me to the personnel office. The secretary in per-
sonnel sends me to the general administrative
office. The receptionist in the general administrative
office picks up the phone and dials the engineering
office in the basement,

Five minutes later, Chief Engineer Harry Lu-
bawski, a big, open-handed man wearing a brown

bulky yellow booklet called “A Guide to Developing
a Company Civil Defense Manual.” Chicago area
employers such as Bell & Howell, Zenith, and
People’s Gas are beginning to make plans for
possible disruptions caused by “insurrection” and
riot. Last spring, in a speech titled “New Emphasis
on Civil Defense,” national director Davis intro-
duced the “dual use concept,” which extends the
old fallout shelter program to cover a wider range
of domestic emergencies, i.e., civil disorder and
natural

suit and tie, and Thomas Dulffy, the
assistant chief of security, take me on a search
for the hospital’s fallout shelter. We cut across the
doctor’s parking lot, duck into a steaming room
where black faces sweat over tubs of dirty linen
like convicts in a prison laundry, and walk down a
flight of concrete stairs. I begin to look for yellow
arrows on the walls, or the familiar “CD” shelter
sign. “I think it's down here someplace,” Duffy
says.

Lubawski strokes his chin. “I've only been with
the hospital since December,” he says, “but when
I first took the job I remember seeing some water
cans and hard candy in a basement storage room.”
Hard candy in 32-pound cans is standard shelter
issue.

Following a trail of electrical conduit and hot
water pipes, Lubawski leads Duify and me down
thru underground hospital corridors. “These walls,”
he says, “‘are made of reinforced concrete.” He
finally stops in front of two varnished plywood doors.
“Who's got the key, Duffy?” Duffy does not have
the key, but when he tries the door it opens easily.

Inside, lengths of 2-inch pipe, folding chairs, boxes
of lightbulbs, cartons of toilet paper, and other
miscellany are piled helter-skelter. But what about
civil defense rations, 17%-gallon water cans, medical
supplies, radiation kits . . . ? Duffy shrugs his shoul-
ders. Lubawski points. ““I think we put all that stulf
back there,” he says.

Chicago's annual civil defense budget is $375,000,
matched 50 per cent by federal civil defense funds.
The U. S. Office for Civil Defense is part of the
Defense Dep: and is h in the
Pentagon. The national civil defense director ap-
pointed by President Nixon is John E. Davis, a
lieutenant colonel in the Army during World War IT
and former national commander of the American
Legion.

Only six people in the Chicago Civil Defense
Corps receive salaries: four office girls who sit
behind metal desks in City Hall's Room 105, one :
fallout shelter inspector, and Chief Gerald Slattery,
assistant director of civil defense.

Chief Slattery’s office is on the mezzanine floor
of Room 105. I climb the spiral imitation firehouse
staircase; if Chief Slattery were 10 years younger
he might also have a pole to slide down.

In 1862 Slattery retired as Chicago’s second deputy
fire marshal to assume the duties of assistant direc-
tor for civil defense. He is sitting at his desk puffing
great clouds of yellow cigaret smoke like the
hookah-smoking caterpillar in “Alice.”

“You don't think Russia and the United States
want to bomb each other do you?" the chief asks.
“I can't give you any details but 99 per cent of

the danger to our country is internal.” The chief
reaches into a bottom desk drawer and pulls out a

‘“You don’t think

“*Corporations “are starting to put coffee and sand-
wich machines into their plants to prepare for these
emergencies,” says Chief Slattery. “Employes have

“Dust is fallout, If there is an atomic blast you
stay inside the shelter until levels of radioactive
dust are low enough to make it safe for you to
come out. . . . You do the same in a civil dis-
turbance.”

On the seventh floor of City Hall behind locked

i doors is the Emergency Operating Center. Mayor

Daley, Commissioner Quinn, and Chief Slattery will
direct the Chicago Civil Defense Corps from there
in case of natural disaster or civil disorder. The
Emergency Operating Center is Chicago’s answer
to the Pentagon’s domestic war room. Here radio
operators are busy day and night receiving calls
and dispatching orders to Department of Streets and

trucks, radios link the center

to be protected. If there’s a civil di Ican't
send these girls into the streets at 5 o'clock. We
have a coffee pot. There’s a tunnel over to the
Sherman House, We can sneak over and get sand-
wiches. . .."

The long, white ash on the end of the chief's

to police headquarters and the fire alarm office,

Citizens' Band, channels from.Radio Amateur Com-

munity Service [a volunteer group of suburban ham

radio operators], and fuzzy state police frequencies

feed into speakers of a radio survelllance system

and advance-warning network that extends like an
web in all

cigaret drops into his lap. He b
at his gold trousers. “The yellow stuff you wash off
your car the morning after a Chicago rainstorm
is sand carried in the clouds from Texas. It’s fall-
out. The good American housewife dusts her coffee
table and the books. What do you do before you

open a can of peaches?” The chief pauses rhetor- -

jcally. “You wipe the dust off the can top,” he says.

