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SECTION
SEVEN

Thrilling

Firsthand Story of How
Eighteenth Amend-
ment Is Flouted by
Professional Bootleg-
gers and Vast Stream
of Liquor Pours

Across Border

RUM-running from Canada into the
United States, especially across the
New York State line, has made the Eigh-
teenth Amendment a joke to thousands of
citizens otherwise perfectly lawabiding.
The whiskey smugglers are so bold in
their extensive operations that conditions
are unparalleled. To ascertain the actual
facts and present to its readers a pen pic-
ture THE NEW YORK HERALD sent
one of its staf men to the border. He
was out both day and night with officials
in the United States and Canada, and the
facts he presents furnish a thrilling story
seldom seen in actual news reporting.
Possibly the only like smuggling inci-
dents in history might be the brandy
smuggling across the English Channel
early in the nineteenth century or the
cotton blockade runners of civil war
days.

By W. A. DAVENPORT.

ETWBPEXN Fort Covington, N, Y., awl
B the desperiate collection of wheel
ruts that connects ndee and 8t
Agnes, Quebec, rons the Moary Rellly road,
1t 1s entirely proper to refer to the Mary
Reilly road as running. Speed aml vigo
are {1t8 chief characteristies. It cuts o see
tion of the horder country so barren that,
taking It from the natives themselves, ml
gratory crows have learned to carry a lunch
when compelled to traverse it
It comes by 1ts name from its once trl
uzaphant goddess who now has passed Into
higtory—Mary Relllr, whose road honse,
brsocted by the Conndian-United Stiates
houndary line, wng nlmost everything ex
cept A church, Only the foundations of
Mary Rellly's rvemain. The place shmply
hlew up one night An ambltlons young
literary man will one day write the history
of Mary Rellly's aml thereby make himself
famons. The chapter he devotes to (he lust
night of Mary Rellly's will make him. Three
murders hefore mldnight was too much
entirely too much, No house could stani
that, So Mary Rellly's blew up, burned
down and all that remained was the ghost
of the plnce—a he-ghost that sits upon the
crumbling walle drunk and deflant and re.
jolelng In the fact that to<day the Mary
Rellly road is Inwless and wild,
1t was for the Mary Rellly road we set
forth much as one goes fishing or deer
hunting, We knew that the game was there
and knew that we'd hear and probably see
it, The lden was to bag It.

More Booze Comes Over the Road
Than the Sheriff Can Estimate
“There's no use trying to estimate how
mwieh hooxe 1 coming into the States over
the Mary Reilly rond,” snid the Sherlff,
“It ean’'t be done nny more than you can
fignre how much hooteh 18 coming In over
the fifty roads and guilles between Mnlone
and Ronee's Point. Al T ean tell you Is
that it's coming In. Let's go!™
Twelve months ago, when ram-running
from Canadn to Améerica was amateur
gport, Government or eounty officials, be
coming tired of the night riotings that were
an Integral part of the running, were woni
to hop Inito n motor car nnd take up a stand
along n maln thoroughfare, When (the
smugglers came along the guardians of lnw
and order wonld held them up or =care
them to denth with bullets if they tried to
avold eapture by stepping on the gns  Like
as not the amatenr. explaining that he hal
a few bottles under (bhe seat, was giveu a
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wood talking to abont nolse and permitted
10 go,

But then there was plenty of llquer In
the States.  We didn't need o nsk Canada
for whiskey, You could buy your favorite
brand in your favorite place at liitle more
than your favorite price. The Elghteenth
Amendment was uothing but an amendment
and had uothing to do with a man’s liguor.

_\-'ntur.-illy'unmn:h we drank all that anid
finding our thirst unguenched struck out
for more. Ro nowadays when liquor comes
neross the border 1F comes in antomoblle
tralns, three. four amd five huge touring
ears roaring down from Montrenl night and
day, forty, ifty, sixty miles an hotir. They
come down n hundred yards between cars,
TLeft to themselves they take to and keep
the slide roads, eschewing the larger towns,
Put bedevilled hy eustoms men, Volsteaders
and sherlffs, they hang to the hardlest and
smoothest roads, the shortest routes, and
may God pratect the tourist, Tt nssd to e
that they travelled at night—stealthily,
fearfully. Now they travel when they zet
o earful, he It noon or midnight.

