


NOW-—-FOR THE FIRST TIME EVER...

Johnny Cash

sings all his
greatest hits

IN A BIG, NEW

and, if you decide $ 00
to keep the set, until the cost of $12.95 plus

A MONTH mailing and handling is paid.

it's yours for only

Johnny Cash is the most electrifying singer in
America today! In tribute to his massive, awe-
inspiring talent, The Country Music Associa-
tion voted him both the year’s top male vocal-
ist and the top entertainer of the year!

To commemorate this history-making event,
Columbia Musical Treasuries has gathered
togethier the biggest and best collection of
Johnny Cash’s great hits...and assembled
them in a brand-new 4-record stereo set, THE
ELECTRIFYING JOHNNY CASH.

Yes, you can now get all Johnny Cash’s
greatest hits in one fabulous set of records.
You'll thrill to his angry “Folsom Prison Blues.’
You’'ll be deeply moved by his supercharged
renditions of “I Walk The Line,” “Ring of
Fire,” and “The Rebel.” And his rib-tickling
best-seller “A Boy Named Sue” will make
you laugh right out loud.

THE ELECTRIFYING JOHNNY CASH
is a must for every Johnny Cash fan...and
for everyone who enjoys great singing. It
brings you a thrilling panorama of the bal-
lads and songs that have made Johnny a
living legend. You get everything from “San
Quentin” and “Understand Your Man,” to
the timeless “Cash Classics™ of yesterday like
“Wreck of the Old 97, “Streets of Laredo,”
and “I Ride An OIld Paint.” But this Collec-
tor’s Treasury is one of the most sought-after
sets in recording history. So hurry, while the
present supply lasts, and thrill to all Johnny
Cash’s greatest hits for 10 DAYS FREE with
no obligation.

ENJOY JOHNNY CASH FOR
10 DAYS FREE!

To hear the set in your home for 10 days,
just fill out and mail the coupon...we’ll send
you the set immediately. We’ll also send an
EXTRA BONUS along with the ELECTRI-
FYING JOHNNY CASH. It’s a 12” LP Al-
bum of 10 more great country hits by THE
NASHVILLE STRINGS.

When the records arrive, sit down and play
them .. .enjoy them for 10 full days —entirely
at our expense. Then, if you can bear to part
with them, just return the albums to us—
you'll owe absolutely nothing. On the other
hand, if you decide to keep THE ELECTRI-
FYING JOHNNY CASH, it’s yours for only
$5.00 a month until the total cost of $12.95
plus mailing and handling is paid. And the
Extra 12” LP is yours to keep, too, as your
special bonus for getting this wonderful set.

© 1970 CBS Direct Marketing Services CMT-205/F70

SONG HIT
COLLECTION

LISTEN FOR 10 DAYS
FREE TO 40 GREAT
SONGS BY THE
GREAT JOHNNY CASH
A Boy Named Sue

| Walk The Line

Folsom Prison Blues

Ring Of Fire

The Rebel — Johnny Yuma
Understand Your Man
San Quentin

Wreck Of The Old 97 et 10 more

hits:

Goadbye, Little Darlin’ SuBY Your
Goodbye . Man,’’ ccAlmost
The Shifting, : L | O Persuaded,” Your

1's Gonna
on’t

Whispering Sands
The Streets Of Laredo
Bad News
Give My Love To Rose
Hey Porter .
| Still Miss Someone

Still In Town m :
Big River MAIL COUPON FOR FREE AUDITION TODAY!

Troublesome Waters
| Ride An Old Paint COLUMBIA MUSICAL TREASURIES 576-9/805069
: Terre Haute, Indiana 47808

The Road To Kaintuck
Please rush me my copy of the deluxe, 4-record stereo set,
A Letter From Home THE ELECTRIFYING JOHNNY CASH. If I am not com-
Mean As Hell plelelyhsati?ged for an);ireason bwhlatsoever, I mayIreiurn the
A set within days—and owe absolutely nothing! 1f 1 decide
fAS Mlnl(.I;terSf.T(')dGO to keep it, it’s mine for only $5.00 a month until the total
ister Garfie cost of $12.95 plus mailing and handling and any applicable

the set.

The Blizzard ;EI‘leg}ElaXI}_er?ids'Tﬁqd 8lease inclu?e my extra 12” LP, THEI
: ASHV NGS. which I may have as a specia

gweet Bdetsy From Pike bonus, if I decide to keep the Johnny Cash set.
tampede CHECK HERE IF YOU PREFER TO PAY THE FULL

Bury Me Not On
The Lone Prairie

Wanted Man
Darling Companion
Starkville City Jail

AMOUNT NOW, and avoid monthly billing. Enclose your
check or money order . . . and we’ll send you only one statement
for the small mailing and handling charge, and any applicable
sales tax. Same full return privilege guaranteed, of course.
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: LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY i
I ) A Correspondence Institution « 417 S. Dearborn Street, Dept. 65-085, Chicago, lllinois 60605 :
i Please send me, without cost or obligation, FREE booklet and full information on the field I have checked below: I
I ACCOUNTING LAW COURSES COMPUTER PROGRAMMING HIGH SCHOOL CAREERS FOR WOMEN 1
] [ Complete Accounting [ ] Bacpelor of Laws Degree [} Basic Training [ 1 High School Diploma 7] Accounting |
I [C] Income Tax [ Business Law ] Bookkeeping [

I [] CPA Training {1 tnsurance Law INTERIOR DECORATING HOTEL/MOTEL ﬁ Computer Programming
[C] Bookkeeping [J Claim Adjusting Law 7] Complete Training MANAGEMENT t] Dental Assistant 1
] [J Law for Police Officers (] Hotel Executive Training — . " : 1
I BUSINESS MANAGEMENT , ART TRAINING [ Motel Management L Interior Decorating i
I [ Introduction to TRAFFIC & TRANSPORTATION [ Commercial Art [] Real Estate
Business Management (] Complete Traffic {7} Oil, Water Color Painting STENOTYPE 7] Secretarial |
: 9 Management [} Complete Training 7 Machine Shorthand (7] Stenotype 1
DRAFTING 1
I 0 oo RESTAURANT MANAGEMENT
Complete Drafting i . Mr. 1
i , 0 Complete Executive Mrs....... T PPRPEY Age.... 1
I REAL ESTATE 9 Miss (Circle title and please print) I
Complete Real Estate LANGUAGE INSTRUCTION
i P |
I [] Real Estate Brokerage [} French Address et et ea e ieteieeneenaaa...Apt.No.....
] Real Estate Management [] Spanish 1
l Interested in a career (‘:il)' & . 1
I% not listed? Write here: e T le ............. I

‘“Look who’s
smiling
now!?”’

Sometimes a man sets his ambitions high
enough to make skeptics smile. But how often
he gets the last laugh! ‘At the time | started
studying with LaSalle, 1 was working as a fac-
tory clerk. Before completing the course | was |
transferred to cost accounting and my salary
was increased by $1800. Now, having com-
pleted the course, I'm in charge of the depart-
ment and headed for the five figure bracket.
LaSalle’s course helped me pull myself out of
a boring and ill-paid job into a position of al-
most unlimited opportunity.”

The words in quotes come directly from one of the
pleased reports that are sent to us by LaSalle graduates.
LaSalle files contain many letters from men and women
who have increased their earnings with the help of
LaSalle training. You, too, can prepare for the career
opportunity of your choice through TaSalle home study
_without interfering with your present work—and by de-
voting only a little of your spare time.

LaSalle has been a leader in home education for more
than sixty years, enrolling over 2,000.000 ambitious men
and women in its many courses. You study under the
supervision of LaSalle’s experienced faculty. Upon satis-
factory completion of your study, you receive the LaSalle
diploma—a recognized and respected credential.

Mailing the LaSalle coupon below may be the first
step toward preparing vourself for a better job, higher
pav, and the many good things that go with success. Sim-
ply check the program in which you are most interested,
and we will send you a valuable free booklet describing
the opportunities in that field. There is no obligation.

- LaSalle, 417 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois 60605.
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VAR.

It comes in all sizes.

UNION ARTILLERYMEN ON THE ALERT INCivit WAR ‘ 8-17 ON A WORLD WAR 1 BOMBING MISSION

*“MUSHROOM CLOUD" FROM THE A-BOMB-—HIROSHIMA, 1945

882. WATERLDO: DAY OF BATTLE.
Bavid Howarth. 40,000 casualties in
9 hour battle—excitingly recreated
from survivors’ accounts. Iifus. Pub.
ed. $7.95 °

875. FLYING FORTRESS. Edward Jah-
lomski. The B-17s and the men who
flew them. 400 photo album pictures
{you might spot an old crew member).
Pub. ed. $9.95

% 871, THE TWO-OCEAN WAR. S. E. Mari-
son. Pulitzer Prize winning author
tells story of United States Navy in
action from 1939 to V- Day. Pub. ed.
$15.80

893, A LEAP T0 ARMS. Jack Camersa
Dierks. The incredible story of our
“splendid little war” with Spain. A
war game played in Cuba—and won in
3 months. Pub. ed. $6.95

389, INSIDE THE THIRD REICH. Athert
Speer. | recommend. .. without res-
ervations,” N.Y, Times. “‘An astonish-
ing performance,” Sat. Review. Best
seller. Pub. ed. $12.50

890. THE WARS OF AMERICA. Robert
Leckie. U.S. conflicts—colonial wars
to Vietnam. 2-vol. set, 1,000 pages.
“Dramatic narrative.” N.Y. Times
Pub. ed. $12.50

892. THE GERONIMO CAMPAIGN. Ddie

' ‘ . . B. Fawik. The capture of Geronimo
told against background of Army life
. and Indians' struggle for survival.
Pub. ed. $6.00
903. LINCOLN AND RIS GENERALS. ¥.
. Harry Williams. Pulitzer-Prize author.
His war years *. .. holds the reader
' in suspense.” N. imes. Pub. ed.
$6.95

‘ (J
)OOKS TOF
: [\
. . if you join the Military Book
c Club now and agree to accept
JO

“f ORLD wars. Six-day wars. Jungle
wars. Hot wars that last 100 years.
Cold wars that never end.

Wars change men’s destinies, also.
A Kansas farmboy liberates Europe as
Supreme Commander. A beloved Field
Marshall becomes a hated collaborator.
A house-painter overturns the world.

But one thing all wars have in com-
mon. They are endlessly fascinating
to read about. In fact, we’ve built our
reputation on them. The Military
Book Club.

We offer books about war that
explore old questions . . . and raise new
ones. Books that expose blunders and
shatter myths. Books on guerrilla
warfare and military strategy. Impor-
tant biographies and controversial
memoirs. Books that offer insights into
war and peace. And history itself.

Our authors. Distinguished scholars.
World statesmen. Pulitzer Prize winners like
Hanson Baldwin, Bruce Catton, Barbara
Tuchman, Samuel Eliot Morison. In
many cases our authors are the mak-
ers of history; Eisenhower, Chur-
chill, Mao Tse-tung.

We invite you to try the
Muititary Book Club on a
trial membership basis.
Towinyouover,we'llgive
you any four books on
this page for 98¢, plus ship-
ping and handling. (These books
are worth over $45.00 in original
publishers’ editions.)

As a member, you simply agree to take four
more books during the coming year...from dozens
offered. And you get any book you want at average sav-
ings of 30% plus shipping and handling. .

Begin your trial membership now by selecting any four books on
this page. Send no money. Just mail the coupon to Military Book
Club, Garden City, N.Y. 11530.

only 4 sclections or alternates
during the next year.
—_—_—-—_—_———_—_ﬂ
The MILITARY BOOK CLUB, Dept. 15-DEX

Garden City, N.Y. 11530

Please accept my application for mem- instructions on the form provided. I
bership and send me the 4 books need take only 4 selections or alter- I
whose numbers I have printed below. nates in the coming year, at average
Bill me 98¢ (plus shipping and han- savings of 30%, plus shipping and
dling) for all 4 volumes. handling, and may resign any time
Each month new selections will be de- thereafter,

scribed in advance in the Club’s NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delightgd I
monthly bulletin, Battles and Leaders. with the introductory shipment, I may

If I do not wish to receive the monthly return it within 10 days to cancel mem- I
selection, or prefer an alternate, I give bership. I will owe nothing.

L 1 1 1 |

901. The First to Fly. 899. The Battle for  885. iron Coffins. 873. Mao Tse-Tung
Aviation’s Pioneer North Africa. John  Herbert A. Werner. on Guerrilia Warfare.
Days. Sherwood Har- Strawson.-Why did'it  German U-boat cap-  Transl. by Gen. Sam-
ris. '96 “‘birdmen”’ to take 3 years? Illus. tain’s memoirs of uel B. Griffith.
WWI death machines. Not avail. in Canada. ~ submarine warfare in Communist ‘‘hand-
Pub. ed. $7.50 Pub. ed. $7.95 W.W.ILPub.ed.$7.95  pook.” Pub. ed. $4.95

City
Book club editions are sometimes reduced in size, bui they are all full-length, Members accepted in U.8.A. only 1-M9
hard-cover hooks you will be proud to add to your permanent library. L e e e e — —— — e S M ST S S — E— el




You're About To Discover

The REAL Secrets Of
The Rich & Famous...

Use These Methods To Turn
ALL Your Dreams About
Moneff, Sex, And Power

nto Reality!

There has existed for many years an
exclusive association, a secret society...
consisting of some of the world's most
famous and powerful people.

These include renowned actors and
musicians, leading scientists and
intellectuals, self-made entrepreneurs
and artists, millionaires, professional
gamblers, Casanovas, statesmen.

Many of these people you would
instantly recognize.

This association has hoarded some
shockingly powerful secrets... and
they share these secrets only amongst
themselves.

In fact, these secrets are the reason
these well-known individuals have
achieved great prosperity.

Click Here To Learn More...


https://occultsuperstar.com/

Front Page
Case Book

COMPLETE COVERAGE
FROM OUR CORRESPONDENTS

JUST CAN'T MEASURE UP

W Mrs. Phillip Kehrer checks skirt length after
fosing her Indianapolis, Ind., sheriff's clerk job for
wearing skirts more than an inch above her knees.
Her ex-boss blames minis for increase in sex crimes.

MIRROR IMAGE

B A 38-year-old ex-cop turned robber lies dead outside
Queens, N.Y., bank after double fatal shootout with
76-year-old bank employee, also a former policeman.

WHEN DUTY CALLS

B Responding to an alarm while baby-sitting in his
Lansdale, Pa., home, Fire Policeman Bruce Rouzer
seems to be handling traffic and baby quite well.




