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			Advance Praise for Curse of the Blumenthals

			“A tragic car accident, a mistress’s murder and a long reckoning with intergenerational trauma—these are the sorts of crises Tolstoy must have meant when he wrote ‘each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.’ And yet, through compassionately dogged reporting, Phyllis Karas, a Blumenthal cousin herself shows how with love, patience and time, family curses can be, if not broken, at least absorbed.”

			—Michael Kimmel, 
author of Playmakers: The Jewish Entrepreneurs Who Created the Toy Industry in America

			“In fiction, curses are supernatural punishment from a sorcerer. In real life, curses are more akin to serious bad luck, the kind of misfortune that, when familial, can tear a clan apart. Phyllis Karas’s Curse of the Blumenthals is the uplifting story of a family that might’ve splintered but persevered due to the cohesiveness of faith and love. Part genealogy, part family scrapbook, part true-crime reporting, this fascinating memoir is a near-obsessive examination of just how meticulous the agonies of chaos must become before one suspects the cards of fate are stacked.” 

			—Michael Benson, 
author of Gangsters vs. Nazis

			“Whether we like it or not, family forms the fabric of every human being. In Curse of the Blumenthals, an honest and meticulously researched account of the author’s family, Phyllis Karas reveals how two tragedies, nineteen years apart, can have reverberations decades later. This is a mesmerizing tale of how an ordinary American family can carry sorrow, resilience, and ultimately triumph in the face of tragedy.”

			—Shirley Russak Wachtel, 
author of The Baker of Lost Memories and A Castle in Brooklyn
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			To the Blumenthal family, past and present.

			 

			To my precious grandchildren, Jason, Danny, and Belle Karas, our family’s future.

			 

			To Jack, whose love for my Blumenthal family makes me love him even more.

			 

			To my adored beautiful sister, Toby Klasky Bondy, a vital part of every story of my life, whose absence seems impossible. Good night, Tobe. I’ll see you in the morning.

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			“Only people who are capable of loving strongly can also suffer great sorrow, but this same necessity of loving serves to counteract their grief and heals them.”

			—Leo Tolstoy
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			Introduction

			“What is a cousin, anyhow?”

			Personally, I wear the word “cousin” as a badge of honor. While I have fourteen first cousins on my father’s side, it is the thirteen first cousins on my mother’s side, the Blumenthal side, including three I never met, who have imprinted that word deep within my soul. The ten I know have been locked together so firmly that no matter where we grew up or wherever we moved or whomever we married, nothing could keep us apart.

			For we Blumenthals are survivors of two nightmares. The first nightmare claimed the lives of six of our relatives in 1935, when a drunk driver destroyed their car. The drunk driver survived; none of my relatives did. Thus, we were taught from an early age that when you lose six members of your family all at once, you will do everything humanely possible not to lose another.

			Less than two decades later, in 1954, our cousin Ronnie tested that vow and triggered the second nightmare, when, at age eighteen, he confessed to a hideous crime.

			In 2015, when I began my search for the truth about these two devastating, life-altering events in my family, I never expected how much I would unravel. Every family has secrets and ghosts—but so many?

			Because these events happened so many years ago, I lost the opportunity to speak directly to many who were personally involved in them. Through the help of an expert genealogist and several extraordinary Providence, Rhode Island; Connecticut; and Boston-area librarians and researchers, I have been able to find papers, interviews, and family trees that proved indispensable as I worked to piece together these events.

			However, my deepest thanks belongs to my Blumenthal cousins, who at the time of this writing were in their seventies and eighties, along with one in his fifties, and who searched their memories and photograph albums and miraculously remembered details of what they saw or heard about both the Accident and what my family always called the Incident, perhaps trying to sanitize the hideous event.

			Undeniably, some of what I learned from all these generous sources has been altered in my telling. Conversations we shared have inevitably changed. Above all, I need to express that this is my family’s story and that I am merely the storyteller. I accept that this is a huge responsibility and that I am far from a perfect narrator. But never would I stray from the fact that it is love that has propelled me to take that role and to lead the search for the true story of the Blumenthals, my imperfect, cursed, brave, loving, and adored family. As Tolstoy so aptly put it in Anna Karenina in 1878, “All happy families are alike; each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.” This seems uniquely true more than 140 years later.

			And below is my glorious Blumenthal family, minus Phillip and Rose’s great-grandchildren and great-great-grandchildren and even their great-great-great-grandchildren. I would need a forest, not a mere tree, to list all these precious branches.

			Blumenthal Partial Family Tree
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			Chapter One

			A Family Like Any Other Family

			So who were my Blumenthal relatives? How did they arrive in America, and where were they living before the Accident?

			These Blumenthals all lived in Providence, the capital city of Rhode Island. While I was not born until 1944, nine years after the Accident, these Blumenthals were my relatives: my mother Belle Blumenthal Klasky’s parents, sisters, brothers, aunts, uncles, and cousins. Although I never had the chance to meet the six we lost on that May day in 1935, I have held their memories, as well as my band of cousins and their families, dear to my heart for as long as I can remember. Indeed, nearly ninety years after the Accident, I gratefully acknowledge the blessed presence in my life of fifteen first cousins, thirty-four second cousins, and an ever-increasing crew of third cousins. I suppose this was not all that unusual considering that my mother had ten siblings. Even though three of them died before the age of ten, the remaining seven, like my mother, reproduced wonderfully.

			My uncle Reuben (Ruby), born in 1896, was the driver of the car in the Accident. His parents were Phillip and Rose (known as Teibe) Blumenthal, who had arrived in New York from Russia through Ellis Island—Phillip in 1890 and Rose in 1889, and they married in 1893. They came from the Riga area, which was once a part of the former Tsarist Russian empire and is now a port in Latvia, the capital and largest city in the Baltics.

			[image: ]

			The Blumenthal family are Litvaks, Lithuanian Jews, and in Europe were considered to be more intellectual and stoic than their rivals, Galitzianers, the more emotional Jews from Galicia (western Ukraine and southeastern Poland). My cousin Mel always joked that our grandmother Teibe, who had produced eleven children in twenty-one years, from 1894 to 1915, had been what some might consider a typical Litvak, successful in the bedroom as well as in the kitchen.

			The Blumenthal family, arriving in the first wave of Jewish immigrants from Eastern Europe that began in the 1880s, left New York and settled in Providence, Rhode Island, in a section of the city that was north of the downtown area. By that time, the German Jews who had arrived earlier had moved away from the downtown area and settled in the neighborhood off the South Side. Jews of the North End had come to Providence from the small villages (shtetls), towns, and cities of Eastern Europe, primarily Poland, Lithuania, and Russia.