Watching the Booze Cars
Roar Through Malone

The seout car leads the way, Its horn
ronring winl its exhaust pipe working ke
A mwachine gun, Through the main street
of Malone the pilot roadster flew., The
street had cleareil. The startled cltizenry
had taken to the sidewalks much as folks
veedd to take to the eyelone cellars out Kan
sas way—hy Instinet,  The roadster was
making #fty miles anyway, hay
up a trifle for weaffic’'s sake. PBebind her,
hanging on ke hounds after n rabbit.
cume the hooze carclers—a Pleree Arrow,
1w Packard and o Cadillne—each welghted
down with forty cases of whiskey and glng
and maybe a lttle champagne, Sixty-six
hundred ponnds on each set of wheels
travelling sonth and west at fifty mlles an
hour through the centre of a law abiding
villnge! And well back, far in the rear,
the rustoms enr thundering In the aleoholie
wike with men precarlonsly hanging on the
ronning hanrd, pistols ready to open flre
when the open country |8 resched—provided
the bandita haven't run ont of gun range.

But that's digreszing ton far. tesliles
It's somewhnt misleading. Most of the
hooze running is still done at night. Bt
the amateur hns steppad out of the gnme.
It's no longer n game: It's an Indostry,
Rough eltizens pllot the ecars these dnys
and nights. They're the sort of men who
make good aviators or drive taxicabs in
Paris,

It it's time to get going to the Mary
Rellly rond,

We took the Constalle rond. There were
three ears~the Sheriffs and two  huge
Packardzs that the crostoms men hod selzed
from wunloneky  ram  rinners who  elther

r =lowed

hadn't ran fast enough or who weren’t
fomillny with the ronds or who laeked the
nerve that the suceessful smoggler must
hnve We skirted Bore HIill, o desolate
roll of chalky dirt, erumbling sandstone
el Wenk sprace trees that appenr to he
protesting ngninst thelr loneliness, A well
cloded  sky dimmed  the moonlight 1t
was el
fAfry yurds awny

Past Mabel's Farm, a place full of rem!-
wispenep for Skip Metenlf, who drove the
Sheriff’s ear, Past the Beaver Plnes nnd
Caeeanct's to Trout River we drove and
nothing happened (harlle Cantwell, the
migtoms man ot Trout River, assured e
that traMe wae dull,

“Four cars went up but nona has ecome
down vet,” he anld. “Everything's straight
onemigh &n far to-plght”

Back to Constabhle, where we tonk th n

v enoigh 1o #ea forms on the ropd

rond which challenges the worst road on
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earth to a finish fght fon
And there we dld some telepho

M) more in the harn
He quit farming two yeurs

implements, horses and the like nnd lald in
One of the biggest
statlons this slide of the border

And everyhody's for

But you ean't get 1t Into the |
that violating the Elghteenth
not vt you enn't

The prize went | townrd Malone.

Covington nosd

waurd Fort Covingto

¢ cnrs hung hack possible that anything

the harn swung

of & Inntern revealed g tomring If you've ever

through the night s i know what that

holted back Into the barn
useidd to spln on the

tn the eabibied o tor the ramehnckle nwernse the road off

like sen ralding. We threw a erew
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NNERS ON THE BORDER
and Night With Smugglers

How whiskey is smuggled into the United States as seen by a.

New York Herald man: .

“Came the booze carriers, each |

weighed down with forty cases of whiskey. . . . And well back,
the customs car thundering in the alcoholic wake with men precari-

ously hanging on the running board, pistols ready.

The trap was set and we lay heside the
ruing of Mary Reilly's. The Sheriff had o
Winchester, The others hzad pistols,

Suppose Walter Johnson or Grover Alex
Ter decided to heave bricks ot your head

H L
aud each brick, carrying everything that
either gentleman could put on It, grazed
vour ears! The writer hereof thought of
fnst that when those rum-runners passed
ng on the Mary Reilly roud. There were
three cars In that train.  And those t(hree
ear<® were loade] to thelr tops.  They car
riod no lights.  Thelr horns were howling
Hke dissolute banshees, The left fork was
hlocked, but those aleoholic Valkyrie had
no dntention of taking that left fork., They
rounded the turn to the right before the
other official car had tlme to get under
way, It wns just as well. Had the right
fork heen blockel by g ear there would
hnve heen chaos.  The leading hooze enr
took the tluy turn without slackening and
it passed Mury Reiily's at forty miles un
hour.

wiaim] God ! sereamed SkID as he saw
the turn made, “Barney Ohlfield’s driving
that.”

A better man than Edile Rickenbacker
must have heen driving the second ear, for
¢ hony at the wheel of that fnggernaut de-

ded th run for It, He gave his car every
thing he could muster and she fairly hur
iied the bowlder that made the turn in the
road dangerous,

And the third car followed snlt!

