin wanted concerning
ventures in Haiti and the Do.
minican Republic,

Mr. Itkin began to ‘tell bysi-
ness associates that Senator
Morse was “my contact in
Washington” and soon after he
became involved with the C.ILA.
he expanded on this theme by
calling the Senator “my Con-
gressional liaison with the
C.LAY

Seven years later, in sending
the Senator campaign. contri-
butions  totaling $5,000. he
asked that as a return favor
Senator Morse write a “To
Whom It May Concern” letter,
saying that the Senator knew
him as a prominent lawyer.

The Senator declined, after
receiving a confidential memo
from a staff member. Dated
June 2, 1967, the memo ended
by observing: “Senator, I still
have reservations about this
man. , . . I have no idea . . .
just what his racket is.”

At about the time Mr, Ttkin
wrote to Senator Morse in
1960, he became involved in the
leamsters union and its pension
fund because, he said later, “r'd
heard about the way the pen-
sion fund operated with big
percentage kickbacks for team-
ster officials and lawyers who
could get mortgages from it.”

He was also borrowing money
from his friends, associates and
in-laws. One Federal official has
said that Mr. Itkin is now $600,-
000 in debt, including $150,000
he allegedly owes his former
mother-in-law. .

Doing what I was doing, I
found all kinds of information
about how the Mafia and the
teamsters worked,” he said. “I
could keep track of how green
[hidden cash] was circulated,
where secret accounts were,
which so-called legitimate busi-
nessmen were willing to make
crooked loans and payoffs.”

Suspicions Mount i

During this period, the Itking
moved from Hicksville to the |
more fashionable Oyster Bay. |

However, it was a time of
tenseness for Mr. Itkin, He
suffered from insomnia, his
former wife said. He refused to
eat the meals she prepared for
him unless someone else tasted
the food first. He would often
Pass up a hot meal, she said,
and eat from a can that he was
careful to open himself.

“I convinced him to go to a
psychiatrist,” she recalled, “but|!
Herbie told me he wouldn’t see
the shrink any more because he
had no rapport and he [Mr.
Itkin] was just lying to him.
Can you imagine lying to a
psychiatrist at $40-an-hour?”

There were light moments
too. Once his father-in-law
phoned the C.I.A. and said,
“Does Herbert Itkin work for
you?

“If he does don’t beligve any-
thing he says.” Then he hung
up.

i m 2 RS

Once his father-in-law
Nearly two years after Mr.
Itkin was recruited, the C.IA.
decided that his usefulness to

them was over, and, because

his contcts with the Mafia were
potentially so fruitful, that he
should be turned over to the
FB.I :

Mr. Itkin was then being

pressed by the Mafia for

$100,000 on a deal that had
gone sour. Diana Itkin went
one day to a safety deposit box
in which her husband had hid-
den $100,000 and found it
gone.

“I was almost hysterical,”
she said. “I called Herbie and
he said he needed it for a deal
and that he intended to double
It and put it back before 1|
found out. I never saw the
money again.”

Her husband, however, told
the Mafia that hig wife “stole”
the $100,000, a position he still
maintains, with the same de-
gree of firmness with which
she insists he took the money.

Mr. Itkin had also met and
fallen in love with a divorcee,
“Scotty” Hersch, who had two
sons, and late in 1963 he di-
vorced his wife, with whom he
had four children, and re.
married,

Even though the C, I A
turned Mr. Itkin over to the
F. B. I in January, 1964, he
continued traveling abroad—
sometimes contending that he
was under Government aus-
pices.

In the midst of his divorce
plans, he said, he had under-
taken one of hig first “over-
seas missions” for the C. I A,
The “mission” wag to supply
1 band of Haitian exiles who
vanted to invade the country
rom across the Dominican Re.
»ublic and topple the govern-
ment of President Frangois
’apa Doc) Duvalier. Mr. Itkin
jave the group $23,000—money!
e said came from the C. I. A.
‘ut government sources said

e ———




none of the money came from
the C. I. A, and at least part
came from the Mafia, which
was willing to invest in the
scheme to gain gambling
rights in Haiti provided Du-
valier was deposed.

More Spy Stories

The Haitian caper. collapsed,
but even as it was failing Mr.
Itkin said he was involved in
other “Mission: Impossible™
work for the C. I. A, ferreting
and preventing such plots as:

The theft of precious metals,
including platinum, from the
innards of United States mis-
siles in Europe; the smuggling
of gold from Egypt as part of
a scheme to profit from a de-
valuation of the English pound;
a diamond smuggling operation
in West Africa.

And in the fall of 1966,
ample, he turned up in London
shortly after George Blake, a
British atomic spy, had mys-
teriously escaped from H. R. M.
Wormwood Scrubs Prison and
had fled behind the Iron 'Cur-
tain,

In a London flat, he met sev-
eral people, including an Eng-
lish bookmaker and a business-
man with a passion for gam-
bling. As far as the group
knew, they were to be cut in
on a $100-million Dominican
ship and roadbuilding deal.

But Mr., Itkin, in the dra-
matically confidential manner
he used on such occasions,
changed the subject to George
Blake. According to someone
'present he produced a docu-
iment that offered, allegedly on
behalf of the United States Goy-
lernment, a huge cash reward
for information on Blake’s
.getaway. .

The English bookmaker said
recently: “I'm sure what he
was doing was trying to con
somebody in your Government
so that he could get some
money, maybe his travel ex-
penses. I told him that he was
crazy if he thought we'd get
mixed up in things like that.”