Russia and the United States
want to bomb each other?”

the chief asks.

The five hospitals closest to the “incident area”
of a civil disturbance will activate their civil de-
fense disaster plans. “We learned a lot from the
riots in Detroit, Newark, and Watts,” Slattery says.
“In those places, men of the cloth were allowed into
hospital wards because they said they wanted to see
how their wounded were being treated. When they

A retired distributor of vending machines,
Charles [Jimmie] Johnson, center,

is the chicf of operations for the civil
defense Fire and Rescue Service.



went back outside they raised holy hell and pretty
soon bricks and bullets were coming in thru the
windows. We can’t have that in Chicago.”

training school for future mayors and future fire

commissioners.’ It's a shame, my friend, that men

of such stature die without passing along their
"

In Chicago the wounded will app y be given
adequate medical care but held incommunicado in
hospital wards. “To get doctors and nurses inside,”
Slattery says, “‘we pick them up in a moving van
at a rendezvous point one mile from the incident
area. We check their ID's before they get on the
van and when they get off the van and again before
they are allowed to enter the door that will be
designated as the hospital’s security entrance.”

Somewhere in the city a neurosurgeon is always
on cail during times of possible emergency. Since
the 1968 Democratic National Convention an operat-
ing room has been kept ready. Ambulance and
helicopter stand by to pick up a victim of the next
attempted assassination. “If there had been a neuro-
surgeon more quickly available in Los Angeles,”
Slattery says, “Robert Kennedy might have lived."

WGN is the key point warning station for the
Emergency Broadcasting System. If the Chicago

studios are bombed or occupied by “the enemy,” -

civil defense will be on the air from the trans-
mitter shack in The dened
shack is more resistant to explosives than a con-
crete bunker and is stocked with a two-week supply
of food and water.

The city of Chicago is forbidden by law to send
firemen and police to outside communities that
call for help. In time of civil disturbance or natural

, tho, civil defe Mayor Daley’s
order—can send manpower and equipment to any
city or town in the state. Blue and white “civil
defense trucks ave kept ready 24 hours a day at
Fire and Rescue Service, 1244 N, Wells St.

lchain my bicycle to a lamppost in front of the
bright blue and white facade. This end of Wells
Street used to be a busy stop-and-go thorofare with
hookers leaning in every doorway. But the neigh-
borhood has changed. An old man is out for a morn-
ing stroll; several black children are playing near a
dripping hydrant. The windows in the corner three-
flat are boarded up. Grass grows thru cracks in
the sidewalks.

The neighborhood may change again. Bowl &
Roll, a restaurant, opened recently. The new Club
Matador and Chief Johnson's four-door Fleetwood
Cadillac with twin red spots and double trunk
aerials parked in front of Fire and Rescue Service
remind this end of Wells Street of past prosperity
and hint that it may be coming back.

Inside, two barefoot children are putting coins
into the Coke machine. Chief Charles [Jimmie]
Johnson, salt and pepper mustache neatly clipped,
is standing in front of his desk nattily dressed in
self-belt slacks and knit shirt, looking not unlike
a man who is planning to catch the third race at
Arlington Park.

Chief Johnson is a retired distributor for Globe
Vending, a coin machine company which is no
longer in business. His wife works for Industrial
Vending, another coin machine company. As chief
of Fire and Rescue Service, Johnson does not re-
ceive a salary. “I live by the sweat of my frau,”
he says with a smile. “I'm 62 years old. What do I
want outta this?"”

‘The bulletin board is plastered with photographs
of civil defense equipment in action, personal thank-
you letters to Chief Johnson, and official letters
of commendation to Fire and Rescue Service.
Tacked up next to a photo of a 2,500-gallon civil
defense fue] tanker is a glossy enlargement of the
peace symbol with the caption, “Footprint of the
American Chicken.”

When Fire and Rescue Service was started in
1968, the few vehicles they had were housed in a
small garage. The men in the service used to take
the watch in sleeping bags. But Fire and Rescue
Service is growing. “‘We wouldn't be anyplace today
without the mayor and the commissioner standing
behind us,” Johnson says. ‘“The mayor is our back-
bone. I often tell him: ‘Your Honor,' I says, ‘you
and Commissioner Quinn oughta retire to start a

The men who mop the floors and make up the
firehouse bunks at Fire and Rescue Service are
the same men who service and drive the blue and
white civil defense trucks. The crew is made up
of “volunteer” fire cadets and a few carefully
selected, spirited civilians. Bob Rndi. for example,
presldenz of Rodi Chris-Craft, Inc., is chief of the
marine division. The old fu'ehouse is a garage for
the repair, and of civil
defense vehicles. “The men do everything but the
lettering,” Johnson says.