HIGHEST SORT OF PRAISE

B Lew Alcindor, 7-foot-3 center for Milwaukee Bucks
basketball team, bends to congratulate his dad on
rise to lieutenant with New York City Transit police.

TEARFUL TRAGEDY
B Margaret Boykin has been charged by Philadelphia,
Pa., police with slaying three infants over the

past two years because ‘‘babies crying annoyed her.”

WASTED BREATH

M Police administer
mouth-to-mouth resuscita-
tion to Warren LaRue, 56,
Maricopa County, Ariz.,
sheriff's deputy, after

he and fellow deputy, Rex
Stone, 51, were fatally
shot in their attempt to
repossess Phoenix man’s
trailer home.




Lose 10 Ibs.
i 10 Days on
Grapeiruit Diet

HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. (Special) — This is
the revolutionary grapefruit diet that
everyone is suddenly talking about. [t
has made people slim, attractive and feel
young again. Literally thousands upon
thousands of copies have been passed
from hand to hand in factories and of-
fices throughout the U.S.

Word of its success has spread like wild-
fire. This is the diet that really works. No
pills or drugs. We have testimonials in our
files reporting on its success. If you follow
it exactly, you should lose 10 pounds in 10
days. There will be no weight loss in the first
4 days, but you will suddenly drop 5 pounds
on the 5th day. Thereafter you will lose one
pound a day until the 10th day. Then you will
lose 1Y% pounds every two days until you get
down to vour proper weight. Best of all, there
will be no hunger pangs. Now revised and
enlarged, this new diet plan lets you partake
of foods formerly “forbidden” such as big
juicy steaks, roast or fried chicken, rich
gravies, spareribs, mayonnaise, lobster swim-
ming in butter, bacon, sausages and scram-
bled eggs. You can eat until you are full and
still lose 10 pounds in the first 10 days plus
11, pounds every two days thereafter. The
secret behind this new “quick weight loss”
diet is simple. Fat does not form fat. The
grapefruit acts as a catalyst (the “trigger”)
to start the fat burning process. You eat as
much as you want of the permitted foods
listed in the diet plan, and still lose unsightly
fat and excess body fluids. When the fat and
bloat are gone your weight will remain con-
stant. A copy of this very successful diet plan
including suggested menus can be obtained
by sending $2 to Grapefruit Diet. MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE. If after diligently trying
the diet plan you have not fost 7 pounds in
the first 7 days and 1% pounds every two
days thereafter, simply return the diet plan
and your $2 will be refunded promptly and
without argument. Fill out the coupon, mail
it today, and you will receive your diet rush
via first class mail. Decide now to regain the
trim, attractive figure of your youth, while
enjoying hearty breakfasts, lunches and din-
ners.®

T0: Grapefruit Diet, Suite 302, Dept. M9-5
7046 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. 90028

Herewith $2.00. Please send Diet Plan to:
(In Calif. add 5% tax)

NAME
STREET

THE CLEANUP SPOT

The District Attorney’s office in Mem-
phis, Tenn., has announced that it has
decided to drop murder charges against
Louis Montesi, 52, accused of fatally
shooting his first wife six years ago
(We, The Jury ... August FRONT PAGE,
1966). The decision was a direct result
of the Tennessee Supreme Court’s sec-
ond reversal of Montesi’s manslaughter
conviction and an order to return the
case for a possible third trial. The Dis-
trict Attorney claimed that he had no
alternative but to drop the charges since
“The state has no additional proof it
could present.” Initially, the prosecution
had developed its case along the lines
that Montesi allegedly was bad-tempered
and a tyrannical husband, who frequent-
ly engaged in violent arguments with
his wife. On the other hand, Montesi, a
wealthy Memphis grocery chain oper-
ator, had insisted that on the night of
November 2, 1965, a masked intruder
broke into his home, attacked and robbed
him and murdered his wife. Further-
more, he had claimed that the assailant
was actually a Massachusetts grocery-
cart salesman whom he knew. The
charges against the salesman, initiated by
the defense, subsequently were dropped
for lack of evidence.

O

A Fresno, Cal., court has awarded
Louise Thoresen, 34, custody of her
eight-year-old son. Just last November,
another California court found Mrs.
Thoresen innocent on charges of mur-
dering her eccentric, gun-collecting hus-
band, William E. Thoresen, III, on June
10, 1970 (Louise Thoresen’s 24 Hours
Of Hell, March FRONT PAGE, 1971). She
claimed that she was forced to shoot
her husband in self-defense since he had
been brutalizing her while “apparently
on, or coming down from, an LSD trip.”
While alive, Thoresen, heir to a vast
steel fortune, was well known to federal
authorities, who frequently were called
upon to confiscate the huge arms arse-
nals which he enjoyed building up. The
court named Mrs. Thoresen to be the
boy’s guardian, on the condition that
she post $20,000 bond to assure protec-
tion of the boy’s interest in his late fath-
er's $400,000 estate. Immediately fol-
lowing Thoresen’s death, the boy had
been placed with his paternal grand-
father, who voiced no objection to the
lad being returned to his mother’s care.

O

The hunt for the elusive Ronald Biggs,
41, one of England’s “Great Train Rob-
bers,” goes on with new rumors as to
his whereabouts and imminent capture
constantly popping up (The Man I Love
Is Wanted for the Crime Of The Cen-
tury, April FRONT PAGE, 1970). Biggs

was part of the gang that on August 8,
1963, stopped a British mail train and
stole $7.3 million. Later arrested and
sentenced to 30 years, Biggs, along with
three other inmates, pulled a daring es-
cape from London’s Wandsworth Prison.
Authorities have been looking for him
ever since. Last verified reports had him
living in Australia, where police released
a series of photos of disguises he might
use. But, recently, police in Dublin, Ire-
land, mounted a :full-scale alert after
they were notified that Biggs was in their
city looking for accommodations for him-

RonaLp Bices
Two disguises are not his limit.

self and his family. London police be-
lieve that Biggs soon will be captured
somewhere, since they have been in-
formed that he broke his false teeth and
will have to get replacements. Dentists
throughout the world have been sent
Biggs’ dental charts-and have been asked
to be on the lookout for him. The big-
gest threat to Biggs™ freedom might be
his desire to rush to his wife’s side and
attempt to comfort her, after hearing
that their eldest son, 10, was killed in
a head-on auto collision. Mrs. Charmain
Biggs has appealed to her husband not
(Continued on page 8)

~



Prepare now for a successful future!

266 1CS COURSES

7 Earn more money, enjoy greater se-
curity and faster promotion—and gain
all the satisfaction of doing a job well
that you like to do. Check the list
of 266 ICS career opportunities for a

instruction, success-proved training
you can apply immediately. And you
earn the famous ICS diploma. Don’t
waste time! Send the coupon today for
FREE information on a brighter career

Automobile Engine
Tune-Up

Introduction to
Programming the 1BM
System/360 Computer

Business Administration

Accounting

Civil Engineering

Practical Electrician

LEADERS IN THE ICS SUCCESS PARADE . ..

Radio-TV Servicing
Architectural Drafting
High School Courses
High School

Equivalency
Refrigeration and

Air Conditioning
Aircraft and Power Plant

Mechanics

ACCOUNTING
Accounting (U.S.A.)
Accountmg (Canadlan)

Show Card and Sign Prod.
Show Card Writing

Sign Painting & Designing
Sketching and Painting

Programmers
Accounting for Man'g'm't
Decisions
Auditing
Business Law (U.S.A.) .
Canadian Business Courses
Cost Accounting
CPA Review (U.S.A)
General Accounting
Income Tax (U.S.A.)
Industrial Accounting
Junior Accounting
Office Accounting
Practical Accounting
Public Accounting
Small Business
Accounting (U.S.A.)
Starting and Managing a
Small Bookkeeping
Service (U.S.A.)

ARCHITECTURE
AND BUILDING
Architectural Drawing
and Designing
Architecture
Building Contractor
Building Estimator
Building Inspector
Building Maintenance
Carpenter-Builder
Carpentry and Millwork
House Planning and
Interior Design
Mason Painting Contractor
Reading Arch. Biueprints

ART

Amateur Artist

Commercial Art

Commercial Cartooning

Hlustrating with Options:

—Magazine

— Advertising Layout and
IHustration

interior Decorating

0il Painting for Pleasure

ICS

International

Correspondence

Schools

Division of Intext

ICS, Scranton, Pa. 18515

Canadian residents:

Send coupon to Scranton,
Our affiliate in Canada
will reply.

AUTOMOTIVE
Automatic T

better future. You receive individual

BUSINESS:

SUPERVISION

Advanced Management

Basic Management

Industrial Foremanship

industrial Supervision

Management, Salesmanship
and Sales

Modern Woman as a
Supervisor

Personality Development

Personnel-Labor Relations

Supervision

CHEMICAL

Chemical Analyst

Chemical Engineering

Chemical Laboratory
Techn.

Specialist
Automobile Air
Conditioning Specialist
Automobile Body
Rebuilding & Refinishing
Automobile Engine
Tune-Up
Automobile Mechanic
Automobile Technician
Diesei-Gas Motor Vehicle
Engines

BUSINESS

Advertising
Business Administration
Business Practice (Cond.)
Canadian Business Course
Direct Mail and Mail Order
Advertising
Industrial Psychology
taventory Control
Magazine & Newspaper
Advertising
Managing a Retail Business
Managing a Small Store
Marketing Management
Marketing Research
Modern Exec. Management
Office Automation |
Office Management
Production Management
Purchasing Agent
Retail & Local Advertising
Retail Bus. Management
Retail Merchandising
Retail Selling
Systems and Procedures
Analysis

BUSINESS: SALES
Creative Salesmansh:p

Chemical Process Equip.
Design & Operation

Chemical Process Operator

Elements of Nuclear Energy

General Chemistry

Instrumental Laboratory ~
Analysis

CIVIL ENGINEERING
Civil Engmeenng
Construction Eng'r'g Tech.
Highway Engineering Tech.
Principles of Surveymg
Reading Highway BI'pr'ts
Reading Structural Bi'pr'ts
Sanitary Engineering Tech,
Sewage Plant Operator
Structural Eng'r’g Tech.
Surveying and Mapping
Water Works Operator
COMPUTERS
Fund tals of C

the ICS way!

Sheet Metal Layout for
Air Conditioning
Structural Drafting

ELECTRICAL
Electrical Engineering
—Electronics Option
—Power Option
Electrical Appliance Ser.
Electrical Appliance Ser.
with Equipment Training
Electrical Contractor
Electrical Engineering Tech.
Electrical Home Maint,
Electrical Home Maint.
with Equipment Training
Electrical Instrument Tech.
Electric Motor Repairman
Industrial Electrical Tech.
Industrial Electrician
ndustrial Maintenance
Electrician
Power-Line Design
and Construction
Power Plant Operator
—Hydro Option
—Steam Option
Practical Electrician
Practical Electrician with
Equipment Training
Practical Lineman
Reading Elec. Blueprints

ENGLISH AND WRITING
Better Business Writing
English for Spanish (U.S.A.)
Free Lance Writing for

Fun and Profit
Introductory Tech. Writing
Modern Letter Writing
Practlcal English
g improvement

Programming
COBOL Programming
Fortran Programming for
Engineers
Programming for Digital
Computers
Programming the 1BM
1401 Computer
Programming the 1BM
System /360 Computer,
Introduction

DRAFTING

Aircraft Drafting
Architectural Drafting
Design Drafting

Drafting Technaology
Electrical Drafting
Electronic Drafting
:vrlmoduclory Mech. Drafting

Real Estate S
Salesmanship

Sales Management

Drafting
Pressure-Vessel and Tank
Print Reading

Short Story Writing

HIGH SCHOOL

High School Business

High Schoo! (Canadian)

High School General

High School Mathematics

High School Secretarial

High School Vocational

High School Coilege
Preparatory— Arts

High School College Prep—
Engineering and Science

Preparatory Course for High
School Equivalency Test

MACHINE SHOP
PRACTICE

Grinder Operator
Industrial Metailurgy
Lathe Operator

Machine Shop inspection
Machine Shop Practice

Metalturgical Eng'r'g Tech.

Multicraft Maintenance
Mechanic

Practical Millwrighting

Reading Shop Prints

Rigging

Tool & Die Making

Tool Engineering Tech.

Welding Engineering Tech.

Welding Process

MATHEMATICS

Advanced Mathematics

Math and Mechanics for
Engineering Technicians

Math and Physics for
Engineering Technicians

Modern Elementary
Statistics

MECHANICAL
Mechanical Engineering
Aircraft and Power
Plant Mechanic
Hydraulic and Pneumatic
Power
{ndustrial Engineering
Industrial Eng’r’g Tech.
Industrial Instrumentation
Machine Design
Quality Control
Safety Engineering Tech.
Tool Design
Vibration Analysis
and Control

PETROLEUM

Natural Gas Production
and Transmission

QOil Well Servicing

Petroleum Production
Operator

Petroleum Production
Engineering Technology

Petroleum Refinery Oper.

PLASTICS
Plastics Technician

PLUMBING, HEATING
AND AfR CONDITIONING
Air Conditioning
Air Conditioning Maint:
Domestic Heating with
Gas and Oil
Heating
Heating & Air Conditioning
with Drawing
Industrial Air Conditioning
Pipe Fitting Plumbing
Plumbing and Heating
Plumbing & Heating Est.
Practical Plumbing
Refrigeration and Air
Conditioning Servicing

PULP AND PAPER
Paper Machine Operator
Paper Making Pulp Making
Pulp & Paper Eng'r'g Tech.

SECRETARIAL
Clerk-Typist Commercial
Secretary, Engineering
Sec'y, Legal Sec'y, Medical
Secretary, Professional
Shorthand  Stenographic
Typewriting

STEAM AND

DIESEL POWER

Boiler Inspector
Industrial Building Eng'r
Power Piant Engineering
Stationary Diesel Engines
Stationary Fireman
Stationary Steam Eng'r'g

TEXTILES

Carding and Spinning
Dyeing and Finishing
Loom Fixing

Textite Designing

Textile Miil Superintendent
Textile Mili Supervision

TRAFFIC

Motor Traffic Management
Traffic Management

TV-RADIO-ELECTRONICS
Cable TV Installer
Electronics Technician
Fundamentals of Electronic
Computers
General Electronics
General Eiectronics with
Equipment Training
HI-F1 Stereo and Sound
System Servicing
Industrial Electronics
Numerical Control
Electronics & Maint.
Radio & TV Servicing
Radio & TV Servicing with
Equipment Training
Solid State Electronics
Telephony

APPROVED FOR
VETERANS FOR
TUITION REFUND
Accredited member,
Natjonal Home Study
Council.

