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f you were a writer in New York City in
[ the 1930s, your best hopes of surviving the

Great Depression was to get a job in The
Federal Writers' Project (FWP). Part of the Works
Progress Administration

them the classic WPA travel guide to the city
and The Film Index, a 780-page bibliography.
Several manuscripts were near completion as
the doors were being locked, including “Famous
New York Trials” (which

(WPA), which grew out
of the 1934 Civil Works
Emergency Relief Acts,
the Project employed
thousands of laid-off
reporters, fledgling nov-

elists, and poets across

the country. After a
lengthy, and what many
considered a personally
invasive financial screen-
ing process to certify

a candidate was suffi-
ciently poverty-stricken,
a writer was furnished
with a desk and a type-
writer, then assigned to
produce copy on topics
as varied as histories of
local institutions and
communities, nature guides, and, most famously,

state travel guides and oral histories of former
slaves and general laborers—from stone cutters to
circus dancers.

With all the hard-luck writers in the city,
the New York office was one of the most prolific.
The New York office also paid the best at $103 a
week, and many Federal Writers tried to be reas-
signed to the office for the pay alone. But with
a surfeit of local talent (John Cheever, Ralph
Ellison, and Richard Wright, among them),
the office could afford to be picky. From 1935,
when the office opened, to 1943, when Congress
pulled funding for the entire Project with the
onset of World War I, the New York City writ-

ers produced over tewnty-five books, among
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Ralph Ellison worked

on) and ethnic studies of
the city’s Jews, Irish, and
Poles. The Federal govern-
ment directed that all the
material from the FWP
offices—research and
writers' notes, drafts, and
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edited manuscripts—were
to be boxed up and sent
to the Library of Congress

for storage.
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But not all treasures of
the New York office were
shipped. Many were kept
for the city’s Municipal
Archives where they
remain today, preserved on
microfilm. Every now and
then, an attempt is made

to publish the manuscripts but most efforts have
failed. Few people, other than scholars and the
curious, have enjoyed these important works.
The following profiles, taken from
“Famous New York Trials” and “New York
Portraits,” are typical of the treasures to be
found at the Archives. The first profile (about
Durable Malloy) may have been written by
Alvin Moses. The second one (Portrair of a
Canary) was written by Clifton Cuthbert.
The profiles describe events in the lives of two
uncommon New Yorkers of Irish decent (or
seemingly so). They are, in turn, creatively told,
funny, heart-breaking, and evocative—as fresh
today as they were when they were written
nearly seventy-five years ago.
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Meanwhile the group was faced with the pay-
ment of insurance premiums. Malloy luxuriated
in the hospital, suffering a broken collarbone,
concussion of the brain, and various bruises and
contusions. Another conference was held. It was
decided that since the insurance company had
no idea what Malloy looked like, another indi-
vidual might well be substituted for him. The
understudy was one Joseph Patrick Murray, who
was also afflicted with an incurable thirst. He was
groomed for his debut at the Marino speakeasy
on Third Avenue, taken for a taxi-cab drive and
given a drink calculated to make short work of
all his troubles. Murray, alias Malloy, took one
swig and passed out, and was run over with the
cab. He was left for dead. The next morning the
associates again scanned the newspapers. In vain.
Murray had been badly injured, but he too sur-
vived after a two-month period in a hospital.

Much sooner than anyone expected the real
Michael Malloy reappeared at the speakeasy,
exhibiting lusty health and an unquenchable
thirst. He had been given nothing but milk and
coca in the hospital and his system cried out for
its normal requirements. The now desperate con-
spirators tanked him up with hooch and went
into a huddle: Malloy must die. But how?

Marino had a dandy idea. They slopped
Malloy up with liquor and took him out one
very cold night to Crotona [sic] Park. There they
undid his clothes and doused him lavishly with
water, leaving him to freeze to death.

On the following morning in walked Malloy
to the speakeasy. He had the sniffles.

“Gimme a drink,” said he in his loudest
voice. “I must have caught a chill last night.”

The brain-trusters mulled over the problem
again of how to get rid of this tough fellow and
how to get their hands on their investment. After
much painstaking research, they discovered a
sure-fire and scientific method of disposing of
him: they would feed him raw oysters soaked in
denatured alcohol. After being plied with several
drinks, this tempting dish was placed before
Malloy. He fell to with gusto.

“Got some more of them things?” ques-
tioned the hungry Malloy. “They're very tasty.”