A Different Viewpoint

Mr. Itkin remembers the story
somewhat differently.

He does not recall using any
documents. But he insists that
the scheme to get information
did work, although “exactly
how Blake got away is a mat-
ter of national security that I
can’t talk about.”

Mr. Itkin’s charm attracted
women as.well as prospective
business clients. “Women liked
the idea that he was a little
bit dangerous, that he always
thought big,” said Diana Itkin.
Although married, he was a
frequent escort of airline stew-
ardesses and had, at one time,
la close relationship with a
Broadway actress.

His charm worked perfectly
on Marcus, whom he first met
in 1965. A lawyer who shared

space in the same suite at 300
Madison Avenue as Mr. Itkin
recalled: “I had Marcus in my
office to discuss a matter re-
lating to the Lindsay campaign,
and Itkin wandered in. I intro-
duced them, and within two
minutes Itkin acted as if he’d
known Marcus for years.”
From that moment Mr. Itkin
was convinced that he had
found, as one former associate
put it, “the keys to the city.”
Marcus, like Mr. Itkin, was
also in debt. He was married
to Lily Lodge, daughter of Con-
necticut’s  former Governor
John Lodge, and striving to
find a place for himself in
sophisticated society to which
he aspired. He saw in Mr. Itkin
the opportunity to raise money

quickly.

Mr. Itkin’s appeal to Marcus
was direct. Marcus was work-
ing for John Lindsay’s election
as Mayor and Mr. Itkin, a labor
lawyer, said he could get labor
support for the candidate.

When Mr. Lindsay was
elected and Marcus was made a
mayoral assistant, Mr. Itkin
had news stories. of the an-
nouncement copied and mailed
to several dozen persoms. It

was what one former associate
called “a prospectus” for peo-
pie who wanted to make deals
in New York.

In Marcus, Mr. Itkin had his
greatest single contact and the
men became inseparable. It
was Marcus, using a city limou-
sine, who would pick up Mr.
Itkin’s children every “ Friday
and bring them to their father,
for his visiting rights.

And it was Mr. Itkin who
introduced Marcus to the world
of Corallo, Fried and Motto.
It was the maze that be-
came, first, the Jerome Avenue
Reservoir kickback case, for
which Marcus spent 15 months
in prison, and later the De
Sapio-Consolidated Edison case.
The widening ripples from
that first Itkin-Marcus meeting
also touched the Republican
county committee chairman in
Manhattan, Vincent F. Albano
Jr., and one of his key lieu-
tenants, Joseph Ruggiero, chair-
man of the law committee.
Both men have been criticized
by the United States Court of
Appeals for having exerted in-
fluence on Marcus to award
contracts when he was the
Water Commissioner.

In January, 1967, Mr. Itkin

flew to London with Corallo—
Corallo allegedly was trying to
buy into British gambling clubs
for American Mafia interests—
to report the racketeer’s activi-
ties to the F.B.I. The trip was a
fiasco, when immigration of-
ficials in London refused to let
Corallo into the country. Both
men returned on the next plane.
Too Much Exposure
But with each passing day in

1967 it became clear to both
Itkin and Federal authorities

that the informer was running
the risk of premature exposure.
“We knew that things were get-
ting to the end and so it was
decided to concentrate on the
Marcus case,” Mr. Itkin said.
“Marcus was weak. I just
opened avenues for him he
wanted to take anyway.”
Government officials will not

comment on why they allowed
Mr. Itkin to deliberately lead
Marcus on and why the city
government was not informed
of Marcus’s involvement in
criminal activities.

In December, 1967, the secret
world of Herbert Itkin came to
an end, with the surfacing in a
Federal courtroom of the man
known as “Mr. Jerry” and “Por-
tio.” .

Mr. Itkin and his second wife
were put in protective custody
on a military post in New York
City, His first wife, and Itkin’s
four children by her, also were
immediately put in protective
custody, on a second military
base in the city. Both families
can use the officer’s recrea-
tional facilities if they desire,

and both can use the post ex-
changes at their respective
bases, although Mr. Itkin is not
allowed to purchase liquor,
Government sources said.
Seven Federal marshals pro-
vide round - the - clock guard
service to each of the families,
living with them in the same

house. Diana Itkin's children
are taken to and from school
by the marshals.

These days, Mr. Itkin mostly
spends his time conferring with
Federal prosecutors on possible
hew cases, and writing letters
to clean up his reputation.

In March, 1968, he wrote to
Senator Morse: “I am, of course,
proud of what I have done. I
have the comfort of knowing
that I followed to the utmost
my desire to do something con-
structive for my country. My
only fear is that my work and
life not be in vain. I know I

will be a success in my en-
deavours when I hear that
Senator Morse has named a
bull after me—God bless . . .»
“He must be one of the great
con men of all time,” an aide
to the former Senator said.
“Not only does he refer to the
Senator’s habit of naming a
bull after people he likes, but
he ends the letter with ‘God
bless” How can a man the
Senator barely knows have the

gall to admit using him and
say ‘God bless’®”

But if Herbert Itkin had am-
ple reserves of gall, he was
also the kind of person to
whom a Dominican priest
would write a letter, after
knowing him for a few hours
during a plane trip, that said:

“Tll never forget you. The
world needs a ot of men like
you.”

DO NOT FORGET THE NEEDIEST!