“Big Mo,” an awesome firefighting vehicle, was
rebuilt here then turned over to the Fire Depart-
ment, In the bulletin board photograph of *‘Big Mo,”
two menacing fire guns twist up off the flatbed
truck like headless pythons. Another photograph
shows “‘Big Mo" in action: utilizing only 10 of the
possible 32 hose connections, each gun is shooting
a solid stream of water 17 stories into the air.
“With that kind of pressure,” Johnson says, “we
can take a building apart plecemeal or knock it
down all at once.”

Next to the photograph of “Big Mo” is a photo-
graph of the “Sky Hook,” a firetruck with a 64-foot
boom on which a nozzle head is mounted. The cable- |
operated nozzle spreads water at a pressure of 180
pounds per square inch. Simply by pressing a but-
ton, the operator can change the direction or the
pattern of the stream. “It’s remote control,” John-
son says. “We can back her into a warehouse to
douse a fire up under the roof or knock snipers
out of the rafters."”

Fire and Rescue Service responds automatically
to all 2-11-alarm fires with a power unit [Johnson
has two mobile power units and five trailer units
in the house. All have banks of mounted spotlights
and each unit can generate 15,000 watts] and with
one of five heavy-duty air compressor trucks capable
of removing smoke and toxic fumes from a building
at the rate of 5000 cubic feet per minute. The
trucks have four-wheel drive and winches on the
front. The winches have a pull of 16,000 pounds.
With one of their big cables Fire and Rescue can
pull a building down.

All of the civil defense equipment at Fire and
Rescue has been purchased from the U. S. govern-
ment surplus office. “We bought six of these heavy
duty rescue trucks,” the chief says, pointing to
a big square van that might once have picked up
wounded soldiers from trenches near the Somme.
The van has become a mobile hardware store
carrying 380 separate items including forcible entry
tools, a 4,000-watt generator and a public address
system.

Most of the surplus equipment sold by the Defense
Department has never been used by the U. S. mili-

. tary. The chief shows me greasy boxes of nuts,

bolts, and screws, new wrenches, sledge hammers,
electric and air-powered tools, hydraulic jacks, weld-
ing torches, chain hoists, a fork lift truck—all put
to good use now.

“They brought this wrecker to us in bushel
baskets,” Johnson says, reaching up to pat one of
the wrecker's huge double tractor tires. “The men
put it together,” The wrecker weighs 46,000 pounds.
The boom extends 16 feet and can lift a weight of
20 tons. It cost Fire and Rescue Service $400.

Johnson steps on the running board of a 0-10 air-
port crash truck. “We got this rig for six hundred
bucks,” he says. A foam nozzle is mounted on top
of the cab. The chief opens the door and pulls a
lever on the dashboard. Four barrels with ugly
round nozzle heads pop out beneath the iron radiator
grill like machine guns. Each barrel is capable
of delivering a jet of water at a pressure of 350
pounds per square inch. The foam and water nozzles
are operated from inside the cab as the truck moves
along a street or runway at speeds of up to 65
miles per hour.

It is almost lunch time now. The chief and I

stroll out on the apron to wait for Robert Benker,
ex-assistant chief of Fire and Rescue Service and
Johnson's protege. Benker now is president of Abel
Fire and Safety Equipment Company.

1 unchain my bicycle. “If you want to know the
truth, my friend,” Johnson says, ‘‘most of Wells
Street is nothing but crass commercial interests.
We got along pretty good in the neighborhood, but
most of the merchants won't even let the people
in to use the toilets. We let the kids use the Coke
machine, we fix their bikes. We leave the hydrant
running so they can get a drink of water, I told
the mayor, ‘Your Honor,’ I says, ‘you should have
portable cans installed along Wells Street.” But like
the mayor told me, they would just draw the queers
and little-girl rapers.”

As Robert Benker drives up and parks his Olds-
mobile in front of Fire and Rescue Service, an
old man with shoes on his feet but no socks crosses
Wells, headed directly for the chief. ““These pan-
handlers are going to wreck the neighborhood,”
Johnson says. The panhandler's beard is neatly
trimmed but his face is creased with dirt the way
a miner's face is creased with coal dust. As I
peddle off, Johnson waves his arms in an open
gesture meant both to welcome his protege and ward
off the panhandler, When I look back, the three of
them are doing what looks to me like a kind of
| exasperated war dance on Wells Street.

Fire Commissioner Robert J. Quinn doubles in
brass as Chicago's civil defense director.




