was hot and cloudy in New

York City on the morning of
Tuesday, July 26, 1938. Patrol-
man Charles V. Glasco, of the
First District Traffic Summons
Squad, began his tour of duty
at B am,, his duty being o serve
summonses on persons who were
guilty of parking wviolations on
Thirty-seveath Street between Fifth
and Ninth Avenues. An amiable,
rather rotund man of thirty-five
and better than average height,
with sharp brown eyes and black
hair quite thinned out on top,
Glasco had been in the Police De-
partment for fourteen vears and
was highly regarded by the other
members of his unit, Traffic C, as a
teller of dialect stories. Glasco was
proud of his Irish ancestry and sen-
sitive  because his surname was
often thought not to be Irish.

\\"HF.NF.\‘FR this happened,

he would do a slow burn
and then produce his member-
ship card in the Ancient Order
of Hibernians, which he carried
for just this emergency. That
Tuesday, Glasco was due to finish
his tour of duty at 4 pm. In
Woodhaven, that morning, his wife,
Margaret, had told him that there
would be liver and bacon, one of
his favourite dishes, for dinner, He
was not feeling too spry; his sacro-
iliac had been paining him lately,
and his back was strapped with ad-
hesive tape. At noon, when he
made his routine hourly check-in
with his station from a call box at
the corner of Thirty-seventh and
Eighth Avenue, he was ordered to
report at once (o Sergeant Murphy,
who was at the corner of Fifth
Avenue and Fifty-fifth Street, and
lend a hand in easing a big traffic
tic-up there.

As Glasco neared the intersec-
tion, he saw a staring crowd on the
sidewalks, and on the sireet two
hook-and-ladder trucks, a rescue
truck of the police Emergency
Division, lhree police radio cars,
and an ambulance., Sergeant Mur-
phy was standing on the south steps
of the Fifth Avenue Presbyterian
Church, at the north-west corlnelt
mopping his brow. “Take a look
up 1.I:|1.-r-'!.'= he said, pointing at the
Hotel Gotham, directly across
Fifty-fifth Street. The Gotham's
roofl is two hundred and two feet
above the sidewalk. On a ledge
four floors below the roof and about
seventy feet from the Fifth Avenue
corner of the building, Glasco saw
a haticss, coatless man standing
oulside an open window, with his
back against the edge of a stone
architectural ornament of floral de-
sign, a yard wide and almost
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shoulder high, that protruded from
the wall. man at the moment
was facing westward, toward Sixth
Avenue. As Glasco watched, a
woman leaned out the window to
the right of where the man was
standing and beckoned to him. The
man whirled in her direction, then
crouched, holding on to the stone
ornament with one hand and rais-
ing his other arm to his head, as
though o ward off a blow,

Glasco, a man with an excep-
tionally fine memory, recalls that the
Sergeant said, “That'd be his sister,
I guess. He's been on that ledge
about half an hour now. Come
out around eleven-forty. 1 wish
to hell they'd get him in before he
louses up all the traffic on Man-
hattan Island.”

“Well, if they don't jump the
first hour, they never jump,” Glasco
said. *AL least. that's what I've
heard many a time from FEmer-
gency Division guys that spent years
working on ledge walkers, Why
don’t they grab him””

“Can’t get at him,” the Sergeant
said. “He threatens to jump every
time a cop comes near that win-
o™

“I'd get at him,” Glasco said.

“I'd stop being a cop for a while.
I'd get at him.”

“Well, maybe you would, at
that,” the Sergeant said. “You
always was a pretdy fair actor. It's
worth trying, anyhow. Go oa up
to Room 1714 and tell the licuten-
ant | sent you. See if you can
that poor loopy in off that ledge.
They tell me he's only a kid. Con
him in off that ledge and maybe we
can have a little peace down here.”

’I‘HF_ man on the ledge was John

William Warde, aged twenty-
six, who lived with his parents in
Southampton., His father, John A,
Warde, was an employee of the
Railway Express company there.
Young Warde had graduated from
high school just in time for the de-
pression. He was a quiet, slender,
good-looking boy, with thick, curly
black hair. He was fond of sports,
music, and poetry. In high school,
he had had the reputation of being
moody. For some years, he thad
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been a clerk in a Southamploa
bank, where he was known as an
intelligent  worker, though a bt
peculiar at times. In July, 1937,
he had tried to kill himsell with a
knife. After he had recovered
from his wounds, he was committed
to the State Hospital, at Central
Islip, for observation. Three months
later, in November, he was released,
A notation on his discharge papers
read, “The patient’s mamic-depres-
sive  psychosis  seems 1o have
arrested mselt.”