			Of Phillip and Teibe’s eleven children, three—Fannie, Julia, and Meyer—did not survive into adulthood. Meyer, born in New York in 1894, died in Providence in1904 at age ten; while Fannie, born in Providence on March 12, 1909, died at ten months on December 1, 1909. Julia, born in October 1899 in Rhode Island, died sometime between 1900 and 1910. Yet the eight who remained, four boys and four girls, grew up strong, attractive, and close-knit in their Orthodox Jewish family home on 7 Overhill Road in Providence, Rhode Island. Belle, my mother, born in 1910, was the fifth of those eight. In truth, I feel guilty about even mentioning the year of her birth. Fanatical about never revealing her actual age, my mother made us promise that we would never reveal her birthdate on her tombstone. Indeed, when she died in 1998, the granite marker on her gravesite revealed only the facts that she was a loving wife, mother, grandmother, and great-grandmother, all of which, indeed, she was.

			My mother Belle’s father, my grandfather Phillip Blumenthal, had been a house painter but later earned a living as a tailor with his own business. He was a tall, handsome man, for whom I was named, following the tradition of naming a child after a beloved deceased relative. My grandfather’s height was passed on to many of his grandchildren, and even to his grateful great-grandchildren, many of whom used this advantage in excelling in sports such as basketball, football, and lacrosse, though none of them ever had the chance to thank the donor of this gift.

			I wish so much that I knew anything about my grandmother Teibe, who died before I and most of my cousins were born. I do remember my mother telling me that Teibe was always working, which is understandable considering the size of her family. Apparently, my mother was extremely thin growing up, so much so that my grandmother sent her to a relative’s house in the country to fatten her up. The “country” could well have been a few miles away, but my mother remembered drinking fresh milk from the cows while she was there. “Since all the food in our house was strictly kosher,” my mother related, “I worried that since the milk I was drinking at our relative’s house came straight from the cow, it might not have been kosher. But my mother insisted I eat everything that our relatives gave me. So, I did, and it was all so delicious. When I got home my mother said I looked so much better. She had never complimented my looks before then, so I felt especially happy. My older sister Marion was always known as the beauty in the family, but for a little while I felt pretty, too.”

			How I wish I had asked my mother for more stories about this woman who will always be an enigma to me. Indeed, there is so much more I would love to know about the lives of the Blumenthals who began their lives in the former Tsarist empire. But what I do know for sure is that everything in those lives changed in an instant one horrible day in May 1935.
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			Chapter Two

			The Accident: What Can Six Graves Mean?

			So much of the Blumenthal family history can be illuminated in the six well-tended and clearly marked graves consecrated in 1935 in Lincoln Park Cemetery in Warwick, Rhode Island. To be specific, in Section 39, Plot 37: Grave 2, Grave 3, Grave 4, Grave 5, and Grave 6. The sixth grave is in Section 07, Plot 63, Grave 1.

			For as long as I could remember, my mother marked all the major events of her life in relationship to what she named the Accident. In “The Accident,” as the May 1935 headline in the Providence Journal explains, “Six Residents of Providence Lose Lives in Auto Crash Near Willimantic, Conn.” Those residents were my mother’s mother, Rose Blumenthal, 61; her brother Reuben Blumenthal, 39, who was driving the car; her nephews, Morton Blumenthal, 12, and Allen Halpert, 6; her niece, Barbara Halpert, 10; and her sister’s mother-in-law, Jennie Halpert, 60. Both Rose and Jennie were the grandmothers of the three children in the car.

			The six Blumenthal relatives had been returning to Provi­dence after visiting thirty-five-year-old Dave Halpert, the father of Barbara and Allen, who was recuperating from a recent heart attack at Mt. Sinai Hospital in Hartford, Connecticut, about a seventy-five-mile trip. My mother, twenty-four and recently divorced, was the one who answered the call from the Connecticut State Police informing the family of the deadly crash. Living at her parents’ home at 7 Overhill Road in Providence with her mother and father, Belle had spent the last month caring for her sister Etta Blumenthal Halpert’s two children, Barbara and Allen. When Dave became ill, he and Etta had already been in Connecticut for several weeks working on a possible new business opportunity there. Etta had been at her husband’s bedside since his heart attack and would remain until he was strong enough to return to their home in Providence. Only three days after his heart attack, Dave had asked to see his adored two children since it had been at least a month since he had seen them.

			My mother was devoted to her niece and nephew and vividly remembers braiding Barbara’s wavy, light-brown hair for the afternoon visit to Connecticut, as well as finding just the right pants and shirt for Allen. “The children looked especially beautiful that day,” she told me more than once. “They were so excited to be driving to Connecticut to see their father, who they missed terribly.”
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			The Blumenthal family shortly before the accident. Seated, front row: Morton (Morty) Blumenthal (killed in the Accident), Allen Halpert (killed), Elaine Blumenthal Silverman, Irma Blumenthal Krasner, Barbara Halpert (killed). Second row: Jeanette Blumenthal (Ruby’s wife), Ruby Blumenthal (killed), my grandmother Tillie (Teibe) Rose Blumenthal (killed), my grandfather Phillip Blumenthal, Etta Blumenthal Halpert and David Halpert (Etta’s husband). Top row: Barney Blumenthal, Edythe Frank Blumenthal (Barney’s wife), Lewis Blumenthal, Sally Feldman Blumenthal (Lewis’s wife), Hyman (Hy) Blumenthal, Esta Blumenthal Lipson, Herman Kaufman (my mother’s first husband), my mother—Belle Blumenthal Kaufman, Jack Brown (Marion’s husband) and Marion Blumenthal Brown.

			During the month before the crash, while her sister and brother-in-law remained in Connecticut, my mother had helped the children write daily letters to their father, and, along with her mother, had cared for all their needs. She had hoped to go to the hospital with Rose, Reuben, Morton, Allen, and Barbara that May afternoon, but when Dave’s mother, Jennie, decided to take the ride to see her son, the sixth seat would be occupied. Belle was disappointed as she was equally anxious to see her brother-in-law, but, as things turned out, she stayed back in Providence…and lived.

			In an especially punishing turn of fate, my aunt Etta had already heard about the crash before my mother received that life-altering call. After his six relatives left the hospital, my uncle Dave was understandably exhausted and drifted off to a deep sleep. My aunt asked the nurse to bring his dinner a bit later so he could get a little rest. Energized by the visit, though sad to watch her precious children and other family members leave the hospital, Etta left her sleeping husband and retreated to the hospital cafeteria for a cup of tea. While she was sitting there, she heard an announcement over the radio that there had been a fatal crash on the Providence-Willimantic Road. “I knew it was my family,” she said years later. It was never surprising to me that she knew that, that she felt a sharp pain deep inside her heart, the beginning of her own heart condition that would plague her for the rest of her life, eventually killing her thirty-eight years later.