Easy pay-as-you-tearn
plan.

Special rates to members
U.S. Armed Forces.
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Il TAKE YOUR FIRST STEP . .. MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY —ICS, SCRANTON, PA. 18515
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. I'm interested in a program of independent study. l
Send me, without cost, your booklet on the principles of success,
sample text demonstrating famous ICS method, and your catalog for
(Print name of course. See list.)
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Mr. Age
l Address l
l City State Zip Code .
. Occupation Employed by Working Hours A.M. to P.M. .




(Continued from page 6)
to return, since his capture would only
worsen family conditions.
|}

In a 3-2 decision, the Appellate Divi-
sion of the New York State Supreme
Court reversed the convictions of Gerald
Price, 18, for the March 4, 1969, mur-
der and attempted robbery of Harry
Scolnick, a 57-year-old Long Island,
N.Y., plastics manufacturer (Money Is
Only Good for Living, March FRONT
PAGE, 1970). The presiding justice said
that the jury had been improperly shown
a statement implicating Price in the
crime and, therefore, he should be given
a new trial. Purportedly, Price and
Joseph Bullard, 20, entered Scolnick’s
plastics firm with the intention of steal-
ing a $1181 payroll. Unfortunately for
the victim, the company’s check-cashing
schedule had been changed and there
was no ready cash available. When Scol-
nick attempted to explain the situation,
Bullard shot him down. Bullard pleaded
guilty to a reduced charge of first de-
gree manslaughter and was sentenced
to a maximum term of 20 years in prison.
Price was given a life sentence for the
Scolnick murder and 15 years on the
attempted robbery charge.

[m]

Nine Pagan motorcycle gang mem-
bers have been convicted and sentenced
for the kidnap slaying of two rival gang
members in Northern Virginia on March
26, 1970 (When the Bikers Go Berserk,
August FRONT PAGE, 1970). A long sim-
mering feud resulted in the abduction,
torture and murder of Saint members
Lewis “Weasel” Hartless, 21, and Rich-
ard “Newt” Newland, 19. Pagan mem-
bers James “Professor” Cole, 20, and
Bradley “Lucifer” Hinckley, 25, pleaded
guilty to charges of second degree mur-
der and abduction of Hartless and were
given jail sentences of up to 20 years
on each charge. The prosecution dropped
all charges against them in connection
with Newland’s death. Isaac “Bear” Far-
ber, 29, received a one-year jail term
and 2l-year-old Eugene “Bobba” Lam-
_bert two years for their role in the
double murder. Albert “Filthy Frank”
Schoepper and Harry “Buck” Williams
were convicted on conspiracy charges
and sentenced, respectively, to seven
years and five years in prison. All but 12
months of Williams’ sentence was sus-
pended. Victor Leonard Cassara, 31, and
Richard Scarborough, 25, pleaded guilty
and were convicted on charges of being
accessories to the blood-bath. The most
severe sentence was meted out to the
alleged triggerman in the shootings,
Alexander “Head” Akers, 24. He was
given a life sentence for one killing and
an additional 40 years for the second

slaying. The sentences are to run con-

secutively. - Reportedly, the prosecutor
said that he didn’t want Akers paroled
until he was too old to kill again. A
8

-tenth defendant in the case, Alfred

“Pappy” Duffy, Jr., is currently in a
Galveston, Tex., jail, where he is fight-
ing extradition.
O

Ben Chaney, Jr., 18, has been extra-
dited to Florida to face charges of hav-
ing slain two Florida coeds and an in-
surance salesman last May (Backtrack-
ing an 800-Mile Trail of Terror and
Blood, September rronT PAGE, 1970).
Chaney, brother of slain Mississippi civil
rights worker, James Chaney, recently
was acquitted on a charge of murdering
John R. Bazemore, 48, owner of a road-
side fireworks store in South Carolina.
Chaney’s 16-year-old traveling compan-
ion was found guilty of those same
charges and sentenced to life imprison-
ment. Chaney and two other young men
—one of whom was killed during a shoot-
out in Bazemore’s store—allegedly had
killed Marlene Mehnke and Donna Fink,

Ben CHANEY, ]r.
Returned to face second freedom fight

both 21, on May 14, 1970, to gain pos-
session of their money and their car.
The bodies of both coeds were found
fully clothed near Florida Atlantic Uni-
versity. Each of the girls had been shot
in the head with a .38-caliber gun. A
week earlier, John J. Bowes, III, 23, a
Miami insurance salesman, was found
shot to death. The young insurance agent
was found dead on May 5, 1970, in a
Fort Lauderdale roadside dump. Pur-
portedly Bowes was kidnaped by Chaney
and the others while out in his car mak-
ing collection calls, shot and then thrown
into the dump.
O .

Penal authorities in Somers, Conn.,
announced the death of Arthur Culombe,
46, confessed slayer of six persons in a
series of holdups between 1956 and 1957
(Kneel-down-and-die Dogs, June FRONT
PACE, 1957). The cause of death was
listed as a probable brain tumor. Culom-
be and Joseph L. Taborsky were con-
victed of first degree murder and sen-
tenced to die in June, 1957. The pair,
known as the “Mad-Dog Killers,” staged
eight holdups and six murders within a
one-year period. Each of the victims was

slain in the same cold-blooded style.
They had been forced to kneel and then
were shot in the back of the head.
Taborsky was the last person to be exe-
cuted in the state of Connecticut. In
1960, at the age of 36, he died in the
electric chair. Culombe escaped the same
fate when his conviction was reversed
by a higher court on the grounds that
his confession was improperly admitted
as evidence. At his second trial, he was
sentenced to life imprisonment after
pleading guilty to second degree murder.,
He would have been eligible for parole
in 1977.
[}

Accused mass murderer John Lindley
Frazier, 24, failed in a recent attempt
to commit suicide. The former Califor-
nia auto mechanic cut his left arm above
the wrist with a razor blade. Frazier
has been charged with five counts of
murder in the senseless shooting deaths
of prominent eye-surgeon Dr. Victor
Ohta, 47; his attractive wife, Virginia,
43; his two young sons—Derrick, 12;
and Taggart, ll—and Dorothy Cad-
wallader, his private secretary (A Swim-
ming Pool Full of Corpses, February
FRONT PAGE, 1971), in the Ohta’s lux-
urious Santa Cruz County home last
October 19. The bodies were found in
the family swimming pool by firemen
responding to a blaze at the mansion.
The accused allegedly had left a note at
the scene of the bloodbath in which he
referred to the occult and the ecology
movement. The hippie community in the
area and Frazier’s wife aided police in
their search for the suspect. Frazier was
seized as he slept in a mountain cabin
not far from the Ohta estate. He has,
since his arrest, entered a plea of inno-
cent by reason of insanity to the mur-
der charges.

m}

Harry J. Karafin, one-time Philadel-
phia newspaperman, has been convicted
of perjury charges by a Pennsylvania
Common Pleas court. The charges
stemmed from an earlier hearing on his
reputed blackmail activities (Philadel-
phia Story: Color It Black, February
FRONT PAGE, 1969). After extensive in-
vestigation, authorities had proved that
Karafin used his position as a star re-
porter for The Philadelphia Inquirer to
get on the payroll of various corpora-
tions, in return for a promise not to
write expose articles on their activities.
Karafin’s conviction and receipt of a
four-to-nine-year prison sentence was
greatly aided by testimony given by
Sylvan S Scolnick, a man who had him-
selff been indicted on 18 charges of
fraud for his involvement in corrupt busi-
ness dealings (The Scum Who “Scam,”
May InsipE, 1967). Scolnick claimed
that he had arranged with Karafin not
to report on any of his fraudulent deals
in exchange for a profitable cut of the
illegal business earnings.
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Playing by the rules, he l )
went quietly to his death

Phil had no false illusions about the penalty for
double-crossing his alleged partners-in-crime,
but he had one last request before dying

by JOHN V. TEN EYCK
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PHILADELPHIA, PA., FEBRUARY 18, 1971

8 Everything seemed normal along the
narrow winding road that gridded the
grounds of the Philadelphia State Hos-
pital, when Security Officer Anthony
Stieff made his regular tour at 3:40 on
the frosty Wednesday morning of Jan-

uary 13, 1971. Located at Byberry in

the northeast section of the Pennsylvania
metropolis, the institution’s vast acreage
extended almost to the city limits.

About 4 a.M. Sergeant Armand Auer-
weck of the hospital's security force
was on another routine patrol of the
two-lane asphalt road when the head-
lights of his car picked up a form lying
on the road. The officer braked his car
to a halt, then sat quietly for a moment,
listening to the steady hum of the motor
and staring at the body stretched across
the narrow ribbon of blacktop.

Slowly, Auerweck got out of his car
and walked to the body, that of a man
lying face up, his head resting against a
mound of snow on the shoulder of the
road. Deep cuts on his thrcat had
allowed a quantity of blood to soak into
the patch of snow.

Sergeant Auerweck jumped back into
his car, turned it around and drove to a
telephone. Calling the Philadelphia Po-
lice Department, within seconds, he was
put through to the homicide bureau.

Giving a detective an idea of what he
just had seen, he detailed the location
of his grisly find . .. “just east of Roose-
velt Boulevard, on that pike that runs
through the hospital grounds. Tl be
waiting with my lights on.”

Homicide Detectives Larry Grace,
Gerry McDonald and Anthony Melfi
dressed quickly in overcoats and hats
and soon were racing their car out of
the police parking lot in Center City.
Traffic was light, at that hour, and they
were soon speeding north on Interstate
95 which flanks the western bank of the
Delaware River. Making a northwestern
turn off the highway they drove along
Roosevelt Road to the hospital grounds,
then turned into the Old Bensalem Pike.
They quickly spotted the guard’s head-
lights and found the security officer
waiting for them.

Hurrying from their car with flash-

lights shining, they stared at the man
lying on the road, quickly determining
that he was dead.

“Looks like he’s almost decapitated,”
a detective said, noting the deep wound
in the victim’s throat.

“Are you sure this is our case,” an-
other investigator asked, trying to get
his bearings.

“Yeah, this must be inside the city
limits by about 75 yards,” he was told.
“There’s Poquessing Creek. That’s the
boundary.”

The detectives noted that the dead
man had a young face, although he had
lost most of his hair. Light fuzz covered
the side and back of his head, but he
was bald in front. A toupee was lying
near his head.

Clothed in a zippered yellow jacket
and dark trousers, he was underdressed
for the sub-freezing weather. About 5
feet, 9 inches tall and with an average
build, he had a wide nose, thick lips
and a cleft chin.

“He doesnt look familiar to me,”
Grace said.

“I don’t recognize him, either,” Mc-
Donald added.

Security Officer Stieff told the detec-
tives that when he had passed by at
3:40 a.m., he had spotted nothing un-
usual.

“And when 1 drove by here at 4 A.M,,
there he was,” Sergeant Auerweck
added.

“That pins the time down,” Grace
said. “Seems like he was killed here and
I guess we've got it narrowed down to
those 20 minutes.”

“Let’s see if there’s anything on him,”
another detective said, going through
the victim’s pockets.

The dead man was not carrying a
wallet, but the detective found three
packages of cigarets and a slip of paper
in a pocket. When the paper was un-
folded and a flashlight beamed on it,
it proved to be a telephone bill, issued
to Philip (Continued on next page)

David and Jane reportedly didn’t spare
tears after execution-slaying of ex-con.
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MIX ME A DRINK, THEN KILL ME continved from pre;:eding page

Hartman of Henry Avenue in the Rox-
borough section of Philadelphia.

“Any of you boys recognize the
name,” a detective asked.

His companions shook their head.

“We can’t do much more now, but
it will be daylight soon,” Grace said.
“We might as well stick around for a
while. We can have the body taken
back to the morgue and get the mobile
crime lab over there to start working
on fingerprints. I wouldn’t be surprised
if this fellow has a record.”

The scene was photographed and the
body was taken to the medical exam-
iner’s office at Thirteenth and Wood
Streets. The homicide detectives radioed
a request for the mobile crime lab to
have the victim fingerprinted and. the
prints run through police files.

Grace, McDonald and Melfi continued
to poke around the area in the pre-dawn
darkness. The hospital buildings were
blocks from the scene.

“I think that whoever killed this man
knew his way around this area,” one of
the detectives said. “A stranger wouldn’t
know about this lonely pike going
through the hospital grounds. He might
not even know the small road was open
to public use.”

“There’s more than one person in-
volved in this,” another officer siggest-
ed. “He was killed by a knife. It isn’t
likely that one killer could have forced
him here at knifepoint.”

“That’s right,” his partner agreed.
“He wasn’t tied up.”

As the first light of dawn started
pushing back the darkness, the detec-
tives put their flashlights away and be-
gan a closer inspection of the area.
They searched the road for a couple of
hundred yards in both directions and
checked the shoulder, but found nothing.

Later, the officers returned to police
headquarters. At the homicide bureau,
they found a report waiting for them.

The victim had been fingerprinted
and a file had been found to go with
his prints. The investigators opened the
folder and looked at its contents.

The prints had matched those on rec-
ord for Philip Hartman, 26. “That’s
him,” a detective said, staring at the
photo pulled from -the file.

RECORDS showed that Philip Hartman

had been arrested three times. On
June 7, 1963, he had been picked up in
Alameda, Cal.,, for theft of an automo-
bile in San Francisco and had served
30 days after conviction.

On August 5, 1967 in nearby Corn-
wells Heights in Bucks County, Pa., he
had been arrested on charges of burg-
lary, larceny and receiving stolen goods.
No disposition was shown for that case.

On March 23, 1968, he was arrested
12

in Philadelphia on charges of furnishing
liquor to intoxicated persons and of be-
ing the proprietor of a disorderly house.
He was discharged on both counts.

“Not much of a record,” a detective
commented.

“Nothing on him in over two years,”
another investigator added. “Let’s check
other divisions. They might have heard
his name around town. There are also
some names here of people picked up
with Hartman. We can talk to them.”

Two detectives drove to the address
on Henry Avenue in Roxborough. Step-
ping inside the old apartment building,
they checked the names on the ‘mail-
boxes in the lobby, finally finding one
listed for Philip Hartman. Pressing a bell
near the mailbox, they walked down the
hall, knocked on a door and waited.
There was no answer to their knock.

The detectives walked back up the
hall and knocked on the superintendent’s
door. A short heavyset man answered,
looked at the detectives and checked
their credentials.

“What’s the beef,” he asked.

“No trouble here,” an investigator re-
plied. “We're checking on one of your
tenants. Philip Hartman was found mur-
dered this morning.”

“Where did it happen?” the super-
intendent asked, brusquely.