M R. and Mrs. Patrick A. Valen-
. tine, Jr., a warm-hearted
couple in their mid-thirties, who
had spent many summers in
Southampton and knew the Wardes,
hired John, after his release, as
a companion for their two small
sons and as a casual chauffeur
and handyman. They hoped
that a job in agreeable surround-
ings would help him conguer
his melancholia and recover his

sell-confidence. The Valentines
were well-to-do.  Mr. Valentine's
father went to America from

Scotland when he was a young man,
went to work for Armour & Co.,
in Chicago, became its financial
director, and married the widow of
Philip D. Armour, Jr. In 1910, he
moved his family to New York.
He died in 1916. Patrick Valen-
tine, Ir., after his marriage, bought
a2 summer place in Southampion,
which he called Valmay. Mr. Val-
enting was associated with the Clara
Laughlin Travel Service, Which was
organised by the indefatigable Mid-
western maiden lady whose guide-
books had become almost standard
*quipment for the American tourist.

],‘ IGHT days before John Warde

# climbed out on the ledge of
the Gotham, he drove in his father's
car to a drawbridge outside Hamp-
ton Bays, walked to the middle of

the bridge, and stood gazing down

at the water. His manner aroused
the suspicions of the bridge tender,
who chased him off the bridge,
took a licence number of his car,
and informed the police of the in-
cident. They found John at his
home, but as he had not made an
attempt at suicide, they simply gave
him a talking t0. The Valentines,
thinking that a change of scene
might help, decided to take him
to Chicago for the week-end. John's
twenly-two-year-old married sister,
Katherine, accompanied (them.
John swam in Lake Michigan, saw
the Cubs (his, favourite ball club)
play, and attended a concert in
Grant Park. The Valentines and
Katherine did everything possible
to make things pleasant, but they
couldn’t cheer him up much. They
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back to New York on Tues-
52;; moring at ten o'clock, and
went to Room 1714 at the Gotham,
which the Valentines had  been
using as their city residence for the
past vear. Mr. Valentine went off
to his travel agency, a few blocks
from the hotel, leaving John with
the two women, who chatted about
the heat and what they had to do
that day.

N the course of their conversa-
tion, Katherine said that she
was going to phone a doctor and
make an appointment for John.
“No!™ John said,
“All right, all right, keep your
hair on,”" Katherine said
John 1ook off his coat, folded it
carefully, and laid it on an arm-
chair, then he tucked his blue neck-
tic inside his shirt, He was wear-
ing freshly pressed grey flannel
trousers, and his black shoes had
a high shine. Katherine remembers
that she was thinking at the time
how nice he looked; he was always
fastidious about his appcarance.
Several menus were slid under the
door, and they ordered lunch from
room service. Then, <in a quiet
woice, John said, “I'm going out the
window,” and did so before Kath-
erine or Mrs. Valentine could stop
him. Katherine rushed to the
phone and began sereaming at the
switchboard operator  that  her
brother had jumped out the win-
dow. Mrs, Valentine ran to the
window—the room had only one—
then turned and cried, “No, no,
he's here, Katherine, here on the
ledge! He's all right.”  Katherine
went to the window and looked at
her brother; then she looked down,
The ledge on which he was stand-
ing is eighteen inches wide and a
hundred and sixty feet above the
street,  She looked at John again,
slarted to speak to him, and fainted,

HE man on the ledge was
noticed almost immediately by
pedestrians, and a crowd gathered.
The policeman directing traffic at
the Fifty-fifth Street intersection
left his post and hurried up to
Room 1714. He leaned out the
window, which was deeply recessed
and had starched white curtains,
and shouted at John, “Hey, you!
Come in here! What are you
doing out there, anyway?” John
was a yard to the east, poised on
the balls of his feet at the edge of
the ledge, like a swimmer abofit to
dive. “Don’t you come near me or
'l jump,” he said to the police-
man. There was a look in his eyes
that made the policeman withdraw
from the window at once and tele-
hone Headquarters and the Fire
partment, Soon the hook-and-
ladder trucks, the rescue squad, the
ambulance, and sixty policemen,
headed by an inspector, arrived.
The Police and Fire Departments
have many techniques for saving a
person who is threatening suicide,
most of them involving getting hold
of him before he sees his rescuers,
but John was standing too far from
the window to be grabbed. Lieu-
tenant William Klotzbach, a lariat-
and-rope expert of the Emergency
Division, went to the corresponding