But the conspirators were not to be gain-

said. They ingeniously opened a can of sardines,
exposing the contents in the can for a number
of days to be thoroughly poisoned. They ground
the can into fragments and served this mess to
him in sandwiches.

Result: Malloy only suffered a mild heart-
burn.

The now well-nigh frantic killers began giv-
ing Malloy large quantities of wood alcohol, with
the effect that Malloy passed into comatose states
more rapidly, but his vital organs functioned as
effectively as before.

At last Frank Pasqua, the undertaker,
thought of a peachy idea. They rented a room,
got Malloy good and soused, took him upstairs,
put him to bed and placed a rubber hose into
his mouth, the other end of which they fastened
onto an illuminating gas jet. Kreisberg and
Murphy watched while Malloy turned bright
pink and then to a beautiful purple. Positive that
the man at last was dead, they removed the hose
and returned to join their friends at the speak-
easy—and rejoiced.

Malloy was “found” next morning by
Murphy and a Dr. Frank Manzella, former
Republican Alderman from Harlem. The medico
obligingly signed a death certificate, stating the
cause of death as “lobar pneumonia.” Pasqua
removed the remains to his undertaking parlor
and thoughtfully gave them a decent Christian
burial in Grasslands Cemetery in Westchester.

Several days’ later $800 insurance was col-
lected. Subsequently, an application was made
for the $490 from the Prudential Insurance
Company. This company declared, however, that
a company rule required that a week must elapse
before payment could be made. Before a week
had elapsed “Tough Tony” Bastone, one of the
conspirators, became rather ugly declaring to his
colleagues that $65 was insufficient recompense
for his services. During the unbusiness-like dis-
agreement that followed, “Tough Tony” managed
to get himself shot to death in front of the speak-
easy. The gentle Maglione submitted meekly to
arrest, admitting the unfortunate incident, but
claiming self-defense.

Marino the “master mind,” disappeared.
Murphy was arrested and held as material wit-

Vol.21, 2007



PAGE Y42 NEW YORK 1R1ISH H15TORY

Photo:

Jazz vocalist Anita
O’Day started her
career in the 1930s
and enjoyed a career
that lasted over 50 years
in American popular
music. Like “Hazel
Norman” (born Mary
MeGee?), she changed
her name (from Anita
Belle Colton). “O’Day”
may have been chosen
because it, or a variant
“oday,” had become an

American slang term

for money.

ness. When, after some time had passed, Eddy
“Tin Ear” Smith was arrested for robbery, the
case took an embarrassing turn, for he promptly
“ran off at the mouth.”

Whereupon the body of Michael Molloy
was exhumed for the edification and the expert
probing of the specialists. The color of the
cadaver mutely testified to gas poisoning. With
prompt dispatch, Marino, Pasqua, Keisberg,
and Murphy, were indicted for
the murder of Michael Malloy.
Harry “Hershey” Green was
held for felonious assault. Dr.
Manzella, in keeping with
his more esteemed position
in society, was held on a false
certificate charge. Meanwhile,
Maglione was still incarcer-
ated and held for disposing of
the lamented Bastone.

The completion of the trial
was routine. And as routine
was the finding of the jury, the
sentencing by the judge and the

or Mabel Jones or, possibly, Vera Polinsky,
some place in Pennsylvania. Three years ago
she discovered that she could sing jazz songs
with a fair amount of professional competence
and got herself a job in a roadhouse near her
home town, throwing up her work as slave to
a machine in a textile mill. A year later she left
to try the big city, not too confident about how
itd pan out. Since then she has grown fast,

all in one direction. She'd had
about three dozen jobs, mostly in
small neighborhood spots all over
Manhattan and parts of Brooklyn;
occasionally, when the rent got
far behind, she has gone to work
as hostess in clip joints where the
suckers come in and get cornered
into buying colored water for the
girls. She’s had five or six differ-
ent singing styles, picking up a
trick here and another one there

| whenever she’s heard one of the

' high-paid canaries do something
she could use. By now she’s got

pulling of the switch,

Indeed, as we started out to say, this is a
mean tale, unrelieved in its sordidness, except for
the dubious quality of the humor which may be
derived from the durability of Malloy and the
patent inability of the murderers.

There are mean streets in all five boroughs,
where Michael Malloys still shamble in, to be
served by Marinos, Pasquas and insurance agents.
There are district attorneys and courts that will
find them guilty. There are newspapers to lift
them momentarily from the anonymity which
they now enjoy. There are millions who will thrill
to the graphically described hum of the electric
current which society exacts in payment for their
existence. And as long as this complex exists, the
responsibility for which belongs nowhere and
to no one, to everywhere and to everyone, just
so long will this sordid tale of Michael Malloy
belong in a gallery of New York Crime.