			After the crash, heartbroken beyond words, my mother wrote the children’s daily letters to Dave as he recovered in the Connecticut hospital unaware that his two children, along with his mother, had died in the crash. In her deepest despair, my mother forced herself to write loving and happy letters to him from a six-year-old and a ten-year-old who no longer lived. I have never stopped marveling at the strength it must have taken her to write those letters, to write the words the two children she so adored might have wanted their father to read.

			In one of our rare conversations about that unforgettable day, my mother told me that so often she had to rewrite some of the letters because the ink with which she wrote the words was smeared by her tears. I could visualize my mother, in her childhood room, shattered by her own divorce, devastated by the loss of her niece and two nephews as well as her mother and brother, trying to take care of her equally heartbroken father, forcing herself to write of simple everyday events from the point of view of two children who missed their parents. She even managed to draw funny little pictures that Allen and Barbara would have drawn for their father. Knowing their father was an artist, they had always worked hard to send him pictures he would have admired. For their mother it was particularly agonizing, knowing the truth, to watch her husband smile as he read each word and happily studied each picture. I would never stop being awed and shaken by the courage of my aunt and my mother. Their shared love for Dave Halpert compelled them to do everything humanly possible, as well as incomparably painful, to keep him alive.

			Recently, I learned one particularly poignant detail concerning the attempt to keep the news about the death of his children, along with those of his mother, brother-in-law, mother-in-law, and nephew from my uncle Dave. On the morning of Thursday, May 16, two days after the Accident, my extraordinary aunt Etta left her ill husband in the Mt. Sinai Hospital in Hartford, Connecticut, and was driven the eighty-two miles to Lincoln Park Cemetery in Warwick, Rhode Island, by her brother Lewie for the funeral of their two children, as well as of her mother, brother, and nephew. When she returned to her husband’s bedside hours after the funeral, he noticed that she was wearing a black dress. He commented briefly on the “fancy dress,” but she shrugged it off as nothing special. It is so hard to believe he did not sense that a tragedy had happened in his life, but on that infinitely sad day, his wife, dressed in black, her face inevitably tinged in unutterable sadness, never offered even a hint of such a hideous possibility.

			For most of my aunts and uncles, speaking about the Accident—at least by the time I was old enough to begin to comprehend what had happened—was rare. Some words were impossible to say. My cousin Ruthie remembered that her mother, my aunt Esta, who was exactly, to the day, two years younger than my mother, talked a little bit about it. “She was engaged to my father at the time and planning their upcoming wedding,” Ruthie said. “As a matter of fact, she, too, was in the kitchen at 7 Overhill Road when the phone call came from the state police. She said she was cooking something on the stove. I know the wedding she and my father were planning never happened. There had been too much sadness to even think about it. So, they eloped instead. Three months later. On August 9, 1935.”

			It was just around that time, nearly two months after the Accident, when the doctors deemed my uncle Dave well enough to leave the hospital and return to Providence. The day before his discharge, his Providence rabbi came to his hospital bedside to deliver the news about the Accident. By some miracle, Dave’s heart withstood the shock, and he and my aunt Etta returned to their home. “Dave had to have known or at least suspected that something was horribly off,” my mother told me. “No matter how hard I tried to make the kids’ drawings exactly like the ones that they had always sent him, I couldn’t do the impossible.”

			While her father had the meticulous eye of an accomplished artist, Barbara, at ten, already had the beginnings of a gifted sketcher. Still, Dave would have noted even a minute difference. Unquestionably, the whole hospital staff had to have been deeply shaken by the accident. “Dave was a sensitive man,” my mother said. “He would have picked up the colossal change in the atmosphere surrounding all of them.” But my mother also believed that Dave’s love for my aunt had compelled him to continue to play the hideous charade they were both performing, hoping in some small way that he was sparing her having to tell him the unspeakable truth. “More than once,” said my mother, “I’d been tempted to ask him if he had known or suspected what had happened before the rabbi told him. But I knew there was no point in causing him any more pain by discussing that nightmare. He was such a special person. There are no words to adequately describe my brother-in-law.”

			During the four years following his release from the hospital, Dave and Etta Halpert miraculously and joyfully produced two more sons, my cousins Dick and Bob. When Bob was twenty-two months old, Dave died of a massive heart attack. Etta survived and lovingly raised her sons, while never failing to lavish love on each of her many nieces and nephews. She was, without question, my favorite aunt. She always convinced me, along with all my other cousins, that each of us was her ultimate favorite.

			As for my mother, from that day on, her future life as a wife and the mother of two daughters was tainted by that May day. Her anxiety level was permanently stuck at an often-crippling high. Every letter or phone call to me once I’d reached a certain age ended with these words, “Love you. Be careful driving.” And why not? From the time she was twenty-four until her death sixty years later, the world was a dangerous and unreliable place. Bad things could suddenly and unexpectedly happen to innocent people, especially to those she loved. Heartbreakingly, they did.

			Indeed, that one hideous event in her family’s life was impossible to ignore. Numerous newspaper stories from all over the country reported the shocking news of the Accident.
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			The Accident was front page news in Providence, and the story was picked up in newspapers across the country.

			As each one gruesomely reported, five of the occupants of the Blumenthal car had suffered fatally fractured skulls and died at the scene of the crash; one of the two grandmothers, sixty-year-old Jennie Halpert, was hurled from the car. If you look carefully at one of the photos of the aftermath of the crash, you can see a women’s shoe at the front of the debris. Once noticed, this small but horrifying detail is impossible to forget. It could have been Mrs. Halpert’s shoe, or that of my grandmother, Rose “Teibe” Blumenthal. How I wish that someone in the family had been able to collect that shoe, so that a small piece of one of the grandmothers might still exist. Incredulously, another item from the crash survived and made it back to the family: my uncle Ruby’s wire-rimmed eyeglasses. When I was a child, I discovered them one day inside my mother’s bedside table. When I put them over my own eyes, the world was way too blurry for me to see a thing. Tearfully, my mother explained to me that they had belonged to her older brother, that they were a miracle and she would never throw them away. Even at a young age, I understood that they were something precious and never tried to see through them again, just occasionally opening the drawer and touching them tenderly. I had no idea at that time just what a treasure they were—but I soon did.