He was given some of the details of
his tenant’s death. ~

“Then what do you want here?” he
asked.

“We have to notify Hartman’s family
and talk to people he lived with. Maybe
somebody here can help up,” the law-
men replied.

“Nobody here can help you,” the
superintendent answered. “He lived
alone. Kept to himself, he did. None of
the neighbors know anything about
him.”

“Did you know he had a police rec-
ord,” a detective asked.

“I don’t run an FBI check on th
tenants,” he replied. :

The superintendent said that Hart-
man had received no visitors that he
knew of.

“In fact,” he went on, “I got the im-
pression that he might have been 2
traveling salesman. He seemed to be
away a lot.”

“Did you ever see him with a sample
case, or anything to indicate what kind
of a concern he might have been with?”

The superintendent shook his head.

“Well, let’s have a look,” a detective
said. “You've got a key to his apart-
ment, haven’t you?”

“Do you have the necessary papers?”
the superintendent replied.

Shown that everything legal had been
taken care of, he got his keys, led the
way down the hall and opened the door.

Entering the apartment, the detectives
took a look around, but found no indi-
cation, at all, that Philip Hartman had
been employed. The lawmen called at
the apartments of the neighbors, but got
nothing from them. Soon, the investiga-
tors returned to police headquarters.

Detective Inspector Raymond Ken-
nedy and Detective Lieutenant Michael
Tobin were taking reports of the investi-
gation. They had concluded that Hart-
man had been associating with danger-
ous characters.

“His wallet was taken, but I doubt
if he was killed in a robbery,” an officer
said. “He might have had enough money
to make taking the wallet worthwhile
to someone, but that, most likely, was
an afterthought.”

“We can start circulating around
town. Somebody might know what
Philip Hartman had been up to recently
and who he had been associating with.
Have -there been any jobs here lately
that Hartman might have pulled?”

“We checked with robbery and bur-
glary,” a detective said. “They haven’t
had him under suspicion for anything.”

DETECTIVES examined the names

found in Hartman’s file—those of men
he had been arrested with and was known
to have associated with. Investigators
went through more records, checking on
still other acquaintances of the victim.
Later that day, teams of lawmen went out
into the city, trying to learn who had cut
the throat of Philip Hartman.

In a small hotel at the edge of Center
City, detectives spoke briefly with a
clerk. Given a room number, they hur-
ried to the second floor and raced down
the hall, pausing at a door when they
heard whistling coming from inside.

“Police,” a detective said, knocking
on the door which soon swung open to
reveal a tall, husky man with reddish
hair and shaving lather on his face.

“Is this a roust, or can I finish"shav-
ingP” the man asked.

“Finish shaving,” a detective said.
“We just want some info on an old
buddy of yours—Philip Hartman.”

“What's with Phil,” the man asked.

Told of Hartman’s slaying, his" hand
trembled and he had to release his grip
on the razor. As he turned to the detec-
tives, shock was mirrored in his face.

The detectives stepped aside as the
man walked into the living room and
grabbed a shirt from a chair. He spoke
softly as he buttoned the sleeves.

“I knew Phil when we were kids,” he
said. “We ran around here and there.
We got pinched back in 1967 on a
burglary and receiving rap. The case
was dismissed against both of us, but
you must know that. Since then, we
went separate ways. I might have seen
him around town for a short while after

(Continued on page 14)
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(Continued from page 12)
that, but I don’t think I've seen him in
at least three years.”

“Any idea who he might have been
running with,” the investigators asked.

“Naw, our whole bunch broke up
around. then,” he answered. “I dont
want to finger anybody, but some of us
figured the others might have been bad
luck . .. know what I mean? I wanted
no more with that crowd. I went into
business, myself, and bought a piece of
a gas station in Upper Darby. But the
hours were too much. And changing flats
in this weather...no sir! 'm working
as a cook in that restaurant around the
corner. I'm on my feet a lot, but it’s
inside work.”

Asked about other men he and Hart-
man had known, the redhead kept shak-
ing his head, insisting that he hadn’t
kept in touch with them and had no
idea if Hartman had. He also didnt
know what Hartman had been up to
lately, or who he might have been asso-
ciating with.

“Well, can you give us a line on his
habits—his likes and dislikes,” a detec-
tive asked. “Where would he hang out?”

“He liked to drink,” the man said. “He
might have been hanging out in those
bars on Twelfth.”

Early that afternoon, two detectives
entered a large bar on Twelfth Street.
One bartender was busy, but the other,
reading a newspaper, stood up as the
detectives approached. Told that police
were trying to get information about a
man who had been killed that morning,
he replied that the name Philip Hartman
meant nothing to him.

“But I'm not good at names,” the bar-
tender said. “I recognized you, but I
don’t remember your name. Faces. I'm
good at faces.

Shown a police mug shot taken of
Hartman in 1968, he looked it over,
then shook his head.

“Like I said...I'm good at faces,
but I don’t recognize him, the bar-
tender said.

“Picture him with a full head of hair,”
a detective said. “He was wearing a
toupee, recently.”

The bartender stared at the picture
and picked it up, holding it at several
angles before finally nodding.

“I recognize him now,” he said. “He
came in quite a bit...at night.”

“Who was he with,” a detective
asked.

The bartender named two men he
thought he had seen with Philip Hart-
man. Known to the detectives, the pair
of the murder victim’s companions had
lengthy police records.

Throughout the day, other detective
teams had been questioning men who
had known Philip Hartman, gathering
information about people with whom he
was reported to have been associating.
14

That night, there was a conference in
the detective bureau and investigators
reported that Philip Hartman recently
had been staying in the apartment of a
man who lived on Philadelphia’s north-
east side—in the area where the body
had been found.

“We got a line on him,” a detective
said. “His name is James Barilak and
he lives on Telfair Road near Green-
mount. A man who knew Hartman said
Phil told him he had been staying
there.”

“And who is this James Barilak?” he
was asked.

“He’s a new one on me,” the detec-
tive replied. “No record on him in our
files.”

“Well . . .take a run up there in the
morning,” he was told.

On Thursday morning, Detectives
Grace, McDonald and Melfi met in the
detective bureau to discuss the case.
No further information had come in
during the night on Philip Hartman and
the investigators got into a car and
headed northeast again.

HE address listed for James Barilak

was that of a 10-unit two-story garden
apartment. The two-year-old building
was located on a street of new apart-
ments and private_homes. Constructed
of white brick, it had separate entrances
for the living units and garages facing
the back.

Detective Grace waited in the patrol
car while McDonald and Melfi went to
the Barilak apartment—a second floor

"unit. They knocked on the door which

quickly was opened by a woman with
blonde hair. Identifying herself as Mrs.
Barilak, she told the lawmen that her
husband was not at home.

Told that she was wanted at police
headquarters in connection with an in-
vestigation, the woman quickly got her
coat and accompanied the detectives
to their car.

Later that morning, the detectives
conferred again with Inspector Kennedy
and Lieutenant Tobin.

“Mrs. Barilak admits knowing Hart-
man,” Tobin said. “He’s been to their
apartment. Mrs. Barilak has a record of
about ten arrests, starting back in 1962,
when she was placed on probation for
bigamy in Teaneck, N.J. Most of her
arrests were on charges of forgery and
for passing worthless checks in New
York City, in Wilmington and Marshall-
ton, Del., and in West Chester. In 1968,
the record shows, she was sentenced in
New York to serve two years in the
Federal Reformatory for Women at
Alderson, W.Va,

While the detectives discussed plans
for continuing the probe and other offi-
cers talked to Mrs. Barilak, investigators
returned to Telfair Road. Later that day,
there was another conference at head-

quarters and detectives disclosed more
information that they had gathered.

Neighbors of the Barilaks had report-
ed knowing little about the couple who
had moved into the garden apartment
in November of 1970. But there were
reports that, on some days, vans had
pulled up to the Barilak apartment as
late as 4 AM., to unload. There were
other reports of men going to the apart-
ment at late hours and one neighbor
had mentioned that the Barilaks had
covered the windows of their garage
door as soon as they moved in.

Police found a 1963 Mercury auto-
mobile parked about two blocks from
the Barilak apartment. Registered to
Mrs. Barilak, it was towed to the police
garage. Blood reportedly was found on
the back seat, later proving to be of the
same type as Philip Hartman’s.

That night, police announced that
Mrs. Jane O’Hara Barilak, 36, had been
arrested and charged with murder, ac-
cessory before the fact and conspiracy,
in connection with the death of Philip
Hartman. Police quoted Mrs. Barilak as
saying that she knew there was a “con-
tract” out for Hartman, who reportedly
was mixed up in a burglary ring., She
had been asked to “make a contribution”
to the murder plot, but had declined at
first, police said.

She was quoted as saying that Hart-
man had come to her apartment about
1 aM. on Wednesday, and was drinking
and listening to phonograph music while
she and her husband were there. She
said that she did not know who had
called her about the alleged plot to kill
Hartman, but that while Philip was in
their apartment, she had received an-
other phone call. She was quoted as say-
ing that the caller had asked to use her
auto for the crime and that she put
the keys in her car before she and her
husband went to bed at 3:20 a.m.

Police said that the woman had told
them that Hartman was alive in her
apartment at that time, but that was
the last she had seen of him. Apparently,
Hartman had been killed as a result of
a feud within a burglary ring that had
operated in the northeast part. of town.

On Friday morning, the investigators
had another conference on the Hartman
case, discussing the statement attributed
to Mrs. Barilak. The investigation con-
tinued and the next day, Saturday,
police announced the arrest of 36-year-
old James Barilak,

A tall husky man with blond hair, he
was charged with murder in connection
with the death of Philip Hartman after
Detective McDonald took him into cus-
tody at his apartment. Police said they
were investigating possible charges of
burglary, larceny and receiving stolen
goods against Barilak who reportedly
had made no statement, Police an-

(Continued on page 16)
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If you enjoy fixing things around the
house, you can quickly turn spare time
into profit time. NRI training in Serv-
icing Electrical Appliances can help
you make off-hours pay off for you,
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sands of others who wanted to boost
their earnings.

NRI teaches you everything

Don’'t worry about how little you -

know about electricity, or your edu-
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hour fixing small and large appliances
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plement present income with spare-
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years when a needed skill will bring
extra income. Have something to fall
back on when strikes and layoffs
threaten your livelihood.

Skilled men needed now
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But — there aren’t enough well-
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around. Anybody with a few simple
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started fast. i
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(Continued from page 14)
nounced that a search of the Barilak
apartment had turned up a steak knife
with blood traces on it.

On the Tuesday night of January 19,
1971, Detectives McDonald and James
Wood picked up a man at his home on
Millbank Road in suburban Upper Dar-
by and brought him to police head-
quarters. The following day, Detective
Captain Arthur Matthews and Detective
Lieutenant Frank Ruff listened to the
detectives’ report with great interest.

The man arrested Tuesday night was
David Francis Beddis, 31, who had no

police record in Philadelphia. He was _

5 feet, 8 inches tall, a muscular 160
pounds -and police had been told that he
had been a professional boxer. On Thurs-
day, police announced that David Fran-
cis Beddis also had been charged with
murder in the death of Philip Hartman.

Police said that Beddis had made a
statement in which he had confessed to
being present when Hartman was killed,
claiming that James Barilak had cut the
victim’s throat. Police quoted Beddis as
stating that the slaying had stemmed
from the theft of $40,000 worth of
jewelry. The gems—$20,000 in diamonds
and $20,000 in assorted pieces, allegedly
had been in the possession of a burglar
who was shot and killed by police in
New Jersey. They quoted Beddis as
saying that Mrs. Barilak had obtained
the jewelry and had it sewn into a black
dress.

Continuing from the statement, police
pointed out that the jewelry allegedly
was stolen when somebody burglarized
the Barilak apartment as Mrs. Barilak
attended the funeral of the man killed
by police in New Jersey. Mrs. Barilak,
police said they were told, let it be
known that she- wanted to “get to”
Hartman for the burglary.

According to police, Beddis said he
was in the Barilak apartment when
Hartman telephoned between 10 and 11
p.M. on January 12, asking Mrs. Barilak
to meet him in Center City to settle
the matter. Mrs. Barilak said she was
not well, but would have her husband
pick him up, the statement reportedly
went on.

Hartman and Barilak got to the apart-
ment about 2:30 the next morning,
police said they were told. Hartman re-
portedly had been drinking and had
fallen asleep in the car. Beddis allegedly
helped bring him into the apartment.

Police said that Mrs. Barilak allegedly
questioned .Hartman accusing him of
having robbed her. When he denied the
burglary, police said they were told,
Mrs. Barilak pointed her finger at him
and said: “Youre dead.”

Hartman pushed her to the floor, the
statement reportedly continued, and a
fight started in which he was knocked
down. Beddis was quoted as saying that
16

he told Barilak to get his knife, referring
to a large-bladed K-bar—a survival knife
used in the Armed Services.

Police said that Beddis admitted pok-
ing Hartman with the knife without
cutting him, while Mrs. Barilak kept on
questioning him. Hartman reportedly
had admitted that he knew who had
done the job and was allowed to make a
telephone call while Beddis listened in
on an extension.

Beddis reportedly said the call was
to a man named Jack who Hartman

“‘Been in long?"

told: “I'm in a bind with Jane and I
have to get the jewels back.”

Jack reportedly had replied: “Don’t
ever tell me to bring anything that I
ever ripped off.”

Police said they were told that when
Jack hung up, Hartman made a second
call. That time, Jack said: “You talk too
much around town anyway,” then hung
up again.

Beddis was quoted as saying that
Hartman and Mrs. Barilak argued heat-
edly, Mrs. Barilak threatening: “We're
going to kill you.” Beddis was quoted as
saying that she repeated the threat sev-
eral times.

Police said they were told that Hart-
man had replied: “I know you’re going
to kill me, but how about a last drink?”

Mrs. Barilak reportedly made Hart-
man a stif drink which he downed
after remarking to her: “No hard feel-
ings.” Beddis was quoted as saying that
he and Barilak then put on their coats
and told Hartman: “Come on, Phil
let’s go.”

The three men reportedly got into the
1963 Mercury—Barilak at the wheel and
the other two in the back seat. Beddis
was quoted as saying that when they
turned off onto a dark road and slowed
to a stop, Hartman jumped from the car.
Reportedly, Beddis said that Barilak ran
after Hartman, overtook him, knocked
him down, kicked his head and gave
him a few karate chops to the neck.

Beddis was quoted as saying that
Barilak then raised Hartman’s head and
slashed his throat. Reportedly, Hart-
man’s wallet was removed so the body
could not be readily identified.

