
Hollywood. I got the radio call and it said it was a

sailor. Well, I knew right where he was going to be going

with that thing. It was just a hunch, and so I went right

straight to the Hollywood Beach Hotel where they were

housed. In comes the car, the sailor jumps out and goes

inside, and I go right to the duty officer, find out who it

was and he told me that it was a boy that just checked. His

name was Stewartz. And, Stewartz, that's just too

familiar. A thousand miles away, twelve hundred miles away

I knew this boy's family before he was ever born. And I

went on up there with the Shore Patrol right to his room and

I said, Cooney, that was his nickname, get up from there.

And, sure enough that was him. He was the one who had

stolen this car by means of firearms. He didn't shoot the

man or anything like that but he stole the car, so in the

brig he went. We were very cooperative with the military

and the military was cooperative with us. And whenever we

picked up a serviceman we usually turned it over to the

military courts and I would go to the courts as a witness if

necessary and so on. They got good punishment in the

military courts. And we, we had the freedom to go about on

their bases with our firearms on us. And I refused to go on

the base unless I did have it because I considered myself

out of uniform if I didn't have my gun on the side of me the

same as the MPs had. The people at the taxi company were,

just couldn't believe, but anyway they wrote a nice letter

to the department-about it and it was also in a magazine.

The state guard had a lot of volunteers and they were taking

on recruits as fast as they could. They had to drill-- them

with firearms and they called on me to come in there and

PAGE 86


