14

POOR DOCUMENT

i

THE EVENING TIMES AND STAR, ST. JOHN, N.B,SATURDAY, APRIL 14, 1923

‘I TRUSTED HIM "—

- Moans

Queen of the Rum Runners,—

~ AsEvery WomanTru

Edith Stevens, Aristocratic Consort of Millionaire Bootlegger,
Discusses in New Article How She Met Cassese and Tells
More Than She .Has Ever Told Before of Her Early Life—
She Never Has Allowed Her Friends to Know Who the Much
Written About “Edith Stevens” Was—How Her Early, Lux-
urious Circumstances Fell Away When She was Sixteen, Leav-
ing Her an Ordinary Wage-Earner at an Adding Machine—
Her Marriage at Seventeen, as Reckless as Anything Else She

grow worse. I held fast to this de-

cision.

After a half hour of pleading with
me to please see him at least once in
a while, he gave up battling. Then
withoout another word, he took his
hat. I saw his face before he left. It
was the saddest I had ever seen. I
was frightened by the grim line of his
mouth.

And then—well, I couldn’t live up to
my decision. In a few days 1 surren-
dered to my heart’s instinct and called
him back to me! :

sts The Man She Lgves”

Rich — Thick
— Fruity

#P

enriches the natural
| flavour of the food
and makes the meals
more enjoyable.

“Get a bottle to-day.

Then follows much entertainment—
Each host showing off his rare liquors.
Devious methods of protection are
employed by the canny rum runners
in transacting their business with the
wholesale liquors of the island, Don’t
Miss This Fascinating Tale oé Twen-
tieth Century Adventure.

(Copyright 1923 by the Bell Snydicate,

Ever Did in Her Reckless Life—A Yellow Roadster Almost
Runs Over Her and Its Driver is the Master Mind of the Rum
Runners, Antonio—There, is an Instantaneous Attraction Be-
tween the Strong-headed Young People—He is a “‘Gentle-
man’—The First Love Passage. '

Perhaps the most important reason
that led me to take the path whi(‘hf
would finally take me beyond the law,

into the tempescuous switns vi e

P 1 - RADIO FOR THE
sea, and the desperate dangers of il-|
licit liquor traffic was this: | £33 7 PATIENT AS THE
Personally, Antonio Cassese is one of | 4
the most honorable men wll:o ever | > AN ST SURGEONS WORK
‘ ¥/ 74 Al New York, April 14, — Radio was

lived! I admit that his judgment had |
employed as an aid to local anaes-

been frightfully amiss—that he should‘

not have loved me and that he should
taee b ol » thesia by surgeons at Fordham-HospT-
L e L T s tal this week during an operation on
Edward Higgins. The operation, for

Inc.)

My Experiences as Queen of The
Rum Runners

He was honorable with all those with!
whom he came im contact. He was

BY EDITH STEWVENS

I am twenty years old. In the last
four years I have seen the world. In
the last year I have attained a place
in the modern world of crime—the

rum-running profession—that has been
the envy of those in my own group-

During that adventurous year'I be-
came the acknowledged queen of liquor
traffickers: Revenue officers, prohibition
agents and representatives of the Gov-
ernment’s: bureaus have been constant-
ly on my trail, on land and sea.

Working together with a group of
the shrewdest, most desperate charact-
ers of international underworlds, never
was my authority questioned. Never
was my place of “honor” in jeopardy.

On the’ one hand, there were men in
our band who were known to the
world as gentlemen, and who were at
home in society’s drawing rooms.
Again, there were sharpers, cheats,
gamblers: and notorious characters—
many of whom I had seen at some
of the nation’s leading race courses.

Yet aghin—and it can be readily un-
dérstood why—in our pirates’ band
were some of the most inhuman cruel,
most debased figures.

Regardless of the differences that

.~existed Hetween the polished veneer of
my lieuténants and the crude gestures
of the riffraff of my following, our
big jobs were accomplished with team
work tRat was almost 100 per cent.
efficient. These men at heart were all
adventurers, who sought the easiest
way to line their pockets with gold.
However, they were so selfish, each
and every one of them, that they would
fight like rats in a cellar, each to pro-
mote his own personal greed and crim-
inal ambitions. 7

In so far as I know, I was the first
woman ever to engage in rum running;
the first who seemed to posses the ne-
cessary dash, courage and devil-may-
care abandon that marks the success-
ful leader in criminal enterprises.

My men, who seemed to fear me,
largely because of my connections—
which I will explain a little while—
actually believed that I had a charm-
ed life. They looked on me as beidg
a human symbol of good fortune. Many
times, when the insurgent groups of
our complicated organization “fell

down” in their private enterprises, so;

superstitious were the men, that they
attributed these failures to my ab-
sence.

The Silver Spoon.

My start in life was a particularly
auspicious one. Born of wealthy par-
ents, I had no cares, nor did I have
any whim or caprice that went unsat-
isfled until I was sixteen years old.
At that age a cloud of domestic dif-
ficulties darkened our home.  There
was a divorce, My father went his |
way. My mother hers. As usual, the
child paid the price. I have not seen
my father since that time.