Beddis reportedly said he and Barilak
drove back to the apartment without
saying a word, took $27 from the wallet
and threw it in a wooded area half a
mile from the slaying scene, police re-
lated. Beddis was quoted as saying that
he was shocked by the killing, having
thought the plan merely was to beat and
kick Hartman and “teach him a lesson.”

He was quoted as saying that Mrs.
Barilak’s first remark when they returned
to the apartment was: “Where did you
leave Phil?” Reportedly, her husband
told her: “You don’t have to worry about
Phil no more,” police continued from
the statement.

Police said they were told that Mrs.
Barilak began to cry and “for some un-
known reason I went into the bedroom
and cried also,” Beddis reportedly con-
tinued.

At 8 aA.M. that morning, the threesome
drove to a spot off the Delaware Ex-
pressway where Mrs. Barilak threw her
husband’s knife into the Delaware River,
police said they were told. Reportedly,
they then took her to a City Hall ap-
pointment with a lawyer who told them
that Hartman’s body had been found.

Beddis was quoted as saying that the
three of them then went to the 30th
Street Railroad Station where Barilak
put some bloody clothes into a locker.
Police later reported that they had re-
covered bloody clothing from the locker.

The knife found in the apartment,
police said, might have been used to
threaten Hartman before he was taken
for a ride. Police said they still were
investigating the case and were trying to
clarify the motive behind the slaying.

At this writing, Mrs. Jane O’Hara
Barilak, James Barilak and David Fran-
cis Beddis are in jail in Philadelphia
awaiting action on the charges that have
been lodged against them. n
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and murder
renewed fears that

HORROR a fiend was on
the prowl again
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The attractive young Girl Scout representative Iéft her neat apartment on a business trip and never returned.

hoh ys and he

was anxious to see the Peach Bowi foot- hi

ball game. He asked his ‘daughter to
if tickets for the annual classic

stll. eeai&‘be‘purebased and promised

to call Her again that mght to ﬁn& out

if she had any luck

Another who knew the partxeulars of
Susan’s workday was her boyfriend. He,
too, had spoken with her in the morm-
ing. ' - - ;
Susan told him that she was having
a business lunch with a woman execu-
tive of the Buckhead branch of Sears
Roebuck. Afterwards, she would try to
pick np tickels to the football ‘game
and then drive directly back to her
apartment in her car. She had some

paperwork which had to be completed

in her apartmentoffice by the end -of
the business day
“I wasni seeing her Thursday night”

comewabie that

~ wouldn’t get there if she could, or that
she wouldn't send them some kind o
_message if she co:ﬂdnt But she sure
enough  didnt show and she naver/

called to say why.”

her apartment. Although the ph{me

rang, there was no answer. Her friends.
had no choice, finally, but to proceed

without her. Later that night, the young

woman’s father and boyfriend similarly
were. imsuccessful in thelr attempts 1o

reach Susan by phone. Both tried again
in the moming. but still got ne response.

-t the Rosweil ’Road apart-
. and looked for her car. It
its customary space in the
' parkling lot. Entering a phone
rang up the Sears, Roebuck
Buckhead and ta!ked to the
an executive with whom Susan had

appomtment

here,” the woman taid him.
. went out in her car at about noon
d ate in a restaurant on the other side

~ of town. Then we returned to my office

alked about the store’s order. 1

- __guess it must have been two oclock
The girls at the party, it subsequan& ,
ly was learned, tried to phone Susan at

hen we said goodbye. I went with her

_to the entrance of the store and, the

last I saw of her, she was walking out
the door toward her car” |
At the young man’s request, the exec-

tive described the clothes -which ithe

blonde sales representative had been
wearing: Susan had on a brown, double-

knit jumper over a long-sleeved three-
button, Vonecked blouse. Her coat was
~ Prodded by anxiety, Susans bcyfnendc

hrowxx camel hair with white, mother-of-

continued on next page




Susan called on Sears buyer, headed for car and vanished. Scattered papers marked trail to her body.

ing persons repo Ox;é was
and Southern Natmaai ﬁank <




Cobb County officers searched area around corpse for clues to killer, tagged and bagged all potential evidence.

man re;ﬁ‘ied somethmg
she’
fte}ephme.
“A;f%er bemg askeé 1f he eauid

out a drwers license
ager happened to see
Davis on it. The man left the Bank

. amermard and then waiked out of the

“store

of the new development, he flew to At-
_lanta and, at police headquarters, an-
_nounced a $2000 reward for informa-

tion which might lead to the finding

of the voung woman. or, in the event

‘ ef faui piay, for mfermtwn leadmg to

_ hguor and
. In Indiana, Susan’s father had i}eem
keeping close touch with the Atlanta
~ search for his daughter, Upon hearing .

_ jury indictment for -

known address was a lodging ixome on

White Road in Rockdale County.

Rockdale authoritics revealed they al

_ready had two arrest warrants outstand-

ing for Davis. One was on charges of

issued when he was(named in a grand
- tmg a nnmber of
frau&lﬁent Qhe ks,

i

ping. The mans iast:

Cobb ,Gomy ‘where it was shawa to
> manager of the }ewéiry store. Su-

_perinten eat'Ciwﬁn was soon aiﬂsa to

usan E. {)ety, the missing woman,
in an attempt to pmtc.hase aimost $400
w;}rﬁ'l of jewelry. - \ .

“We have issued a nati Wzde alert

~for Miss Doty, for her au \
for Davis. We have enlisted the aid of
' all local law enforcement agencies, in-

ciudm’, he FBI, in the search for this
man Also I have sent &eteetxves to

~ outlying counties to ask officers there

to help up find him. We have his last
known adﬁress in Rockdale County, but

_that’s all .
armed robbery, the second had been

n daemt iook good. T don’t think
there’s a doubt in the world that Miss

Doty is the victim of foul play, but to
i say anytinng else at this time would be

cenmdenmﬂpﬂge




Under watchful eye of Atlanta Lt. Strickland, collection of specimens was encased in plastic, rushed to lab.

REPLAY OF HORROR confinved

to speculate and speculatmn can serve
no purpose whatsoever.”

Coordinating their efforts, officers in

several Georpia jurisdictions came up
with a number of important contribu-
tions. It was learned Monday afternosn
that Davis had cashed a check in the
amount of $950 at a bank near Emory
University on December 12. The check,
made out to Susan Doty, was endorsed
with her name on the back and coun-
tersigned by Davis. Police handwriting
éxperts, after comparing the Doty sig.
nature with genuine ones found in Su-
san’s apartment, said that the name on
the «check had been traced,

k also was learned that on Decem-
ber 42.-a man-of Davis description,
again using a credit ‘card issued to Miss
Deoty, purchased a 38-caliber pistol at
a store on Candler Road.

By that time, enough had been uncov-
ered to make possible a startling com:
parison between  the -disappearance of
Susan Doty and that of Mrs. Mary Shot-

well Little fm' whom the Atlanta police
had been searching since fa}i of 1965

Mary Little also 95 was secretary to
the personnel manager of the Mitchell

Street branch of Atlanta’s Citizen and
Southern Bank. On the evening of

fI‘hursciay, October 14, Mary, a bride

of six weeks, faced the cheerless pros:

_pect of dining alone. Her husband a

bank  examiner employed by the state
of Georgia, had been called out of

town to do an aunditing job in la

Grange. At loose ends, Mary was de

lighted to aceept .a dinner invitation

from a girl who worked with her at the
bank. The young women decided to eat
at a. restaurant in the lenox. Square
Shopping Center; a short distance away

from Buckhead, where five years later

—Susan Doty was to disappear.

Mary  Little, accompanied by her
friend, shopped for. groceries in a su:
permarket before. going to the restau-
rant. After .eating, they did some ad-
ditional shopping, then parted company,

the friend staying on at a specialty store
while Mary went to her car, a 1965
Comet sedan, which was parked in
the yellow section of the parking lot. -
Mary Little never was seen again.

Her car, still in Space 32 was examined
by Atlanta police officers at’ noon -on

Friday. There were bloodstains all over

the car’s interior. Grass and weed stems
adhered to several of the still sticky
spatters. On the rubber floor mat lay a
tattered nylon stocking and a brassiere
with a torn shoulder strap. Stuffed be-
tween the front seats were a pair of

crumpled white panties and a blood-

stained black and white slip.

Comparing . the cars speedometer
reading with the mileage in Mary Lit-
tle’s -day book, the investigators discov-
ered that there were about 40 miles
which could: not be accounted for. Since
a round trip was involved, it could be
presumed . that whatever happened to
Mary had oceurred in an ared nio more
than 20 miles distant from Atlanta




Even as dead girl was removed to morgue for tests to determine cause of death, hunt was on for fugitive Davis.

ce the pmwaus mght The g;rk’

d  ance had filed a report with the Atlanta

ed to the Atiania police

Ol Company Someone usin,

credit card belonging to Max:y Little had
purchased 18 gallons of gasoline in

. Charlotte, N.C., and an ac
. gallons of gaseﬁme in Raleig
~ purchases were made on Octnber 15,
- 1965, a full day after Mary {Jtiie di
\appﬂarﬁé

Supermtandent Chaﬁn, who had been
elesely involved with the investigation

‘of the Little case, was quick to point
out the many szmﬂanti&x between the
disappearance
both those cases and

_ane Shields, who was found o the

trunk of her car, strangled and beaten
_about the head, on Samrday mermng,'

May 20, 1967.

Diane a.n& her éar had {}een mxssmg

dditional 18

. Too, there seemed to be
__significant points of milarity between
third Atlanta
trageciy, the murder of %2-?831‘~0¥d bi-

police when Diane failed to return h

- frem work on Friday aftemoun

&cmrdmg to the coroner’s report,

‘splte the severzty of her beating and ﬁa

ck, Sergaanﬁ . :
medical examiner’s afﬁce re;mrteé
several small scratches were discovered

on the girl's legs and that the soles
_ her nylon stockings were filthy, an i

~ cation that she had walked on a di
Hloor or on the payement for some
tance. The victim's shoes were missin

Al her other apparel was intact,

A rifled handbag belonging to Diane

. Shieids subsequently was picked up in
_the general area of the abandoned car.
_Only a few pennies were found in the
. change purse. Cash and several credit
~cards were missing.

come friendly with a ybung woman,

_ identified as Liz Shanley, 22, who was

mpioyed in the office of a prominen
G mﬁmd on page




Attendants removed shrouded corpse of
courageous university student from apartment
where he was slain by fleeing intruder.

Who Invited a
Killer to the Party?

Holiday festivities were over when the
evening’s last visitor arrived, but the knife-wielding
stranger brought new excitement with him




by EDDIE KRELL

KANSAS CITY, FEBRUARY 16, 1971

M As 1970 drew slowly to a close, a
rash of rapes, robberies, muggings and
burglaries was plaguing a neighborhood
of older homes and new apartments that
was located several miles south of Kan-
sas City’s downtown business district
and which recently had become popu-
lar with students from the University of
Missouri-K.C. and the Art Institute.
Not usually as safety-conscious as

other local residents, the students had,
for the most part, abandoned even their
minimal security precautions during the
excitement of the holiday season. By
New Year’s Eve, they had let their guard
down completely, failing to screen any-

one who might choose to drop by, un-
invited, to one of the many parties in
the neighborhood.

University students Larry George and
Melvin Farris had planned a New Year’s
Eve Party for their apartment on the
third floor of a six-unit building located
on the 4000 block of Warwick Boule-
vard. The roommates shared a unit in
the modern building which was flanked
by two large, older homes.

George and Farris worked that day
but when Farris returned to the apart-
ment at 6 p.M., he found his roommate
already preparing for the party. The
vouths expected about seven or eight

couples. Many were former high school
friends who attended the University of
Kansas and were back in town for the
holidays.

The party turned out to be a quiet
affair and it was shortly after midnight
when some of the couples started to drift
home. By the time Melvin Farris left
with his girlfriend, only three people
were remaining at the apartment.

Larry George and his girlfriend,
Louise Lassiter, already were asleep.
Tom Harris, a friend, was in Melvin’s
bedroom, leafing through stacks of books
on English literature. He thought about
going to sleep, (Continued on page 74)

Modern exterior of Warwick Boulevard
building masked grim scene of carnage inside.
Trail of blood began on sidewalk outside
victim’s home, led police to suspect (1)
with record as sex offender.
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_ Together,
" It Spells
U-R-D-E-R

by JAY WILLIAMS

$, ¢

M - is for Miami where
they found him
U - is for the ultimate
in butchery
R - is for the record of
his past escapades
D - is for detectives who
tracked down clues
E - is for the evidence
on the weapons
R -is for the roommate
who broke the case

Raphael Susi went south, dismembered
and packed in four suitcases

(note circled hand). Backtracking his
trip, officers found a man they

L labelled “Mr. Clean” with

B 2 dirty secret.
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PUT HIM ALL
TOGETHER IT SPELLS
M-U-R-D-E-R

continued

He rushed back inside the terminal
to get his superiors. The manager came
out with other employees and they
opened the suitcase more fully, Inside
them were a number of whitish bags,
neatly packed and folded, their ends
twisted shut with wire fasteners.

A quick slash with a penknife and
the mystery of the putrid stench was
solved. Out popped a clawed hand at-
tached to an arm.

An attendant at a parking lot next
door later detailed in graphic words for
reporters the macabre discovery:

“I saw what looked like chunks of
meat, one of them almost -three feet
long, wrapped in a clear cellophane.
The suitcase was dripping blood by now
and it was running onto the pavement.”

Greyhound officials lost no time in
alerting Miami police and officers sped
to the scene. In the suitcase already
opened by the handler, police found
bagged another arm and two legs. The
arms were severed at the shoulder.
The legs at the hip joint.

In another hastily-opened suitcase, the
officers found the chest and the head of
the victim, a man believed to be in his
early 30s. '

The other two suitcases held the
man’s abdomen and the buttocks, cut
down the middle, and, like all the pieces,
neatly enclosed in plastic bags. It was

28

Dets. Fitzgibbons (1) and Cawley
backtracked the man who became a

macabre jigsaw puzzle and found
evidence at scene of the butchery.

a savage work of slaughter, strangely
tempered by the careful packaging, one
policeman noted.

There was a tattoo of a flying blue-
bird on the left upper arm of the but-
chered man. The head had a hawk nose
and a swarthy complexion with curly
black hair,

“It’s possible he is of Mediterrean
origin,” Sergeant Edward McDermott of
the Miami Homicide Squad, one of the
first officers to arrive on the scene, told
newsmen who soon flocked to the ter-
minal. )

The back of the head from the nude,
dismembered body showed bludgeon
marks, as if the victim had been struck
repeated blows with a heavy object.