window on the eighteenth floor, but |

another ledge made it impossible
to lasso him from there. Then it
was discovered that the cornice of
the hotel roof extended out so far
that John would see a bos'n's
chair being lowered long before its
occupant could get near him. He
was too high to be reached by the
fire ladders. The firemen had spread
a canvas life net, with a red circle
painted in its centre, on the side-
walk and were ready 1o snaich it
up if John jumped, but they knew
that it could not hold a body falling
that far. Had there been a build-
ing at least as high across Fifty-fifth
Street from the Gotham, some kind
of rescue contrivance might have
been rigged up in it, but the Fifth
Avenue Presbyterian Church has a
comparatively low , and sharply
pitched roof. All the police could
think of 1o do, then, was to wait
John out. At least once and prob-
ably twice before in the past year,
he had tried 1o end his life; now
he could snap the thread of it by
merely moving an inch or two.
John would have 1o be persuaded

o save himself—by someone who
already had his trust or could win
it, or by his own reasoning or his
own weariness.

By now, Room 1714 was full of
plainclothesmen, policemen, hotel
Reo‘ﬁe doctors, and reporters,

atherine and Mrs. Valentine had
been put in Room 1716, which was
the next room enst,  Again and
again they went to their window to
plead with John. Reporters wrote
down their conversations. One
went like this:

“John," his sister said, “it's
Katherine talking to you. It's your
sister, who loves you. Come in,
darling. We all love you, John.
You definitely know that, Come
in and have a drink, John, darling
You have so much to live for, so
many good times ahead of you.
Oh, please, please, please, John,
come on in! Johnny!"”

“I want to be left alone,” John

said quietly and politely. “I've got
to work things out for myself. I've
got problems to think about.”
*Oh, John, darling, everybody's
got problems. You can work yours
out somewhere else. We've always
been so close, Johnny, haven't we?
Just like brother and sister—I mean
just like a couple of brothers—

havent we?  You're the best
brother in the world.”
“No, I'm not. You think I

haven’t got character.”

“Oh, darling, darling, I never said
you didn't have character. You
have character. You've gol more
character than I ever thought of
having. Johnny, please, please,
please come back to us.”

“I want to be left alone here
awhile.”

I{ATHERINE began to weep,
and Mrs. Valentine took her
place.

“Come on in, John, Forget all
aboul everything that’'s happened.
Please be nice and come in."

“Where's my sister? Where's
Katherine?" i

“Katherine’s asking for you,
John. Come in, dear, please do.

Come along in and have a nice
lunch and forget everything.”

“She. wants to send me away.
Buck to that asylum.”

“No, she doesn’t, John. T swear
she doesn’t. Nobody in the world
wants to do you any harm. 1 prom-
ise that nothing will happen to you,
if you'll just come in.”

“I've got to think things out for
myself.”

Once, John said to Mrs. Valen-
tine, “1 can't get over that fence.”

John was standing on the west
side of the ornament, which was
halfway between the windows of
Room 1714 and Room 1716, so
Mrs. Valentine thought he meant he
couldn't get past the ornament,
where the ledge was prohibitively
narrow. “If you're frightened about
crossing that fence, John, we'll get
someone 10 hclﬁ you,” she said.
“I'Il_ have him here in no time.”

“No, thank you," he said. “I'd
like to be left alone for a while,
please.”

Mr. Valentine, who had been
summoned from his office, now
wenlt to the window,

“Hello, there, John. Say, I've got
a proposition to make to you, We
have a nice lunch here. Come on
in and help us to eat it, and then
ou and I'll go 10 the ball game.
he Cubs are playing here to-day
—those Cubs of yours."”

“Who are they playing?”

“The Dodgers.”

“I wouldn't care
Dodgers,” John said.

to sce the

'l“‘HE police tried 1o phone John's
father, in Southampton, but he
was on vacation, touring Vermont
in his car, Mrs. Warde didn't know
just where, She was sick in bed
and couldn't go to New York.
The police asked her if she had any
ideas about how to get her son in
off the ledge, but she had none.
The Vermont State Police were re-
quested to find Mr. Warde, John
asked for a glass of water, but he
refused to let anybody hand it to

her brother to come inside.

him, insisting that it be put on the
ledge and that nobody should be
near either window when he moved
to pick it up. When he stooped
for it, women in the crowds below
screamed.