PoRTRAIT OF A CANARY

(From “New York Portraits)

Hazel Norman is twenty-two years old and
she was born with a name like Mary McGee

together a style that’s pretty much
her own, and it’s not bad at all. It couldn’t be
bad or she wouldn’t be working, even in a dive,
because there are ten thousand girls around
town all trying to do what she’s doing.

She gets paid about twenty dollars a week,
with a few tips from drunks that don’t amount
to much, but she likes what she’s doing and
wouldn’t think of going into anything else. She
enjoys singing and during the past two years
she’s carefully formed a living-and-thinking
routine that she wouldn't exchange for a tone-
deaf stock broker with ten thousand a year
income and a twenty-room suburban home. If
you play the middle of a record made by one
of her favorite bands she can tell you not only
which band it is but the name of the individual
player who happens to be taking a chorus. A
few months after landing in New York she
smoked her first tea [marijuana] and found
that it agreed with her, that it increased her
natural rhythmic sense and made her feel gen-
erally cozy, with no ill effects that she could
discover, all of which proved that she was a
viper. Consequently she never touches alcohol,
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except now and then a little sweet wine, and she
professes to have a great contempt for lushes,
meaning people who drink.

Her oval...face is beginning to show faint
lines, although probably no worse than if she
stayed in the textile mill, and men consider her
pretty. Generally it doesn’t do them any good,
for she’s romantic enough to have decided long
ago that gold digging bores her. What she goes
for is passable looking young men who can
improvise hot choruses on any kind of horn
and who share her habits with her. Usually
there’s been one around during her two years
in New York, not many, say three or four in
succession. George Barckus is her biggest pas-
sion so far because he’s in one of the most
famous bands [Benny Shaw] in the country
and she thinks his trombone is as good as any
white man’s living except possibly Jackson
Teagarden’s. She’s very proud of the fact that
she formed this opinion first, and then man-
aged to meet him later.

She can dance as good as anybody, going
as far as to shag and do a mean lindy when she
gets in the mood. But there’s always the dan-
ger that too much dancing at the wrong time
will lead people to think she’s a jitterbug, and
that would be bad. All her musician friends
have agreed that the thing to do when fine hot
music is being played is to sit down and dig it
with both ears, just moving some part of your
body in time to the rhythm. To her, jitterbugs
are not bad kids, but they have a lot to learn.
She can tolerate them a lot better than she can
ickies, who are people with no appreciation at
all for hot music.

Neither Hazel nor George are bashful what
they do with people around, and when they meet
in the crowded hotel lobby at five o’clock they go
into a long, lingering kiss before they say a word.
The fact that everybody stops their conversation
right in the middle to stare worries them about as
much as a cheering audience annoys a member of
the Players Club.

George has got himself up sharp by putting
on his loudest brown check suit, with a blue
striped shirt, brown tie and light yellow shoes.
In every other way he looks and acts like he’s

glad to come back to Broadway and everything
connected to it, including herself. As soon as
they start heading toward the restaurant he
begins to talk, telling her everything about the
city of Pittsburgh that he was able to find out.

He looks not only pleased with life but high on
it. This keeps up until Hazel feels suspicious,
and after he sits down and orders a large meal
and begins putting it away, she feels more than
suspicious. She knows that one of the affects of
marijuana is to give you a fierce appetite. “You
sure haven’t been losing any time,” she tells
him, with a touch of accusation. “How’s that?”
he asks, all innocence. “Baby, you've been sit-
tin’ there sendin’ yourself for the past half
hour. Don't tell me you knocked yourself out
just with that jive you've been givin’ out about
Pittsburgh.” “Don't be like that, honey,” he
says genially. “I'm just feelin’ good about being
back with you, that’s all.” “You went uptown,
didn’t you?” She’s beginning to look mean now.
“I said I was going up. And did that Spick sell
me some good tea! I told him I didn’t want any
of that stuff like he gave me last time, and I just
stayed there sampling what he brought out,
just sittin’ there kinda shakin’ my head every
time he showed me something new and telling
him he’d have to do better than that because I
was planning to have a big time tonight until
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Jack Teagarden was

an innovative jazz
trombonist whose career,
beginning in the 19205,
lasted more than forty
years. Playing with
popular musicians like
Louis Armstrong, Benny
Goodman, and Glenn
Miller, he achieved a
national reputation
during the 1930s.
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