			The owner of those glasses, the sixth occupant of that car and its driver, my uncle Reuben, survived nearly three hours at the Windham County Memorial Hospital, with two broken arms, a fractured skull, and a broken right leg. He was, astonishingly, and with what had to be unbearable pain, physically able to provide the names of the five victims in his car before succumbing to the impact of his severely fractured skull and limbs. Yet, his eyeglasses survived, unscathed.
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			Chapter Three

			Thomas H. Killourey: Under the Influence

			Over ninety years have passed since the Accident, and except for a brief mention in the hundreds of newspaper articles and one legal statement, there was little available about the driver of the hefty automobile that smashed into my relatives’ smaller car. Thanks, however, to my no doubt unhealthy obsession about the man, I was able to uncover some information about Thomas H. Killourey of Willimantic, Connecticut, the man responsible for the deaths of six of my relatives. Perhaps by putting some light on this man, I could, in some small way, offer those six victims the gift of making certain their killer does not escape completely untarnished. Yes, Mr. Killourey was injured in the crash, and he served some time in prison for his crime, but those punishments, in my mind at least, were far from what he deserved. Perhaps the following account about Killourey might help at least one reader understand what might happen when a drunk gets behind the wheel of a car. Maybe, just maybe, another nightmare like the Accident might be prevented.

			I found out surprisingly more information about this man than any of my cousins, including Dave and Etta’s two sons, Dick and Bob, had previously learned. To my cousins, this information was obviously upsetting, yet, in some small way, each was grateful to understand even more about what had happened on that tragic day to the family they never got to know.

			My greatest wish, of course, was that the driver had never been born, or, at the very least, had never become the funeral director of the successful Killourey Brothers undertaking firm, established by his father, John J. Killourey, in nearby Willimantic, Connecticut. Maybe then he would not have been able to afford the hefty, expensive, black Cadillac that he was driving on May 14, 1935.

			While I obviously would never have a chance to meet the man, I overzealously discovered some facts about Thomas H. Killourey. Forty-five years old on Tuesday, May 14, 1935, Killourey was born in Willimantic, Connecticut, on August 25, 1891, the son of John and Julia McNamara Killourey. Thomas’s father was born in Ireland. Thomas attended St. Joseph’s School and Windham High School, which he left after two years to head to the Renouard School of Embalming in New York City, from which he graduated in 1909 at the age of eighteen. Then he joined his father and his brother, Daniel, in the Killourey Brothers family undertaking business, a business founded on May 2, 1883, when John began erecting its two-story building on Jackson Street in Willimantic.

			The business was obviously profitable when, on June 4, 1913, twenty-two years before the Accident, twenty-one-year-old Thomas married Miss Margaret J. Hughes, a nurse, at St. Joseph’s church in a fancy wedding. The reception and wedding breakfast were held at the bride’s home.

			After the festivities, the couple left in their automobile for a honeymoon in the Berkshire Mountains. Though the groom was behind the wheel of a different car from the one he was driving while intoxicated twenty-two years later on May 14, 1935, I wondered if the honeymoon car might have been a black Cadillac associated with the Killourey funeral home.

			While I unearthed copious details about Thomas Killourey and his parents and his two wives and one daughter, I was saddened to learn that I would never find any living Killourey heirs. However, thanks to Connecticut State Prison records of inmate #13284, a.k.a. Thomas H. Killourey, I had descriptions of the day that ended Morty, Barbara, and Allen’s lives, along with those of their grandmothers and my uncle Ruby. The descriptions are chilling. Of all the reports, the one that enrages me the most is the following description of the day and evening inmate #13284 spent on May 14, 1935.

			As stated, Thomas H. Killourey’s History of Offense in the Connecticut State Prison’s records:

			The six occupants of the Blumenthal car had been to the Mount Sinai Hospital in Hartford, to visit David Halpert, father of the two Halpert children killed in the accident, who was suffering from heart trouble. He was the owner of the Chevrolet Sedan, Massachusetts Registration NO. 136932, operated by Reuben Blumenthal. It was traveling east on the state cement highway; width of cement, 16 feet, weather clear, highway dry. At this point there are three intersecting highways, Mansfield Road, Station Road, and the South Windham Road. A tire mark from the left front Wheel of the Blumenthal car indicated that this wheel was at least 1 foot 5 inches south of the right of the center of the highway at the time of the accident.

			Thomas Killourey, the accused, is 43 years old, married, lives at 260 Jackson Street, in Willimantic and conducts an undertaking business at 36 Union Street in Willimantic.

			On the morning of May 14th, about 9 a.m. Killourey, with Dennis Haggerty and Joseph Osso, left Willimantic for Putnam in Killourey’s Cadillac sedan car, to attend a session of the Superior Court where Mr. Osso was to have his final hearing on a petition for citizenship. Killourey and Haggerty went to act as witnesses for Osso. They attended the Superior Court and after a hearing, the petition for citizenship was denied by the Court. Mr. Killourey’s own actions in court resulted in his being ordered to leave the courtroom by Deputy Sheriff McGarry, who testified before the Coroner that Mr. Killourey was under the influence of liquor, that his breath smelled of liquor and his eyes were blood-shot and he had a vacant stare. This was noted at 11:30 a.m.

			All three men went to the Putnam Inn for dinner, there having several glasses of beer each. Coming out of the Inn, Mr. Killourey and companions met Curtis Dean, Clerk of the Superior Court, who testified before the Coroner that Mr. Killourey was under the influence of liquor, that he smelled liquor on his breath, that he had a dazed look in his eyes and that he spoke incoherently.

			The three men returned to the court house in the afternoon and it was noted by several other witnesses that they were all decidedly under the influence of liquor. Then they went to the Chickering Tavern, on Union Street, Putnam, where they had more beer to drink. They did shopping and indulged again. They left Putnam for Willimantic at about 4:15, in Killourey’s car, Killourey driving. The next stop was at Sherman’s Corner, Chaplin where they all had another glass of beer each. Leaving there for Willimantic, all three rode in the front seat, Killourey driving. Sherman’s Corner is about one and one half miles east of North Windham Center, the scene of the accident.

			As Mr. Killourey left Sherman’s Corner, he was followed by a car containing Capt. James. S. Thompson, age 45, of Stratford, CT, Army Reserve, Officer in Command of 103rd Company.

			Captain Thomas states: “After we left Sherman’s Corner where we had stopped for gasoline, we noticed a Cadillac Sedan about two to three hundred feet ahead of us, traveling about 35 miles per hour. We noticed three men in the front seat. We attempted to pass this car several times but the Cadillac zigzagged to the left and right and it was dangerous to pass, so we dropped back to see what was happening. The Cadillac forced two cars off the highway which were coming in the opposite direction, nearly crashing into them, and in several instances, nearly hit the highway fence on the right side of the highway. All in our car came to the conclusion that the operator of the Cadillac was intoxicated.

			As the Cadillac went down the slight grade into North Windham Center, its speed increased to about 50 miles per hour, increasing the distance between it and our car. As the Cadillac passed the Windham Line, it was zigzagging. I remarked, “I bet he hits the next car.” At this time there appeared another car, coming in the opposite direction which was traveling on its right side of the State Highway. As the Cadillac approached this other, a Chevrolet, the Cadillac suddenly swerved to the left, directly in the path of the Chevrolet. The Chevrolet was on its right side of the highway.