There were fewer than ten feet hetween
them, The Sheriffs Winchester hegan
erncking. The customs miens automatices
joined In the refrain. 1If any one of those

cars was hit we didn't discover

Pursuit of Rum Cars
Futile as Chasing Bullets

We followed theimn, of courze, We migh
fust as well have tried following the hul
lots, We reached Fort Covington to find
the village deserted save for Anron Seat
tergond, who llves somewhers up the Sa
mon River and has some sort of a watch
manilke Job that keeps him out all nigh

“id T see Tem?" sneered Aaron. “Whnt
the hell to do vou think | am-—deaf? Blind?
'niess they've turned turtle or hit some
thing they're passing through Massena by
now. anid Massena aln’t moved an inch sinece
Inst night, when It was twenty miles down

the river, What are you, Volstenders?"
“No, (Customs men.”
“Fird all the Volsteaders In these parts,

didn't they " demanded Anron
“Yes"
“One afternoon,” langhed Aaron, “1I'm

stundin’ right here, and two Volsteaders

stop o Stadehaker with 4 big load

“What you got there? wmiys the biggest
af the Yolsteaders

‘Keoeln' 'm enught, It's booxe,” says the
driver of the Studeba ks

"Where yvim g

‘New York, b 1
CHow'll vou =plit with eliers
iaks the Vol=teader
‘Fifry-Nfy
*let's go, groos the blig Volsteader
climbin’ In beside the bootlez With me
on the seat nobody st Vo
Anton padssd for o moment snd the
wn el
“And there are them who complalns thnt
this ain’t a free countr

Fort Coavington |8 on the American side
of the llne. A step north and youre In
I'indes The Canadian istoms  men
Witson, MeMuollan, MeCaffrey and  Me
Naughton—came in with three -'ull‘llr'vl
ears and slx prisoners

“What you got there, for God'a sake?”

ared the [heriff

“Yeh what o
grinned  Wilse

o ahont  this?
waomet Hell, 1

dont know what o e th ‘em.”

Vast Stores in Canada
Await Transport
Into New York and
Other Boundary
States---Even Wom-
en Have Entered the

Illicit Trade

SRunnin' hoosteh ¥

“Runnin’ hooteh ™™ roared Wilson,  “If
you say a Plerce Arrow with forty-two
e¢nses of Seoteh abonrd is hooteh you're
rlght. ‘“They ean't redeem thelr ear to-nlght
and we're turmdn” them over to the women
folks to muke domfortable "til mornin’,”

It mnst be explained here that the Cann
dlan lnw differs from the Ameriesn In that
the captured booze car g not confiseated
by the Government, provided the owner or
triver ther

can produde instuntly the
monetary value of the ear e enpturing
customs man assesses the valoe, and if the
captive ean prodoce the money st onee he
or she is permitted to retaln the ear. But
the booze l= conflseated, On this side of
the line everything is confiseated-—the ear,
the hooze nnd the driver—nprovided, of
eourse, the outfit s captured.

That’s a new one—girls driving hootch
aln't 1% demanded Maury Lee, the Syra-
cuse reporter, who had come on in the
third ear.

Wilson Gives Them a Thrill
On the Salmon River Road

pively.” replisdd Wilson. “Prae-
tlenlly pvervthing's old nowadays.”

We were gotting under way again, for It
was nhont 4 o'clock and we wanted to take
up tactienl positlons on Bare Hil] hefore
dayhirenk

“Sav,” velled Wilson, *If vyou jlournalists
don't mind a bt of a thrill and ean take
the enff If it's handed to von you're we
come to hit the trail swith us over on this

<itle some nlght soon™
We took to the Balmon River rond and
struck off over Bare Hill on one of the

twenty narrow paths that wind through
the serub pine amd skinoy spruces Thes

nseil o b farm paths and eow Inpes, these
eonds over Bare Hill, Now they are good anid
hard f motor oar teiavel—heavy motor
ears fil with bottled depth bomhbhs made
in Cansiian eellars amd shacks overnight
to sntisfy the American demand

We hunge to the crest of Bare Hill,
gerpened from the rond by a hrush copse
Thirty minutes poesed I'he now familiar
I'opr wis off he woest

“Hittin® the 1o i romd with n he
hns" g il the =i He's due for s

pnl this ¥

The tumble  followed The Covington

widd vltde sned hard, Tt Is surfaced with
woncrete, nod ny "sell.-respecting roean

’ L1 | aF seventy miles m e therson
We o ol ioof the Bare HiO teall aned
onto the rond dolng about sixty We wore
n s tern tl i { the hoot

Where von goin 0 ¢ Sheriff
" [, e W
CHTIT i W T roSpOner
L)

The ram-rantis el to ride ue into the
ditel “WOrving i1} iidille of the road
ind stepping on his me ‘ But Skid
enn Arive Skld refused to turn out and
the rum-runner headed for the ditch at the
slile of the road, The Up of the gully

rumiled

It was admirable the way the hootiegger
kept him eita about him. He had threwn
an his emergency brake so hard that the
heavy ear, with its capacity e, bucked
But it had come to a stop, right side up.

Conlinued on Foliowwng Poge.

.