From wealth to comparative paverty
is not an easy path for any one te
travel, much less an easy one for a girl
of artistic tendencies, for a girl educat-

ed to the belief that a place had been
set apart for her especial aggrandize- |
ent. 1
_~Yet, even in this, if I may say so
~-without becoming immodest in my
claims, I displayed nerve and ability.
Cast adrift from my home, from m}
associates, in society, 1 endeavored io!
acquire enough money to meet my |
wants. |
But alas! the wants of a society de-|
butante are many. I obtained a posis |
tion with a life insurance company. I|
went to work on an adding machine |
Dreadfully prosaic was this venture |
1 thought I should go mad! |
I tried to be game, as the sporting
world has it, but my heart and sou |
rebelled. My work—and it was work— |
followed me to the apartment where
my mother, my sisters and I were hid-
ing away from our affluent friends.|
Numbers, additions, dreary columns of |
dreary figures haunted me in my sleep. |
Life was a nightmare of monotony!
Every human being, the old masters
tell us, seeks to escape from the things
of life, the drab things, without laying
down life itself. I was always on the
lookout for this escape. At last I
found it
I did not know when I met Antonio
Cassese that I was entering upon the
most adventurous and dangerous car-
eer that any woman could undertake.
This sounds extreme, melodramatic
and bookish, but I hope to convince
you in this series of revelations that
it was so. Antonio Cassese was seven-
teen years older than I. I was eighteen
He was a good-looking Italian of ex-
 traordinary antecedents. I thought I
loved him then. I know I did now!
Antonio Cassese is an attractive fel-
low. I am a Southerner. Some persons
“may deem it silly to repeat the hack-
neyed phrase that Southerners are
“firey,” impulsive and more than us-|
wally hot-blooded, but it is true!
I loved him with my whole soul.
Even today, as I sit in this room, per-
thd by officers of the law, but still

i
1

ved by those who know e real-

, I realize more than ever that my
Seart belongs to Anthony Cassese.

Antonio is now in Raymond Street

%l New York.swaitine the guicnsoad

of his appeal. He was indicated by
the Federal Grand Jury last Fall.

Perhaps this is shocking. Tony is
married and is the father of three
children, but our love rose above the
conventions, Even my family now real-
izes that there is only one man for
me and that I cannot live without him.
1 gave Antonio my love! I sacrificed
all for him!

04crpowered by Her Beauty,

My first meeting with him was when
I was coming from my grandmother’s
grave in a New York Cemetery with
my mother. It was twilight. I was ra-
ther low in spirits. I don’t like ceme-
teries. It was only after a great deal
of urging that my mother got me to
go with her. It sometimes seems to
me now that in this place of meeting
there was something ominous—at least
fateful.

Unconsciously I walked a little ahead
of mother as we came out into the
roadway. I did not notice the yellow
racing car approaching me. The ceme-
tery had brought to the surface many
thoughts that I had long had. I was|
pondering to myself:

“We all get to the cemetery after
so long a time. And what is it all
about? I am just existing. Why can’t

I be happy?

Why can’t I live while I have the
chance — have thrills and excitement
and the things I want? I'm so tired|
of monotony.” |

Bang!

My mother screamed just as the yel-
low racer knocked me over on the side
of the road as it whizzed by! I was al
little dazed at first, but not hurt. Then{
I looked up and saw what & nice car
I had been hit.by!

The car had stopped. A tall, slen-
der man was running toward us. He
raised his hat and seemed terribly con-|
cerned. As I looked at his features I|
was impressed. He was of dark com-
plexion and wore a small dark mous- |
tache. ;

His eyes were brown. They seemed
to look through you. There was some-
thing distinctive in his clothes and
bearing. I was immensely attracted by
him! !

Though the fender of his car had
barely grazed me, this man introduced
himself as Antonio Cassese, insisted
on getting a doctor—two or three doc-
tors. I was amused at his excitement.
He wanted to take us home. My
mother did not relish being accommo-
dated by a gtrange man.

However, one look at the yellow
speedster was enough for me. I in-
sisted on riding in it.

There followed many visits from this
cavalier. He called so frequently that
I learned to know him; te love him.
Never did he intimate, however, until
one night when he made a confessicn

that he loved me, that he was married.

chivalrous, fine in every respect to-
ward me.

“Indeed, the outstanding reason that
he was so greatly respected at sea was
that men knew they would get what
they called a “square deal” from him.
The Woman Trusts.

This quality was exemplified in the
quality of liquor he brought into this
country. The majority of rum run-
ners carry a bottling apparatus on
their ships. As they bottle the liquor,
they dilute it. But Antonio Cassese
never did that. He brought the liquor
in bottles under seal. It was genjiine.
Everybody' who know him knew that
he was square in his dealings, and for
this reason all his liquor wasg sold be-
fore it even got to this country.