			As the two cars hit head on, a woman was thrown out onto the highway, both fronts rose into the air and the Cadillac pushed the Chevrolet around to the north side of the highway, both cars facing the Natchaug Grocery Store and Post Office. We stopped our car and went to the scene of the accident. There we found several people had been killed or injured. We first assisted the people in the Chevrolet. I talked with Mr. Blumenthal, asked him where he lived. He later gave the names of the children and other occupants of the car to Dr. Simonds and said they came from visiting someone in a hospital. I assisted Mr. Killourey, who was badly injured and hanging out of his car, head down on left running board, his feet caught in the gear shift. I noticed an open bottle on the left running board of Killourey’s car containing what I assumed to be a small amount of liquor. I picked it up and put [it] on the front floor boards. I was sitting on the right side of Stanley Kogut, driver of our car and had a clear vision everything that transpired.”

			Kogut corroborated Thompson’s account. He also talked with Reuben Blumenthal, who stated, “That fellow ran right into me.” Kogut also saw the whiskey bottle and smelled liquor on Killourey’s breath.
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			The Accident occurred on a straight road in Windham, Connecticut.
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			A map from the police report.
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			Thomas Killourey’s Cadillac, left, and Ruby Blumenthal’s Chevrolet, right, after the two cars hit head-on and came to rest. Visible near the Chevrolet, by the passenger side front bumper, is a woman’s shoe. The combined force of the collision was like hitting a brick wall head-on at 85 mph.
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			The force of the impact physically separated both cars’ chassis from their frames.

			“That fellow ran right into me.” How many times I read that one particular line and marveled at what those six words meant. My uncle Ruby was mere hours away from death, his body fatally broken and in indescribable pain. He saw the shattered lifeless bodies of his five relatives, including his son and his mother, and yet he spoke those words. My uncle needed to acknowledge the horrific crime of “that fellow” before he disappeared from the face of this earth.

			While I felt a heartbreaking pride in the strength and determination of my dying uncle, few words exist to describe my rage as I read the description of the hours Thomas Killourey spent before the Accident. I managed, however, to compare those hours to the day spent by the occupants of the Blumenthal car. My relatives had driven from Providence to Mt. Sinai Hospital in Hartford, Connecticut, to cheer up the father of two of the children in that car. There was no police report of how they had spent those hours, but I never needed any police report to assure me there had to have been smiles and love and most probably relatively quiet voices as all six of them, the three young children as well as their uncle and grandmothers, told him stories of their past few days, as well as simply sitting beside his hospital bed, content merely to be in his presence. I also expected that the two grandmothers arrived carrying bundles of homemade items for the patient and the children. Stuffed cabbage, richly flavored soups, cookies, and brownies, as well as thick breads, perhaps still warm from their Providence ovens.

			Leaving Dave late that afternoon could not have been easy for the visitors, but there had to be the promise of another visit, very soon. I could almost see Dave’s gentle mother, Jennie Halpert, kissing him tenderly as she left the room, her face etched with worry about the health of her son. While their hugs would have been a bit less gentle, the three kids had to have been excited over the fact that they had been in a hospital and seen all kinds of fancy, noisy machines and friendly nurses. My grandmother Rose was probably efficiently ushering the children out of the room without their disturbing any of the equipment, while kissing her daughter and assuring Dave the kids were doing just fine. It is far too painful to try to imagine anything else about that visit, especially the farewell, which was final in every way possible.

			For Killourey and the two occupants of his black Cadillac, every printed word about their activities before they ended the lives of those who walked out of Dave Halpert’s hospital room is infuriating as well as agonizing to relate.

			As the History of Offense report stated:

			Charles Worth and Howard corroborate Captain Thompson. Several witnesses were at the scene of the accident.

			Evelyn Kelley, 17, North Windham: Fast speed of Cadillac just before accident. Did not see accident but heard crash.

			Mrs. Bertha Fuller, 52, same as her daughter Evelyn Kelley, noting fast speed of the Cadillac just before accident. She did not see accident, but heard crash.

			Charles Tucker, 46, North Windham, saw accident, Chevrolet on right side of the highway, Cadillac on wrong side.

			Officer Kenneth W. Stevens, Office James A. Buckley, Stafford Barracks: Officers who investigated this accident, who prepared a map and had photographs taken of accident, showing location of cars and tire marks on highway, and have in their possession, the bottle containing small amount of liquor.

			On May 30th, 1935, the accused was arrested and charged with gross negligence with a motor vehicle so as to cause death. The arrest was made by officer Stevens, of the Stafford barracks, Killourey being held under $5000 bond, which was furnished, allowing him to be at liberty.

			On June 26th, 1935, the accused was held criminally responsible, by Deputy Coroner Louis A. Woisard, of Danielson, for the deaths of the six persons killed in this accident. The Coroner found that the accused was operating his motor vehicle in a grossly negligent manner and while under the influence of intoxicating liquor.

			June 29th, 1935-Willimantic Police Court. Accused through his attorney filed a demurrer. Demurrer overruled, accused bound over to Superior Court under $5000 bond which was furnished.

			The accused has no previous record, but has the reputation of being a free user of intoxicants.

			I emphasized that last sentence of the official report as proof that drinking while driving or at any other moment in his life was not unusual for Killourey.

			Killourey’s History of Offense record also includes the following personal histories of the deceased to indicate the amount of sorrow caused by Killourey’s drunk driving. Reading and rereading each one, I had some small, very small, measure of satisfaction in knowing that these short statements are a permanent part of Killourey’s criminal history. I wondered if he heard them repeated in a courtroom or read them himself. Of course, I had no idea; one could only hope. Unlike the victims, those brief descriptions were present in his courtroom.

			Mrs. Rose Blumenthal: Age 62 years—mother of nine (9) children. Youngest child now 19 years of age. Two of them were living with her before her death. They are Hyman, age 19 years, and Bella [my mother], age 24 years. Her husband, Phillip, age 70 years, is still living in Providence at 7 Overhill Road. She was well known for personal charities and soliciting for organizations around Providence, R.I. Watched and cared for each child individually, and lived only for the good that she could do for others. Mourned by her husband, who has just reached the age of 70. They have never suffered any loss of this kind before.

			Mrs. Jennie Halpert: Age 62 years. Mother of nine (9) children—She lived with two sons, whom she kept house for at 111 Eleventh St, Providence. She spent her entire life bringing up her children and taking care of them. She kept house for Edward O. Halpert and his brother Murray Halpert, at the above address; since her death this home has been broken up and the furniture disposed of. Is greatly mourned for by her family. Did a lot in the community for all organizations in and about Providence and was liked by all.