To the assistant medical examiner of
Dade County, Dr. Brian Blackbourne,
fell the gruesome task of reassembling
the body, like an unreal and hellish jig-
saw puzzle. All the parts were accounted
for but the man's ring finer. The victim
was about 5 feet, 6 inches tall and
weighed 128 pounds, the assistant ME
reported. He said the man had been
struck at least five times on the back of
the head.

According to Sergeant Russell Leas-
burg, who, with Sergeant McDermott,
was assigned te the case, the crime bore
all the signs of a gangland revenge slay-
ing. The four suitcases had been shipped

to a Miami Beach address and police
theorized that the body might have been
sent as a macabre announcement of the
grisly fate of the victim; possibly a sa-
tanic warning from the underworld.

However, before the sun was very
high in the tropical heavens, on-the-spot
questioning convinced police that no one
residing at that particular address in
Miami Beach knew anything about the
victim, even after théy were shown a
“death mask™ picture of his face.

“These people are completely inno-
cent,” Leasburg said. “There is no known
tie-in.” Thus, the “greeting card of
death” angle was dropped by the in-
vestigators. .

One of the first things the detectives
did, of course, was to dig immediately
into Greyhound records for a ‘possible
clue to the gory case. The suitcases, they
learned, had been put aboard the bus
at the Greyhound terminal at 525 Elev-
enth Avenue, at Forty-first Street in New
York City, on the morning of January
18, a Monday, some 48 hours earlier.

The shipper had paid $22 to trans-
port .the suitcases to Miami and had laid
out an additional $1 to insure the con-
tents for $250. Greyhound officials told
the investigators that the shipper thus
had to appear in person in New York
City to sign the insurance application.

The bags were shipped “to be picked

.



Sinister Sex Group Leader
Breaks His Silence In This
Exclusive Interview...

Recently I sat down with a man who B
taught me more about having sex with 2 s
attractive women in a couple hours than = .
all the "seduction masters" combined F s

have in the past 4 years. Let's call him

"Anton" - Anton does NOT have movie

is:'.tar good looks, a fat bank account, or
ame.

In fact he's in his 50's, his hair is grey
I(’I\.mrhat's left of it), and he routinely
angs out with people half his age.

When I first saw himoutataclub I
thought to myself "This guy must be a
real loser..." 1 couldn't have been more
wrong!

=


https://forbiddenpatterns.com/sss

up.” When the bus arrived just after
midnight, January 20, the express lug-
gage, as distinct from the bags the pas-
sengers brought with them, was taken
to the baggage area. And it was there
that the gory discovery began unfolding.
There was little decomposition to the
body, the medical examiner had re-
ported. So, the killer had dismembered
his victim not too long before packing
the pieces and taking them to the bus
depot. The airtight seal also helped
hamper decomposition. “Apparently, the
body was dissected Monday,” Dr. Black-
bourne informed the homicide men.

INGERPRINTS were taken of: the re-

maining fingers—minus the ring digit.
Copies were sent to the FBI in Wash-
ington and to the New York City police,
along with a picture of the victim’s face
in death.

Identification of the butchered victim
quickly was arrived at by both Miami
police and New York authorities. In
Florida, Richard Hall of the Dade Coun-
ty Public Safety Department dug into
the records and matched the prints of
the claim man against a civilian regis-
tration file of one Rafael Toledo Susi,

31. Susi had registered with Miami Beach -

police when he applied for a bartender
job in 1969. (Such registration is re-
quired of all employees in a public ser-
vice in Miami Beach.) Susi had no crim-
inal record in Florida.

Meanwhile, New York City police
checked their records against the prints
sent from Miami and found that they
belonged indeed to Susi, except that in
New York he was listed by the angli
cized name of “Raphael” Toledo Susi.

Two brothers of the victim were lo-
cated in Miami Beach. Sergeant Leas-
burg brought them to the morgue, where
they idenified their brother. Neither
brother could offer any idea of who
could have murdered Susi and shipped
his body in four suitcases to Miami. The
body had not been shipped to their ad-
dress, but to the Meridan Avenue resi-
dence of persons who had never heard
of Susi, Sergeant Leasburg told reporters.

With that identification and followup
checking, the work of Miami's police
appeared ended and the emphasis on
the horrible case swung to New York
City. There records showed that Susi
lived in a six-story, renovated tenement
at 443 West Forty-sixth Street, just off
“Ninth Avenue on Manhattan’s West Side.

According to Detective Edward Fitz-

gibbons of the West Thirty-fifth Street
police stationhouse, Susi had been ar-
rested in 1965 for a confidence game, in
which he was charged with bilking a
woman out of $4000, and his prints were
on file for that crime. Fitzgibbons said
Susi also had a number of minor gam-
bling arrests on his record. He was listed
as an actor and a professional dancer,
although he lately had not worked.

A Cuban national, Susi came to this
country in 1960. He quickly became
known as a West Side playboy, accord-
ing to police, frequenting the garish
night spots of the Times Square area.
He had lived briefly in Miami Beach in
1969, then returned north. Susi had a
reputation for being well-dressed and
manicured. His acting talents not in de-
mand, Susi showed no visible support
except for some part-time jobs.

Checking on the address, Fitzgibbons
and his partner, Detective John Cawley,

both under the command of Lieutenant
Aaron Mazon, commander of the West
Thirty-fourth Street Squad, discovered
that Susi had a roommate.

He was Bauke (Bobby) Geertsma, 25,
a Dutch national in this country two
years. Geertsma was not in when police
arrived. A construction engineer and free
lance artist, he reportedly was in Toron-
to, Canada, where his firm, a London-
based engineering company, maintained
offices.

On the basis of the search warrant,
the building superintendent let the two
police officers into the apartment, Num-
ber 15, on the third floor. It was a
tastefully-furnished, 4%-room renovated
flat, neat as a pin. When the detectives
arrived, on January 21, the place shone
with a brightness to cheer the heart of
the most demanding housewife. But
there was no housewife, although Geert-
sma previously (Continued on page 50)

He had a passion for tidiness, but slipped up on the
most important cleaning job of his life and got caught.
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HOW DO YOU KIDNAP A WHOLE TOWN? '

BAD NIGHT IN
BENNETTSVILL

%
i

The fanatical intruders didn't care who got hurt,
so0 long as nothing interfered with their master plan

30



Senator Lindsay wasn't
home when kidnapers came
calling, so his wife and

son bore the brunt of the
frustrated men’s anger

and became hostages in the
alleged political plot
centered in Bennettsville (L).

by C. MOORE MANET

BENNETTSVILLE, S.C., FEBRUARY 7, 1971

® Chevis Street in Florence, S.C., threads east through a -

short tunnel formed by the massive support-structure of
the Seaboard Coastline Railroad overpass. On both ap-
proach sides of the tunnel are clearly marked road signs
warning motorists that the overhang is dangerously low
and that there is sufficient clearance only for the passage
of cars.

At 1:45 on the afternoon of Saturday, January 16, 1971,
two blacks in their 20s were in a high-domed, panel-
sided van that bore North Carolina plates and came
speeding along Chevis Street toward the underpass. But
the one road sign alone interested the truck’s driver. It
read “U.S. 52, 401, Darlington, 5 mi.”

“How we doin’?” the passenger asked the driver.

The driver’s jaw was set. He nodded somberly. “Right
on,” he said. “This here’s the road to Bennettsville.”

At that split second, the dome of the rented van
smashed with piledriver force into the concrete-and-steel
overpass. The fast-moving truck crunched to a shuddering
halt with a rending of metal and a rain of splintered
glass. The two men were hurled toward the padded dash-
board, hammering their heads aginst the fragmented
windshield. Had they not been buckled in securely with
their seat belts, they well might have been killed for the
force of the crash was equal to the jolt they would have
received driving off the roof of a four-story building.

continued on next page
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Wayne Chavis couldn't risk his family’s safety when
invaders burst into his home, so they all became

BAD NIGHT IN BENNETTSVILLE confinved

Other motorists already had reached
the wreckage and the siren of an ap-
proaching patrol car was screaming over
the lines of stalled traffic by the time
the men, dazed and shaken, crawled out
of the wreck. One of them, the passen-
ger, fumbled for a cigaret and shoved it
between his lips. Then, in a blind rage,
he kicked the smashed truck and ham-
mered against the side panel with his
fist. Witnesses who heard his outburst
recognized the quality of his anger with-
out understanding its meaning or signi-
ficance.

“We shafted, man,” he rumbled
throatily. We can’t help her, now. What
we gonna do? Lookit we done to the
van,”

Driven to Florence police headquar-
ters in the patrol car, the two men were
taken to police court, where Jack Hy-
man, the investigating officer, explained
to the magistrate that the crushed rental
truck that the pair had been riding in
was a total loss.
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“What’s your name?” the magistrate
asked the truck’s driver.
The driver snorted angrily. “You got

‘my license,” he said. “I give it to the

man when he arrested me.”

“I asked for your name,” the magis-
trate said again. “And your address,
while youre about it.”

“Grover Bennett,” the driver muttered
sullenly. He gave an address in Char-
lotte, N.C., and said that he was 23
years of age.

The van’s passenger identified himself
as Charles L. Scales, 22, of Bennetts-
ville, S.C. They had been in Charlotte
and were heading for Bennettsville, he
said, when the accident occurred.

“Bennettsville?” the police magistrate
echoed. “We've got an officer, here, from
Bennettsville. A real good man. You
might know him.” He supplied the offi-
cer’s name,

“I know him,” Scales said. “He’s my
brother-in-law.”

That, as it turned out, was a fortunate

prisoners. Once she broke loose, Patricia Chavis got
control of VW bus’ wheel and sped to freedom.

circumstance for the pair. Grover Ben-
nett was ordered to jail, charged with
disregarding signs near the approach to
the Seaboard Coastline overpass. Neither
he nor his companion had any money
and, had it not been for Scales’ brother-
in-law who posted the required $17.00
bond, Bennett might have remained in
the cell block for some time. The two
men additionally were lucky in that the
brother-in-law was going off-shift and
volunteered to give them a lift to Ben-
nettsville, in Marlboro County some 30
miles away.

In the colorful brochure which is dis-
tributed by the ocal Chamber of Com-
merce, it is noted that Bennettsville,
S.C., is a quiet and gracious community
whose 7500 residents, “in harmony with
the leisurely surroundings, enjoy life to
the fullest—the way life is meant to be
enjoyed, without hustle and bustle, with
the grace of dignity, the warmth of
friendliness, and a liberal leavening of
justifiable civic pride.”




Battle-hardened Jamie Lee,
his wife and daughter were at

home when plotters came in
with hostage. Fast-thinking by
ex-Ranger (R, showing where

bullet almost got him) foiled
plan for a mass kidnaping.

There is no doubt that Bennettsville is
all of those things, as well as being a
close-knit community of good neighbors
with a well defined sense of involvement
in local affairs. The town’s woman may-
or, affable and efficient Mrs. Jessie L.
Blackwell, was a schoolteacher for many
years.

The mayor knows most residents by
their Christian names, having taught
them, or their parents, or their children,
at one time or another. Mayor Blackwell
is a prime mover in bringing cultural
and uplifting activities to her lovely
little town. Her lively interest in educa-
tional and spiritual stimulation is part
of her remarkable charm.

That Saturday of January 16 promised
to be a particularly busy day in the
Marlboro County capital. There always
were rural crowds in town to do their
weekly shopping and, in the evening,
the choir of the University of South
Carolina was performing a concert at
Bennettsville High School.

continved on page 35



Bullet-riddled Charles Scales (L and
above getting emergency treatment) died for
scheme that seemed doomed from start.

BAD NIGHT IN BENNETTSVILLE

continued

S

i

.

Grover Bennett (2) decided to give up
when plan failed. Chief Driggers and Mayor
Jessie Blackwell later reviewed case.
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Saturday, too, was the first day in
office for Bennettsville’s new chief of
police, Henry M. Driggers, who had
been sworn in on the previous day by
Judge of Probate Walter M. Newton.
The installation ceremonies at City ‘Hall,
attended by the entire police force, were
presided over by Mayor Blackwell. Chief
Driggers, a veteran of 23 years on the
Bennettsville force, promised the vigi-
lance of his department in keeping the
town’s peace and maintaining Bennetts-
ville as the kind of place in which folks
would be happy and proud to live.

Thus, traffic in Bennettsville was some-
what heavier than usual on Saturday
night. A great many area residents went
to the high school that evening to hear
the prize-winning university choir. Not
all of them, of course, but they were
there in sufficient numbers to substanti-
ally reduce the number of cars parked
on the streets in other sections of town.
As a result, Grover Bennett and Charles
Scales, their bizarre plan seething in

their minds, walked clear to the corner
of Weatherly and Covington Street be-
fore they finally saw the kind of vehicle
they needed. It was a light blue Volks-
wagen bus, not too different from the
van they had wrecked in Florence that
afternoon.

Scales loked at the tires. The rubber
seemed to be in good shape. All in all,
from its general condition, the Volks-

-wagen seemed equal to the extraordinary

use for which they intended it. From
the position of the van near the curb, it
was an easy matter to determine in
which house the owner lived, so Scales
patted. the pistol in his right pants
pocket, then, with the other hand, he
fished out a few of the .32-caliber
cartridges from the left pocket.

“Got all you need?” he asked Bennett.

“Plenty,” Grover Bennett said.

Inside the house, Wayne Chavis and
his attractive wife, Patricia, having fin-
ished eating dinner, washed up the
dishes and joined their four children in

front of the television set in the living
room. Chavis, 31, who owned and op-
erated a barber shop on the Charaw
highway, had worked a long day. He
was tired and reveled in the luxury of
just sitting back in his easy chair doing
nothing. A family friend had been in-
vited over to visit for an hour or two
and was expected momentarily. The
Chavis children—Dina, 13; Donnie, 10;
Suzanne, 9, and Dawn, 5—were watch-
ing the closing sequence of a favorite
television program, “My Three Sons.”
Suddenly, there was a gentle knock on
the door.

“It was a really soft knock,” Wayne
Chavis later related to reporters. “Like
a woman’s knock. Dina. . .she’s our 13-
year-old . . . went to the door.”

Two tall, husky black men stepped
over the threshold with guns in their
fists. The girl cried out, but immediately
was ordered to shut up. Wayne Chavis
continued: “When the man stepped in
one of (Continued on page 58)

Standing before his fellow senators, Lindsay, still shaken by his family’'s
ordeal, described complexities of plot purportedly based on freeing Angela Davis.