BEFORE reporting to the lieu-
tenant in Room 1714, Patrol-
man Glasco stopped in the lobby to
borrosv the coat of the huskiest
bellboy on duty, In the corridor
outside Room 1714, he put on the
coat—it wasn’t quite big enough to
button across his stomach and was
a bit tight under the arms—arnd re-
moved his cap, shield, pistol holster,
and cartridge belt. He was worried
about his police trousers, which
didn’t match the bellboy's coat, and
about his regulation blue chambray
summer shirt, because John might
recognise them, The licutenant
and he agreed that a policeman in
uniform would mean “keeper” to
John.

Glasco pushed aside the curtains

and leaned out the window. “Hello,
John,” he said easily,

“Who are you?"' The suspicion
in John's eyes bored into Glasco.

“I'm a new bellhop here at the
Gotham, John. Matter of faet,' 1
just got the job this morning.
Listen, John, I don't want to butt
in on what's strictly your own busi-
ness, but 1'd like 10 explain my
angle on this situation to you. John,
1 got a wife and three kids. [Ac-
tually, Glasco had one daughter at
that time.]  Before the hotel took
me on this morning, we'd all been
on relief since 1 can’t hardly remem-
ber when we wasn't.  You ever
been on relict, John?"

There was no answer, but the
suspicion had gone out of John's
cyes and his face hud softened.

“Well, it's really tough, John,
and I wouldn't kid you, ©Oh, 1
suppose if a man was single, it
wouldn't be so bad, and the reliet
people mean well and do the best
t can, but when you got a wife
and three kids—boy, I'm u:_llgng
you! Well, John, I'm just giving
you my angle on this situation.
OXK., -you're out there on that
Jedge, and it's strictly your
own business, but suppose some-
thing bad should happen to you?
You know what it'd do? It'd
besmirch the hotel, that's what it'd
do. John, a hotel gets besmirched,
its business gets lousy. Business
gets lousy, the hotel starts laying
off people. And who do they lay
off first? The ones they took on
last. So if anything should hngpen
to you out there, John, it's back
on relief for me and the wife and
the three kids, John, I can't tell

you how much I need this job—

how much five people need it.”

“Gosh, 1 wouldn’t want you to
have to go back on relief,” John
said.  “Could 1 please have an-
other drink of water?”

“You sure could,” Glasco said,
picking up the empty glass on the
ledge. Inside the room, he put the
glass down and ripped off the bell-
boy's coat. “He's thirsty,” he told
the licutenant. “Rope me up. This
time, I'll lay my prat on the sill
and get as close to him as 1 can.
When he takes the glass, T'll grab
him by the wrist and then you
can reel me in.”

Glasco rolled up the right leg
of his trousers. The lieutenant put
a slip noose around Glascos leg,
below the knee, then pulled the
trouser leg down, concealing the
rope. Out in the hall, eight large
policemen from the Emergency
Division took hold of the other end
of the rope.

“If he falls or jumps after you
get ahold of him, keep hanging
on,” the lieutenant said. “You
won't drop more than five feet.”

Glasco gave him a cop’s look,
filled the glass from a pitcher of
ice water, drew back the curtains,
and sut down, sidesaddle, on the
window sill, his left leg crooked
under him, his right leg inside .the
room and invisible to John. Glasco
was facing east, toward John. John
eased away from Glasco, and stood
again on the edge of the ledge,
taut as a cat arching its back.

“Easy, now, take it casy,”
Glasco said, keeping his eyes on
John's and thrusting the glass to-
ward him. “Here it is, and it's
good and cold, too.”

John inched farther away, his
eyes once more suspicious. “No,
1 won't drink it unless you have a
drink of it first,” he said.

Glasco grinned.  “Why, John,
you don't think I'd slip you a
Mickey, do you?" He took seve-
ral swallows from the glass. “‘See,
John, it's just plain water, like you
asked for. Here.” He again
thrust the glass toward John, but
not very far, hoping that John
would come close enough to be
grabbed.

John stood his ground. “Give
it to me with your left hand,” he
said.