			Reuben Blumenthal: Age 39 years. Married, wife living at 15 Taft Street Providence, R.I. One son Morton, who was also killed in this accident. He was in business in Pawtucket, in the liquor business. Since his death, his wife states that business has fallen considerably and it is hard for her to get along. He was well liked in the town of Pawtucket and in Providence, where he was active in the Jewish War Veterans. He was a World War Veteran. A good husband and father. His wife still mourns the loss of both husband and only son.

			Morton Blumenthal: Age 12 years, son of Mr. and Mrs. Reuben Blumenthal. Attended the Junior High School, Pawtucket, R.I; was a bright boy in his studies and was well liked by all his playmates. Active in all school work. Never suffered ill health. Is the only son. His mother was an invalid for a period of one year after his birth. She was left in such a condition that it will endanger her life if she should attempt to bear children again. She has lost her only support—and has to hire two other persons to aid her in the business that formerly was conducted by her and her husband, before his death. Due to her inability to take care of the business, she has lost considerably.

			Barbara Ruth Halpert: Age 10 years. Good health, never has been sick and was a bright young girl. Well liked in the community and always willing to help. Attended the Summit Avenue School, Providence, and is in the 5th grade.
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			This exquisite photo of Barbara, age two in 1927, was taken by her father, Dave Halpert, exactly eight years before Barbara was killed in the Accident. Note Dave’s beautiful calligraphy.

			Alan (Allen) Abot Halpert: Age Six years. Brother of Barbara, never had been sick, good bright young boy, attended the Summit Avenue School, Providence, in the 1st grade. Was well liked by others and always had a cheerful smile for everyone.

			Due to the death of Rose Blumenthal, it has caused the family, Mr. and Mrs. David Halpert, who lost their two children, to break up their home and come to take care of Mr. Phillip Blumenthal who is reaching Old Age and cannot care for himself, and at this time is grief stricken by the loss of his wife and son, his two grandsons and granddaughter.

			There was so little said about the three young children whose lives had barely begun. My aunt Etta and my uncle Dave, along with my mother and my aunt Jeanette, could have written pages and pages about each child, all three older cousins I never met. Nor was there much in these reports about the two grandmothers, one who would have been my bubbe (affectionate Yiddish term for grandmother), for each of them had led a quiet life, defined in every way by her love for her family. There was a bit more about my uncle Ruby, whose death and that of his son so destroyed the life of his wife, Jeanette, who was no longer a wife and mother or even a daughter-in-law.

			As clearly stated in Windham County Superior Court State v. Thomas H. Killourey: “This case is one of the worst automobile accidents in the State this year. It occurred at North Windham, CT at about 5:30 p.m. May 14, 1935. One motor vehicle was operated by Thomas H. Killourey, the accused, of Willimantic, Connecticut; the other operated by Reuben S. Blumenthal, of Providence, Rhode Island. The six relatives, occupants of the Blumenthal car, died from the following injuries.” Reading about each injury was pure torture, yet I felt it crucial that I did that, along with sharing it with others. It is the very least I can do for my relatives’ suffering. It is an essential part of my shedding the light on the man who took their lives from those who loved them. To quote the writer, activist, and Holocaust survivor Elie Wiesel, who, of course, was talking about the millions of lives that were lost in the Holocaust, “To forget the dead would be akin to killing them a second time.” Indeed, while there is no possible comparison to six deaths on a Connecticut highway to the atrocities in the concentration camps, I have no intention of killing my six relatives again, so I present the following details of the injuries suffered by each victim of the Accident:

			Reuben S. Blumenthal — age 39, 15 Taft Avenue, Providence, RI. Fracture of skull and fracture of both legs and arms, died at Windham Community Memorial Hospital, shortly before midnight of the same day.

			Morton Blumenthal — age 12, 15 Taft Avenue, Providence, RI, fractured skull and fracture of left leg. Died at the scene of the accident.

			Mrs. Rose Blumenthal — age 62, 7 Overhill Road, Providence, RI. Fractured skull. Died at the scene of the accident.

			Mrs. Jennie Blumenthal — age 62, 111 Eleventh Street, Providence, RI. Fractured skull. Died soon after admittance to Windham, Community Hospital, Willimantic.

			Barbara Halpert — age 10, 460 Arnold Street, New Bedford, Mass. Fractured skull, severe lacerations of both knees. Died at the scene of the accident.

			Allen Halpert — age 6, 460 Arnold Street, New Bedford, Mass. Fractured skull, base of brain, and broken neck. Died at the scene of the accident.

			What painful, hideous deaths, unnecessary and unforgiveable!

			There were, of course, injuries to the occupants of Killourey’s car, all of whom were inebriated, which may possibly have lessened their pain:

			Mr. Killourey — Contusion of the brain, concussion of the skull, compound fracture of the nose, fracture of the third and fourth ribs, right side; puncture of the lung, lacerations of both hands, and multiple contusions about the body. Discharged from Windham Community Memorial Hospital May 29, 1935.

			Dennis Haggerty — lacerations on face and hands, abrasions on knee caps.

			Joseph Osso — lacerations of face and hands, abrasions on both legs and shins.
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			Thomas Killourey’s mugshot. Inmate #13284.

			They survived, eventually perfectly intact.

			There were so many upsetting and infuriating incidents in the rest of Inmate #13284’s 128-page prison file, but several angered me more than others. For example, following is a note written by Killourey, the recipient unknown: “I have made a promise to myself that I would never take another drink. I wouldn’t go through this ordeal again for a million dollars.”1

			Indeed, Mr. Killourey’s “ordeal” involved a fourteen-day stay in the same hospital where two of his victims died. As well as a seventeen-month stay in a Connecticut prison. He lost his driver’s license, for a little while, anyhow, before it was restored. He lost his embalming license, too, but, that, too, was restored. What did not come back, despite Killourey’s “ordeal,” were my six relatives.

			Another letter in #13284’s prison file did not surprise me. This one was in his Connecticut State Prison Parole Department file. In describing the inmate’s social attitude, it was written: “Admits guilt, but says he thought he was able to drive.”

			How could anyone who had consumed even half of the liquor imbibed by Killourey hours before he took the wheel of his car think “he was able to drive”?

			On September 30, 1935, shortly after arriving at Connecticut State Prison, inmate #13284’s psychiatric record offers yet another infuriating description of the Accident. In this report, “Killourey says that he had been drinking some beer prior to the accident. It occurred at a crossroads. Says the other car had pulled over to the left and was in his way when the accident occurred. Six people were killed.”

			“Drinking some beer”? “Had pulled over to the left”? “Was in his way”? The only truth reported in that statement was that “six people were killed,” and by a very drunk driver.