DAYTON, OHIO FEBRUARY 22, 1971

WM A recent plague of break-ins had
caused many sleepless nights for the
owners of the Bengal Lunch on the east
side of Dayton, Ohio. Although the late-
night intruders had not gotten away with
much money, they had done serious
damage to the restaurant which recently
had undergone extensive remodeling.

Located at 1410 East Fifth Street, the
eatery drew most of its customers from
nearby Stivers High School, having been
christened, in fact, after the school’s
athletic teams nicknamed the Tigers.
Several small factories also were situated
in the area and in addition to students
and neighborhood residents, the restau-
rant had become popular with many
“ workers.
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Proprietors of the Bengal Lunch were
Mr. and Mrs. Mickey McCroson and
Mrs. Carrie Protsman, Mrs. McCroson’s
sister. Mickey McCroson was a former
sporting events promoter who at one
time had operated a bar in downtown
Dayton.

The sisters had years of experience in
the restaurant business. As young wom-
en, they had worked together at a local
envelope company. In the 1930s, they
had decided to launch their careers as
businesswomen, taking over a vacant
building near the envelope factory and
opening a sandwich shop. They pros-
pered at their new vocation and soon
opened 4 diner in an old trolley car at
Third and Abbey Streets in Dayton.

Throughout the years, they had owned
other places—a grill on Third Street
called Martin’s Restaurant and a place
on Route 25 near the San Rae Gardens
that eventually had to be torn down.
And in later years they were comfort-
ably set at the Bengal Lunch.

Mrs. Protsman, 74, had not worked in
many years. She had moved in with her
sister after her husband had passed
away.

Mrs. McCroson, 64, had a son and
daughter, seven grandchildren and a
great-grandchild. She had not worked at
the restaurant during the past month,
taking an unusual mid-winter vacation.

Mickey McCroson was running the
place, but a number of employees helped

continued on page 39




Customers Areni
Always Right

by PRIEST COLLINS

In aftermath of tragedy, Miami Township
Emergency Squad removed bodies of
Carrie Prostman (|) and Margaret
McCroson (both women shown in younger
days) from scene of carnage.

& Ty .1 With eyes on the day’s
.. A\ o receipts, four patrons

' allegedly paid the owners of
the Bengal Lunch a

deadly nighttime visit
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As officers fanned out to search for clues on grounds surrounding
comfortable suburban home (1), police technicians carrying
equipment prepared for examination of interior of house.

CUSTOMERS
AREN’T ALWAYS
RIGHT

continved
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him serve the students and the workers.

The McCroson home was an attrac-
tive brick ranch house on Lamme Road
in Miami Township, a suburb south of
Dayton. The McCrosons had been living
in the house since 1957 and Mrs. Prots-
man had joined them there in October
of 1970.

On Saturday, January 16, 1971, busi-
ness at the Bengal Lunch had been light.
School was out at the high school and
Mickey McCroson closed about 8 p.M.
After cleaning and straightening up the
place, he found some records to work on,
then went to sleep in a room in the back
of the restaurant. If anybody broke in
that night, he would be there, waiting.
But Mickey McCroson slept soundly un-
til morning. There were no disturbances
at the Bengal Lunch.

At the McCroson home, everything
appeared quiet. The neighborhood was
located in an affluent section of town
not far from exclusive Governor's Hill,
where the price of houses often reached
six figures.

About 11 am., Mrs. McCroson's
daughter-in-law drove up to the house
from her home in nearby Centerville for
a visit. It was a cold, cloudy morning,
but a heavy snow storm had stopped.
As the woman got out of her car and
stepped over the snow-covered walk to
the front porch, she grabbed an iron
railing and walked to the front door.

Pressing the bell, she got no response.
She knocked, but still no one answered.
Trying the door, she found it unlocked
and walked inside.

Seconds later, the woman came run-
ning outside, dashing to a neighbor’s
home. She pounded on a door, scream-
ing that something terrible had hap-
pened at the McCroson home. Brought
inside to use the telephone, she called
Miami Township police.

Suburban officers soon pulled up in
front of the house on Lamme Road.
When they got a look inside, they real-
ized they were faced with a job for a
much larger police department and a
call was made to the Montgomery Coun-
ty sheriff's office in downtown Dayton,
requesting detectives experienced in
murder investigation.

Detective Sergeant Harlan Andrew led
Detectives Dave Lett, Wally Wilson,
Louis Wright and Larry Jackson to the
murder scene. Sergeant James Moore, in
charge of the Miami Township officers,
met the county detectives at the door
to the house on Lamme Road.

The detectives went inside the house,
finding the living room in order. The
furniture reflected good taste and seemed
comfortable.

In the kitchen, however, the lawmen
found Margaret McCroson lying in the
middle of a bloody poo! on the floor.
Mrs. Carrie Protsman’s body was dis-
covered in the bathroom. The women
had been bound hand and foot and a
pair of handcuffs had been used to re-
strain one of the victims.

Newsmen gathered outside, but they
were denied entrance to the house.

“There’s blood all over the place,” a
policeman told them. “You wouldn’t see
this in a movie.” '

“It almost looks like an execution,”
another officer said.

Calling at the homes of immediate
neighbors, investigators found no one
who had reported seeing or hearing any

sign of a disturbance. Other officers, try-
ing to find a lead, were searching for a
motive.

“Where is Mr. McCroson,” a detective
asked.

Officers were sent to the Bengal
Lunch, where they found the missing
relative. He was given the tragic news
and escorted home.

The grief-stricken man had no infor-
mation that could provide police with a
lead. He had stayed at the restaurant,
he said, and his wife and sister-in-law
had been home alone. He knew of no
visitors they expected, and he had no
idea of who might have wanted to harm
them.

“We'll have the state men from Lon-
don process the house,” Sergeant Andrew
said. “Be careful not to touch anything.
We'll go over the place closely later to
see if anything has been missing.”

At first, there appeared to be some
uncertainty as to what kind of weapon
had been used to kill the women. Out-
side, reports that the victims had been
shot circulated among newsmen. But
none of the neighbors reported hearing
gunfire.

Inside, officers found no evidence that
a gun had been used. There were no
expended shell casings, slugs, or marks,
on the walls or floors and the lawmen
noted no bullet wounds on the victims.

“Looks like they were beaten to
death,” a detective said. “They were tied
hand and foot and then bludgeoned with
a blunt instrument.”

Later that afternoon, detectives com-
pleted their examination of the house.

They had found no evidence of forced
entry. Examination of the doors and win-
dows had uncovered no pry marks and
the locks seemed in order.

“Mrs. McCroson’s daughter said the
door was unlocked when she got here,”
an officer said. “The women are dressed,
so it didn’t happen very late at night.
Somebody obviously came to the door
and the women let him in. At least,
that’s the way I make it.”

Headquarters for the Ohio Bureau of
Criminal Investigation and Identification
at London is about an hour’s drive from
Dayton. Soon, Agent Ross Tipton arrived
at the murder scene with two B.C.I. men
and their equipment.

“We'll want the entire house proc-
essed,” Sergeant Andrew told them.
“Looks like there was a search here . . .
things have been moved about, but we're
not sure yet (Continued on page 71)
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BAEEDING, WEALTH,
L00KS.... SUSAN HAD
EVERYTHING GOING
FOR HER, PLUS

FOR A TOTALLY
DIFFERENT

LIFE AMID

THE DREGS OF
HUMANITY, RIGHT
UP UNTIL THE
NIGHT MEN TURNED
INTO BEASTS AND
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by VERNON BILL

FORT LAUDERDALE, FLA., JANUARY 25, 1971

8 Susan Bacon might have married into wealth or
found a highly rewarding career as a linguist

with the United Nations. She had the breeding, the
education and all the opportunities. But, somewhere
along the way, her life style broke down and

she found herself on a twisting path downward that
led inevitably, it seemed, to destruction. Such

is the background of the strange and violent story
that might have been called “Susan and The Outlaws,”
the tale of the sophisticated, well-born-and
European-educated girl who held a rendezvous of
death with a wild motorcycle gang who drank, slept
and even made love amid their own garbage. But
all that was to come out later. And it might never
have come out had not Susan, rousing instinctively

to the call of her breeding from the depths of a
sordid adventure, defied The Outlaws in their own
lair, where their kangaroo justice sealed her death
warrant.

The tragic events began unfolding on Monday
afternoon, December 27, 1970, when three boys
ventured off Florida’s Highway 27, about ten miles
west of Fort Lauderdale, on the new motor scooters
they had gotten for Christmas. They were testing
the new vehicles on the rolling contours of Markham
Park, an uncompleted Broward Country recreation
spot beside the North New River Canal.

Among the coral boulders and partly hidden by a
clump of the Everglades sawgrass that gives the
park a natural setting, they spotted a crumpled
form in black and gray. Intrigued, they stopped
their scooters, jumped off and went closer, quickly
realizing that it was a young woman sprawled over
chunks of coral and obviously dead.

She wore a black, long-sleeve blouse and a gray
mini-skirt that exposed long, trim legs. She had
long blonde hair and once might have been a striking
looking girl, but, bloody and mutilated from savage
wounds, she no longer seemed attractive. One
side of her head bore a huge bruise and blood
seeped from at least two wounds of her upper body.
Her freckled face also was bloody.

The boys were shaken by their discovery, but they
quickly mounted their scooters and sped out of the
park to a nearby filling station on State Road 84.
They told the operator what they had found,
stammering out the story in their excitement, and
he telephoned the office of Broward County Sheriff
Edward Stack.

Uniformed police, homicide detectives and

continved on next page

“Blue’” Starrett had “‘Born

to Raise Hell”’ tattooed on one
arm and, according to his
pals, did just that.
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As ambulance attendants prepared to remove
Susan’s body from park, officers started to look
for clues (1). Evidence found in abandoned

car ({) was linked to victim, then to the suspects.

THE ORGY TURNED INTO
A BLOODBATH continved

a technician from the medical examiner’s
office soon were in action at the scene
and, before dusk, the murder investi-
gation was well underwayms After pic-
tures were taken of the body and its
surroundings and measurements were
made, the dead woman was removed to
the medical examiner’s office for a closer
observation of possible clues to identity
and for an autopsy to determine the
cause of death and the condition of the
victim before death.

No purse or other identification was
found with the body, but the young
woman obviously had not been dead
long and a clear set of fingerprints could
be taken from the still firm flesh of her
fingers. Then doctors began the autopsy.

The M.E’s report showed the woman
had received two blows on the head
from a broad instrument, possibly with
enough force to knock her out before
she died. Death was caused by gunshot.
She had been shot once through the
right shoulder by a shotgun. The charge
had ranged downward, severing an ar-
tery from which her life blood would
have emptied in seconds. She also had



been shot through the heart at point-
blank range. Either wound would have
been fatal.

The heart wound apparently had been
caused by a pistol shot and Sheriff
Stack told newsmen: “We assume two
guns were used.” He added, “She appar-
ently was shot at the scene and may
have been lying on her back as a gun-
man stood over her.”

The woman, estimated to be about
30 years of age, had not been sexually
molested, the autopsy indicated. Nor had
her undergarments been disarrayed, as
is usual in sex-motivated violence.

A blood analysis showed ‘a reading
of .27, indicating a high degree of
alcoholic intoxication just before death.

Missing persons reports were scoured
immediately for a description of one
matching that of the murder victim. One
of the first place authorities in South
Florida look for a fingerprint identifica-

tion is in the so-called civilian registra-
tion files. Police along Florida’s “Gold
Coast” require all employes of establish-
ments providing food, beverage, lodging
and entertainment to the public to be
photographed and fingerprinted. And in
the case of the woman found in Mark-
ham Park, the prints were matched
within hours with those on file at the
Fort Lauderdale police department.

She was identified as Susan Bacon,
31, who had complied with the regis-
tration law- when she went to work for
a brief period at one of the city’s finer
restaurants, the Moonraker.

The police registration card, however,
provided only a fleeting glimpse into the
complex life of Susan Bacon and gave
no hint of her qualifications for a far
more prestigious station than that of a
waitress. It soon was determined that
she was the unmarried daughter of a
well-to-do couple who lived in the fash-

ionable Harbor Beach section of Fort
Lauderdale.
Detectives went to work immediately

. to trace the young woman’s movements

before her death, which the coroner
placed at about 2 a.M. on December 27,
some 13 hours before her body was
found by the three boys on motor
scooters. The first stages of the investi-
gation indicated that it might prove to
be a long and difficult one.

“We are just going to have to do a
lot of cross-checking of all her friends
and acquaintances,” Sheriff Stack told
reporters four days after the murder.
“Also, we must check the people she
could have met the night she was killed.

“We are working night and day,”
Stack added. “Even though today is
New Year’s Day, we haven't been cele-
brating and we have been digging into
this as much as ever. But this case is
obviously going (Continued on page 68)

“‘Grubby’’ Summers (L} escaped being charged for murder,
but faces accessory rap. Anthony Shockey (]) was indicted for
his role in brutal slaying that followed booze-sex orgy.
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B Southeast of Charleston, off the Caro-
lina coast, a complex of dune-high white
sand islands shuts in the broad historic
harbor formed by the confluence of the
Ashley and Cooper Rivers. Among the
outlying ridges of barrier dunes is a frag-
ment of shifting bar some five and one-
half miles long by little more than a mile
in width. This is Folly Island.

The earliest maps of the region, pre-
pared in the 1670s for the Lord’s Pro-
prietors of His Majesty’s Carolina Planta-
tion, do not show an island of this name.
When Governor William Sayle landed
the first British colonists on the west
bank of the Ashley River, only a few
Indians, Cusabos of the Kiawah tribe,
were encamped along the bar. There, in
season, they dug clams and netted water-
fowl in the marshy lee of the dunes.
They had better sense than to build per-
manent homes along the beach where
they would be at the mercy of the ever-
lashing seas and the unbridled fury of
the fall and winter gales.

Today, Folly Beach is a lovely resort
with a permanent population of about
1200 residents. A wide causeway at the

FOLLY BEACH, S.C., FEBRUARY 1, 1971

end of South Carolina Highway 171
links Folly Island directly with Charles-
ton and there are rows of cottages, a
boardwalk, a plaza and a rebuilt pavilion
—not that these are certain to remain.
Despite the planting of groins and piled-
stone breakwaters, the angry Atlantic al-
ready has washed away a row of houses
on the upper beach, It is when hurri-
canes flail north that the low-lying island
seems so aptly named. All it takes is a
bad storm to point up the rashness of
building for permanence on Folly Island.

During the Saturday night of August
29, 1970, the marine weather report
contained particulars of a new tropical
disturbance which had come into being
off Pointe-a-Pitre in the southern Lee- .
wards. The turbulence was centered in
the vicinity of the Windward Passage
near Cuba and was expected to reach
the Florida mainland within 24 hours.