Mr, Cassese’s liquor was delivered
here bottled just as he bought it in the
Bahamas. '

“I am sure that he never defrauded
or tricked a single human being out of
a cent in his life. He felt that he had
a tight to a certain extent to take the

since the people in this country wanted
it.

said about him. He paid me every
honor and respect that a woman can
be paid. Because of his dominating
personality, not a word that I should
hear could even the roughest of the
sailors say in my experience.

It is impossible to get away from
the fact that every woman follows the
judgment of the man she loves. Her
love. is founded on admiration and
respeéf. And even though she can-
not understand the course .of his action,
she says to herself:

chances of liquor trafficking honorably |

He was wrong in caring for me justj
as I was, but that is all that can be|

Edith Stevens

He said:

¢TI am married. T have not been able
to tell you this before, because I was
too cowardly. The business I am in
calls for men of strength, ability and
courage. I believe I should resign. For

tonight teaches me that I am not the|
When I met|

man I thought I was.
yvou at the cemetery,” and he laughed
drily, “I was overcome by your beauty
a]nd I forgot home and everything
else.” .

“You are married?” I interjected.

“Yes,” he replied.

I was stunned.
seemed to die!

Every girl thinks that when a man
is married he has reached the acme of
his desires. Only years can teach them
differently !
The Lover Is Dismissed, Then Re-

called,

1 had been married a year myself at
the time. But my marriage was a
very foolish one! My mother had ob-

The soul in me

— .

“You are married?'’ | interjected.

“Yes,” he replied.

_ 1 was stunned. The soul in me scemed. to diek-

jected very strenuously v Stevens
Hirsch, a man seventeen years older
than I, an actor! He had begged me
to marry him for almost a year, just
wouldn’t let me alone.

mother about him, I married him for
spite! I was barely seventeén, Mother
was sorry afterwards, and I tried to
get her to annul the marriage. At
first she said she would, but then she
changed bher mind.

My husband was an altogether dif-
ferent type of a man from Antonio
Cassese. He had no desire for the joys
of life.

I wanted to think that most mar-
riages were happy and that mine was
an exception. -

I remember that I cried and felt that
the world was a very miserable place
on the evening that Tony made his
confession. He, too, was greatly upset.
I told him that I could not see him
any more, that matters would only

And -ﬁnallyl
one day, after a quarrel with my|

About all the things I could under-
stand,”1 knew Mr. Cassese to be a

gentleman and a splendid character.

And about those I could not under-
stand, I trusted to his superior judg-
ment—and gave him the benefit of

the doubt.

Now I see that in this I was wrong.
But this is the great pitfall that brings
more suffering to women than any-
thing else! It is easy not to do the

things that look bad. It is when things

that are entirely wrong }ook as if

The car had stopped, a tall, slender man was running toward us.

they were entirely right—there is the
rub. Women do not need protection
in society from wicked men who
everybody knows are wicked. Wo-
men shun men of that type instinc-
tively. .

It is from the sincere, honest men,
with sweet natures who have wicked
notions about living this world that
women need protection.

And they are not exactly wicked
notions. They are just notions based
on ignorance; notions that one can’t
have and live happily!

I hope that my story will help
other girls to understand many things
that I have had to learn through ex-
perience.

And I advise every illicit whiskey
trafficker to get off the sea. It doesn’t
work out.

In next week’s chapter of her uni-

quely thrilling, narrative, “Conscience
vs. Romance,” Miss Stevens tells of
her being thrown blindly into the haz-
ardous life of rum runners—How its
allurement and excitement made it
impossible for her to give up this life
voluntarily—She had thought Antonio
Cassese a wealthy tobacco merchant—

Cassese presents Edith -with a beauti-{"

ful yacht named after her—

One cold November day, she sets
sail on a pleasure trip. As they steam
into the gorgeous sunsets and the
moonlight nights her story-book
fancies seem all coming true, and An-
tonio Cassese is the Prince Charm-
ing.

When the party arrives in the
“Kingdom of Rum Runners,” agrand
reception is staged for them as they
land in Nassau. They live in the
magnificent home of friends—The days
are spent doing mysterious business—

hernia, was successful, and it was ad-
mitted that the radio might in future
become a factor in similar operations.

The four physicians who performed
the operation were loath, for profes-
sional reasons, to discuss the use of a
radio outfit, but it was learned that
Higgins’ attention had been completely
distracted from the work of the sur-
geons as soon as the head gear had
been slipped into place by a nurse. He
listened to a concert from W JZ, in
Newark, and, according to one inform-
ant, laughed at one time during the
tedious operation at jokes by a come-
dian.

It was explained that none of the
surgeons could hear the concert, as no
magna-vox equipment was used, and
that therefore their attenmtion was not
similarly distracted from the operation.

Minard’s Liniment for Burns and

Scalds.

EARTHQUAKE.

Washington, April 13—Earth trem-
ors of moderate intensity were record-
ed today by the Georgetown Univer-
@ity seismograph. The disturbance be-
gan at 10.42 a. m., reached a maximum
at 11.20, and died away at noon. Father
Tondorf, in charge of the observatory,
estimated that it was centred 5,100
miles from Washington, apparently
south.
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QUALITY CIGARETTE
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