			As for inmate #13284’s parole situation, two letters appeared in his prison file. The first was written on February 1, 1937, a little more than eighteen months after the Accident:

			To The State Board of Prisons

			Connecticut State Prison

			Wethersfield,Conn.

			Gentlemen:

			I am writing on behalf of Mr. Thomas Killourey, whom I understand is to appear before you Wednesday of this week.

			I have known Mr. Killourey ever since he was a boy, and I always found him to be honest, reliable, and very charitable, and well-liked by all who knew him. He is an undertaker, and up to the time of the unfortunate auto accident which sent him to prison, he was a highly respected business man conducting a business established by his father years ago.

			I feel that Mr. Killourey has paid his debt to society and is worthy of parole, and if paroled it will not be long before he will again become a respected member of this community.

			Sincerely yours,

			Thomas F. Grady

			Chief of Police

			The words “unfortunate accident which sent him to prison” should have read: “Unfortunate accident which sent six innocent people to their deaths.”

			Following is the response to Grady’s letter written three days later, on February 4, 1937:

			Mr. Thomas F. Grady

			Chief of Police,

			Willimantic, Conn.

			My dear Chief Grady:

			I received your letter yesterday morning with reference to the case of Thomas Killourey, who appeared before the Board of Parole yesterday.

			I am sure you will be pleased to know that Killourey was granted a pardon, and will probably be released upon the expiration of his minimum term, February 23rd.

			Thanking for your kind interest in this case, I am

			Very truly yours,

			Warden

			It should also be worth noting that in Killourey’s obituary, fifteen years later in 1952, the deceased was described as “a first cousin” of Police Chief Lieutenant John Killourey of Willimantic.

			Another letter, this one less than a year later, on January 31, 1938, was written by Thomas H. Killourey to his parole office:

			Dear Sir

			I would like to make application for a discharge.

			Have been home since February 23, 1937 and have made every effort to live up to all off (sic) your regulations.

			Respectfully yours,

			Thomas H. Killourey

			Not unexpectedly, a month later, Killourey received the following letter:

			Dear Sir:

			It is with a great deal of pleasure that we send you this final discharge and release from parole supervision.

			It must be some satisfaction to you to know that you have kept your word that you gave to the Board of Parole, and merited the confidence they placed in you.

			If you continue to do right, you will never forget it.

			With best wishes for the future, I am

			Very truly yours,

			Warden

			Thus, on March 2, 1938, a full nine months before the parole should have ended its minimum time of November 11, 1938, and less than three years since a drunken Killourey drove his huge Cadillac into my relatives’ modest Chevrolet and killed all six of them, inmate #13284 had successfully paid his debt to society, served his eighteen-month term in jail and his year of parole, and was now a completely free man, with the instruction “continue to do right, you will never regret it.”

			While I never found any notice of subsequent crimes committed by the Killourey, I cannot help but wonder if the remaining years of his life were, in any way, affected by the events of May 14, 1935. Did he ever think of contacting the Blumenthal family to issue a sincere or, perhaps, an insincere regret over how his drunken actions on that day had affected their lives? Was there ever any discussion of a civil suit filed by the Blumenthal family against Killourey? Sadly, I believe the answers to both questions would be a resounding no.

			Many years after the Accident I had an experience that showed me how deeply an event, at which time I had not yet been born, affected me. In April 1985, I was called to jury duty in a Salem, Massachusetts, courtroom. While I wasn’t thrilled to be doing my civic duty, I was certainly not dreading it. As it turned out I was selected for the jury that would be formed that day and even chosen foreman of the jury. Feeling a bit proud of that distinction, I marched into the courtroom with the other eleven members of the jury, plus the several substitutes. We were seated when the judge explained that the case involved an eighteen-year-old male, who had been arrested a few months earlier, driving while intoxicated. When I glanced at the first row of the courtroom and saw a rather pleasant looking teenager seated between his nicely dressed parents and his lawyer, something snapped inside me. All I wanted was to approach that young man and shout into his face, “Do you have any idea what you might have done that evening when you drove while drunk? You could have killed an innocent family of six, including three children, because you went to a party and drank way too much beer. You might have ended up with a broken arm or some stitches in your face and spent a few years in prison, and your parents could have lost a lot of money in civil suits brought by the families of those six people who died in the accident. And you would have to go through the rest of your life knowing you killed six people. Unless, of course, you were not only stupid but incredibly heartless and insensitive and could just shrug off what you did and go back to your everyday living.”

			By some miracle, I did not utter any of those words, but as tears filled my eyes, I softly asked the judge if I could speak to him for a moment before the opening arguments were heard. He kindly led me into his anteroom where, unsuccessfully holding back tears, I told him I did not think I could be a fair and unbiased juror for this case. When he asked me why, I responded, “My grandmother, my uncle, and three of my young cousins were killed by a drunk driver.”

			“I am so sorry for the pain your family must be suffering,” the judge gently responded. “When did this happen?”

			I waited just a second before I answered, “Fifty years ago, almost to the day.” The judge appeared a bit surprised but quickly regained his composure, thanked me for my service, and excused me from the case.

			After I walked the short distance from the courthouse to my car, I waited a long time before I felt composed enough to drive home. I understood only too well that there would always be drunk drivers on the road, and what I had done had certainly not prevented any accidents. Perhaps had I stayed on the jury and did all I could to make sure that young man received the strongest sentence possible I might have prevented him from getting behind the wheel of a car for some time, but I would have been punishing him for Thomas Killourey’s crime and obvious lack of sensitivity. How fair would that have been? Still, I suffered a fair amount of guilt for my action that still remains with me today. I wish I could have somehow gotten my message and my story to that defendant. Perhaps the story I am writing today might have the effect of reaching one such kid who stops drinking long before he gets behind the wheel of his car. One can only hope.

			Not surprisingly, Killourey attempted to have his automobile license restored mere weeks after his release from prison in February 1937. When this application for his license renewal was refused by his parole agent, he was informed, “This may not seem fair to you, but it is the law; it is one of the consequences of your having been here [prison]. Please let me know if there is anything further that we can do.”

			The following letter was written by one of Killourey’s acquaintances, William J. Fitzgerald, a US representative from Connecticut’s Second Congressional District, to another of Killourey’s acquaintances, Alton T. Minor, the mayor of New London, Connecticut, in 1934. This letter, sent less than nine months after Killourey’s parole, talking about “this man slipping back into old habits,” makes one wonder if the former inmate #13284 had actually mended his bad habits.

			At the congressman’s request, if the mayor were to hear any unkind words about his and Fitzgerald’s mutual friend, he would summon the “lovely” Mrs. Killourey to his office so she could explain that these “vicious rumors” about her husband were simply a “frame-up” from an undertaker competitor. Personally, although I was a bit prejudiced, I tended to believe the rumors, but I would not be surprised if some campaign donations might have been spent trying to get the congressman, as well as the mayor, to ignore such gossip.

			Every time I read William’s letter, I found myself muttering nasty words about “the misery and suffering” that might have been brought upon Killourey’s “lovely wife and family” if he had been found “slipping back into his old habits.” I never knew if that happened for more than eighty years since the Accident; I sadly discovered that all those directly involved are long gone, including any direct relatives of Killourey.

			Indeed, the fact that helped me stop dwelling on what I would never know was the knowledge that the descendants of the Blumenthal and Halpert families still walked the earth. Undeniably, we still carried the scars of what happened on May 14, 1935, because one man decided to drink too much and get behind the wheel. Far more importantly, we carried the memories of those we would never stop loving, while at the same time, feeling immense gratitude for every Halpert and Blumenthal who would continue to be a vital part of our lives. Our little clan was still alive and growing. How lucky were we?

			My story of Killourey was finished. According to the legal system, he paid for his crime, despite the fact that even at the time the penance seemed lacking. it. In the present, of course, the punishment for a Connecticut drunk driver whose intoxication took the lives of six people is far greater than eighteen months. It is considered a class C felony, manslaughter in the second degree with a motor vehicle, with a possible sentence from one to ten years in prison, up to $10,000 in fines, or a combination of both. A conviction would also result in a mandatory one-year driver’s license suspension and the requirement that an ignition interlock breathalyzer device be installed on the vehicle for at least two years following the reinstatement of driving privileges.

			Yet, depicting the actions of the driver of the car who killed my relatives, try as I might, I could not ignore the distressing fact that his behavior could rightly be traced to the actions and livelihood of the relatives of the victims of the Accident. Blaming Killourey was far too easy, for he drank and drove and was guilty of vehicular homicide. Yet, the root of his crime was unquestionably the alcohol with which he recklessly guzzled on May 14, 1935.

			There was no sense denying the painful connection of my family to Thomas H. Killourey’s unforgivable crime. For a vital and negative part of my family’s history was that we were bootleggers and liquor store owners who manufactured and sold the booze that Killourey imbibed the day he killed my relatives. Prohibition, begun in 1920, thanks to the Eighteenth Amendment, had ended in 1933, two years before the Accident, and we Blumenthals had surely broken the law ourselves. But this is an important and undeniable story to be explained later.

			

			
				
					1	Note that there was no such thing as “vehicular homicide” in 1935. The only laws on the books were concerning operating a motor vehicle while intoxicated. There is still no national law, and three states do not have vehicular homicide statutes to this day.
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preyed on Hollywood _film notables
ind distributed stolen®goods through
fences” in New York, Chicago and
Mexico. was disclosed tonight by po-
lice after the arrest of a woman and
four men.

More than $500,000 worth of jew-
elry, furs and other valuable loot was
taken from homes of prominent film
stars and executives by members of
a “burglary school” who studied pri-
vate lives of Alm stars as a back-
ground for systematic burglaries, po-
lice said.

Names, addresses and unlisted tele-
phone numbers of many wall-kno
members of the film colony weke
found in a little black book seized by
arresting officers, police said. _The
names included Jean Harlow, Peter
Arno, Marion Davies. John Barry-
more, Eddie Cantor and District At-
torney Burton Fitts.
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SPEEDING AUTOS
COLLIDE ON ROAD
- IN CONNECTICUT

Three Members of Blumenthal
Family, Three of Halpert
Family Are Killed.

UNDERTAKER AMONG HURT

He and Twa Companions, In See-
ond Auto, Suter Severe Injuries;
Both Heading for Home
Six persons returning to this city
atter visting # Telative in a Hari.
ford Rospital et deatn eatly last
night in & head-o0 calllsion o auto-
mablies on th Provaence Hartord
highway in the cenice of the vilage
ot North Windham, Con, near Wil

lmanti.

Thee Willimantic men, occupants
ot the second automobilé, wero in-
Jured, one of them critcaiy.

The light sedan in which the Prov-
idence party was " riding _colided
it the heavier car containing the
Willimantie men in front of - the
North Windham Post Office, the col-
lision telescoping the two automo-
biles and crushing the lighter car.

At midnight, Corineticut authori-
tes adjourned their investigation
il today without establishing ofc
ticialy the cause of the accdent,
it two men in-an automebile £
iowing the Willimantic car were a
sltred edday ol ool it was
being afiven ercatically nd swerve
i front of the Providence-bound
vesicie,

The six dead were two elderly
women, & man and thres children.
Ghe of the women was the malner
o e man and grandmother of ane
ot the Ghildren. The other woman
as grandmothe of the twa remain:
ing chidren who wero the son and.
the Gagghter of tha man the party
had visited in the Haritord hosphal

The dead:

MRS, ROSE BLUMENTHAL, 61, of
7 Overhill road, this city. Killed ine
stantly

MORTON BLUMENTHAL, 10, her
grandson, of 15 Tatt avenue, this ¢ity.
Killed instantly. :

REUBEN BLUMENTHAL, 39, of
15 Taft avenue, his city, son of Mrs.
Blumenthal and father of Morton
Blumenthal. Reuben Blumenthal
was the driver of one of the cars. He
died at Windham Comrunity Memo-
rial Hospital, Willimantic, at 11:45
last night, of a tractured skull and
shock.

MRS. JENNIE HALPERT, about
60, of 111 Eleventh street, this city,
Died a short time after the accident.

BARBARA HALPERT, 10, grand-
daushter of Mrs. Halpert, who was
Living temporarily with her grand-
mother. Killed instantly.,

ALLEN HALPERT, 6, grandson of
Mrs. Halpert, and aiso living teme
‘porarily with her. Killed instantly.

‘The injured:

THOMAS H. KILLOUREY, 4,
Willimantic undertaker and driver
of the other car. In critical condition
with fractured skull at Windham
Hospital, Willimantic.

DENNIS F. HAGGERTY, 38, Willl-
mantic postal employe, who was rid.
ing with Killourey. In hospital af
Willimantic. Condition not

JOSEPH 0SSO, 48,
merchant who also was riding with
Killourey. In hospital at Willimantic.
Possible leg fracture,

Visit ¢ Hospital

The Providence party went yes-
terday morning to Hartford to visit
David Halpert, son of Mrs. Jennie
Halpert and father of Barbara and
Allen Halpert, Formerly of New
Bedford, he recently went to work

Continued on Page 2, Column 2
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SIX RESIDENTS OF PROVIDENCE LOSE LIVES IN AUTO CRASH NEAR
[IC., CONN.

SIX PROVIDENGE
RESIDENTS KILLED|

— |
Contoed rom e 1, €. .
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