Word of another hurricane-watch was
depressing news to the business com-
munity at Folly Beach. The summer sea-
son was fast drawing to a close and since

continued on next page

It was no ordinary drowning
victim that had been washed
up at Folly Beach with lungs full
of fresh water, wearing his

bathing suit backward

Seaside vacation
at aptly-named
resort area turned
into deadend trip
for Georgia motorist.




Broad causeway in background links
South Carolina mainland to popular tourist city.

CASE OF THE TELL-TALE TRUNKS continued

the tourist industry was vital to the is-
land’s economy, an overcast weekend
plus the possibility of a severe storm be-
fore Labor Day was a disheartening
prospect.

At the pavilion, that night, the muggy
weather cast a pall over the usual fes-
tivities. The crowds were thin and the
pitchmen seemed to lose their enthusi-
asm at a relatively early hour. :

Just after 11:30, a teenaged couple,
after dancing for awhile at the plaza,
took off for the east end of the island
where their families had homes. They
could have gone by way of the board-
walk, or made their way along the dark-
ened streets. Instead, they descended the
stairs to the beach and strolled along the
wet packed sand above the surf-line.

The tide, which had been high at
7:15, still was falling. The beach, dark
and forbidding under a clouded sky, was
deserted. There was no sound but the
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seethe of the receding surf and the
rhythmic booming of a distant groaner-
buoy, swinging in the channel on the
seaward tide.

About half a mile up the beach, the
girl, who was walking barefoot, sud-
denly tripped over a sizeable object ly-
ing in the sand. Despite the darkness,
she knew at once what it was—but for
a second she stood rooted to the spot,
unwilling to trust her frightening flash
of intuition. Her boyfriend knelt and
stretched out his hand.

“Hey...” he said hoarsely. “It's a
guy. He's d-dead. The tide must have
brought him in.”

Although the girl’s fingers flew to her
mouth, they could not stifle the full-
throated scream which tore from her lips.
Sobbing, she pounded across the beach,
plunging through the knee-high Johnson
grass which grew on the ridge of the
dunes. With her boyfriend only a few

strides behind her, she ran toward the
lights of a cottage which was close to
the foot of Fifth Street. From thére a
telephone call was put through to Chief
Fred L. Janowczyk, head of Folly Is-
land’s three-man police force.

Chief Janowczyk, a career policeman
with 18 years in law enforcement, noti-
fied Officer Tom Barrineau, Assistant
Fire Chief Dick Amos and Roy Jordan
of the Folly Beach Rescue Squad. In a
matter of minutes, the officers arrived at
the foot of Fifth Street and struck off
across the strand. In the near distance,
the Folly Beach Rescue Emergency truck
hurtled down the ramp and careened
across the loose sand to the hard-packed
beach below. Claxoning as it came, it at-
tracted scores of cottagers who streamed
over the dunes to the breakwater near
the foot of Fifth Street.

Floodlit by the beams of powerful
porta-lamps and flashlights, the dead



man, clad only in navy blue swim trunks,

lay face up in the damp sand. He was
slightly built and looked to be about 40
years of age. His arms were at his sides.
Presumably, his body had washed ashore

in the fullness of the tide and had been
left in the lee of the breakwater when

the sea receded. -

To members of the rescue squad who
were about to lift their pulmotor appa-
ratus out of the truck, Chief Janowczyk
shook his head. )

“It won't do any good,” he pointed
out. “It didn’t happen just a while ago.
He’s been here for at least five hours.”

The tide, that night, had turned at
7:15, the police chief explained. Since
the body had been discovered just below
the high water mark, it was to be pre-
sumed that the victim, already dead for
some time, had drifted to the beach
either on the incoming tide or during
the full. _

Coroner Jennings Cauthen, who ar-
rived before midnight, examined the
body under the light of the porta-lamps
and ruled that death had been caused
by drowning. Until an autopsy could be

" performed, he would not hazard an

continued on next page
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CASE OF THE TELL-TALE TRUNKS confinued

Pleasant East Atlantic Avenue cottage provided unlikely
backdrop for alleged sadistic beating and revenge murder.

opinion concerning the actual time of
death.

While awaiting the Charleston County
ambulance which was to transport the

victim to the morgue, Chief Janowczyk.

inquired about several elements which
had aroused his interest. There was a
strange-looking bruise which extended
left across the bridge of the victim’s
nose. Another bruise, almost two inches
square, ran across his throat. At the dead
man’s nostrils and mouth, there were no
traces of the blood-flecked froth which
is usually present in cases of surf drown-

ing.

Still another particular disturbed the
police chief. Although there was no way
to predict the manner in which a “float-
er” would wash ashore, one did not usu-
ally find a drowning victim lying on his
back, his arms close to his sides in an
attitude of quiet repose. Janowczyk, who
had attended both the South Carolina
Police Academy and the National Police
Academy of Applied Science, was trained
to look for little things. He studied the
hollow which had been scooped out of
the sand by the undertow as the tide
receded from the corpse. It seemed too
deep a depression, somehow. The tide
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must have worked on that hollow for a
long time. More, it occurred to the po-
lice chief that the body must have float-
ed like a cork on the very surface of the
water to have settled on the beach so
close to the high tide mark.

Janowczyk could not shake off the
thought that perhaps the body had not
been placed in the shallows by the sea.
He directed his two colleagues to make
a careful search along the beach for the
victim’s clothes or for any other belong-
ings which might suggest that a swim-
mer had left them, intending to return.

It was when the body of the unknown
victim was being lifted onto a stretcher
for transfer to the mortuary that the
Folly Beach police chief made a most
astonishing discovery.

The dead man’s bathing trunks were
on backwards!

The mesh athletic supporter which
should have been at the front of the
garment was at the back. When this
fact was pointed out to several of the
officials, Chief Janowczyk was surprised
that their reaction was quite different
from his own. It was entirely conceivable
to his colleagues that the man could
have pulled on his trunks backwards.

“Everybody does that once in awhile,”
one of the officials commented. “Hell,
Chief. Didn’t you ever try to get your
left foot into your right shoe?”

“I might have tried,” the chief said,
“but I wouldn't get very far before I
realized I was making a mistake. I can’t
see this guy putting on his trunks the
wrong way without being aware of it.”

Before the remains were transported
to the county morgue, the chief removed
a gold ring from a finger on the dead
man’s left hand. It was a well-worn
school ring, Janowczyk noted. Barely dis-
cernible was a crest and letters which
spelled out Savannah H.S. There was a
faint inscription on the inside surface of
the ring, possibly initials or a date, but
the chief was unable to decipher it.

With the removal of the corpse for
post mortem examination, the chief and
his two officers carefully searched along
the strand for any effects which the vic-
tim might have left. They found nothing.

At first light on Sunday morning,
Janowcezyk and his aides, after another
tour of the beach, turned their attention
to the Folly Beach community. There
were neither hotels nor motels on the
island. There were, however, a number




of cottages which were rented to vaca-
tioners and several rooming houses which
catered to tourists. In what was virtu-
ally a house-to-house check, the officers
were unable to turn up any information
either about a missing house-guest or a
tourist who had failed to return from
the beach after a Saturday afternoon dip.

At the chiefs request, a jeweler in
the business district carefully examined
the high school ring which had been re-
moved from the victim’s finger. Under
the magnification of an eye-loup, it was
just possible to make out the initials
which had been engraved on the inner
surface.

“The letters are ‘J.F.W.",” the jeweler
said. “No date, though. That’s worn off.
Obviously it’s a class ring from Savannah
High School in Georgia. The school
might be able to help you trace it, but
I dont know how they'd begin to - go
about it unless you can give them the
year of the class.” :

THE actual relationship of the ring to
the victim was of itself extremely tenu-
ous. It did not necessarily belong to him.
Indeed, he well might have had no con-
nection at all with Savannah High
School. He easily could have found the
ring, or it might have been given to
him. Alhtough there were any number
of possibilities, Chief Janowczyk tele-
phoned the Savannah authorities and
enlisted their cooperation. The police de-
partment of the Georgia city promised to
publicize the fact that the only clue to
the identity of the Folly Beach victim
was a Savannah High School ring en-
graved with the initials J.F.W. Bulletins
to this effect, subsequently were aired
over T.V. and radio stations in Savannah
and were featured on the front pages
of regional newspapers.

Similar bulletins broadcast in the
Charleston area carried a digest of the
county coroner’s initial findings. The
autopsy on the unknown victim con-
firmed, from the presence of water in
the bronchi and the left lung, that the
cause of death indeed had been drown-
ing.

Following the 11 o'clock newscast on
Monday night, Chief Janowczyk received
a telephone call from a resident of neigh-
boring James Island, which is situated
between outlying Folly Beach and
Charleston on the mainland. The caller,
a woman, thought she recognized the
broadcast descriptions of both the drown-
ing victim and the ring. A close rela-
tive, she said, Jared Franklin Westbury,
39, recently had come to the Charleston
area to look for work. Westbury, for
some years a resident of Milledgeville,

Ga., had graduated from Savannah High
School almost 20 years before. He fre-

quently wore his high school class ring
on the third finger of his left hand. The

“chief gave the caller the name of the

Charleston funeral parlor to which the
victim’s remains had been brought and
arrangements were made for her to view
the body.

It was 4 the next morning, before
Chief Janowczyk received a second call
from James Island. This time it was the
woman’s husband on the phone. He and
his wife had viewed the body at the
funeral home and were able to make a
positive identification of the remains.
The drowning victim was indeed their
relative, Jared F. Westbury.

“Was he staying here at Folly Beach?”
the chief asked.

“We really don’t know,” the caller
answered. “He dropped in to see my
wife on Thursday, the 27th. At that time,
he hadn’t yet made up his mind about
a place to stay.” ’

Westbury, it seemed, was travelling
with a male companion. The pair had
left Milledgeville on Wednesday, August
26th, bound for Savannah, where West-

bury had been keeping his car in stor-
age. He was driving that vehicle, a 1963
white Mercury, when he called to see
his relatives on James Island. The caller
was unable to supply Chief Janowczyk
with the name of Westbury’s friend.
Far from satisfying the police chief,
the information served only to pique his
further interest in Westbury’s drowning.
Presumably, the Georgia resident, after
visiting his relatives on James Island,
had continued driving along Highway
171 to Folly Beach. There, it would
seem, he and his friend spent the night.
Since there were no other accommoda-
tions, they must have stayed either at a
cottage or in one of the lodging houses.
But what had happened to Westbury’s
friend? Was he aware that his travelling
companion had been drowned in the
surf? If so, why had he not reported the
tragedy to the authoritiesP On the other
hand, if Westbury simply had wandered
off and disappeared, why had he not re-
ported him . missing to the police?

. “There’s a lot more to this thing than
we know,” Janowczyk told his two offi-
cers when they met that morning.

“I don’t know (Continued on page 56)

When Bill couldn’t afford the price of a
cab, police gave him a free plane ride home.
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PUT HIM ALL TOGETHER, IT SPELLS M-U-R-D-E-R continved from page 29

had been married. The detectives talked
to the other residents of the building
about Susi and his roommate.

“Yeah, the two of them’s neat as hell,”
one tenant said. “And quiet, too. The
Dutchman sweeps and mops the hall
outside his apartment like he’d wear out
the linoleum.”

The landlord said the two men had
lived in the apartment about a year and
a half and he’d never had any trouble
with them. No wild parties, no suspici-
ously-acting visitors, just a pair who
minded their own business and bothered
no one.

Meanwhile, the body and the suitcases
had been flown back to New York,
where, police were convinced, Susi had
been carved up. Dr. Michael Baden, an
associate medical examiner for New York
County (Manhattan), scrutinized the re-
mains.

“Whoever murdered this man and cut
up his body did a clean job,” Baden told
the police. “It’s one of the neatest jobs
I've seen and I've been around a long
time.”

The associate ME said the killer had
wiped the severed members clean of
blood before wrapping them in the plas-
tic bags.

“This [dismemberment] was done with
a knife, or knives . . . no cleaver . . .
there was no chopping,” the doctor re-
lated. “The cuts were made at the joints.
It’s hard to do, but the killer did it.
The killer had some knowledge of human
bodies.”

In reviewing their visit to Susi’s apart-
ment, Fitzgibbons told his partner: “The
place looks like nothing was ever killed
there, not even a fly.”

Meanwhile, the two detectives, aided
by others from their squad, began check-
ing on Susi’s haunts, trying to find some-
body who could trace his whereabouts
in the hours before his death. But their
long hours of work brought nothing fruit-
ful to the investigation.

“We'll have to talk to Geertsma. He’s
the one most likely to know when Susi
was last home,” Detective Cawley said.

Next day, the two investigators re-
turned to the apartment of West 46th
Street. And Geertsma was at home. He
was a big man, 6 feet, 3 inches tall,
weighing 180 pounds.

“I haven’t seen Susi since early on
the evening of January 16,” Geertsma
told Detectives Cawley and Fitzgibbons.
That was Saturday, four days before the
packaged body arrived in Miami.

“But he associated with some shady
characters within the Cuban commu-
nity,” Geertsma continued. “He had been
deeply involved in anti-Castro activities.”

The two detectives exchanged looks.
That aspect of Susi’s life had not come
to their attention before. The Dutchman
also went into some detail of Susi’s West
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Side capers, his playboy role, his love
of the tinsel trail. While talking with the
detectives, Geertsma offered them coffee
and they sat, the three of them, around
the kitchen table talking and drinking
coffee.

Geertsma’s story hung together rather
well. The detectives came away with no
real inkling of what had happened to
the ill-fated Susi, except dark suspicions
that, somehow, the meancing spectre of
Cuban politics had been injected into
the picture.

“But, there’s something unreal about
that guy, Geertsma,” Fitzgibbons said to
Cawley. “Did you notice how he jumped
up right away and put our coffee cups
in the sink the minute we finished?”

“Yeah. And he wiped the table prac-
tically under our elbows,” Cawley re-
plied. “He’s finicky all right, almost a
Mr. Clean nut.”

The police department’s subversive
squad, which keeps tabs on all sus-
pected intrigues of foreign groups with-
in the city, was asked to run a check on
Susi within the anti-Castro element, to
try to find out if he were rubbed out
in such ghoulish fashion because of poli-
tical in-fighting in the group.

HAT night, Fitzgibbons tossed long

upon his pillow. By the next morning
he had made up his mind. He sought out
Lieutenant Mazon at the squad room
and asked permission for himself and
Cawley to return to the Geertsma apart-
ment, on the basis of the warrant, and
to look around again.

Later that day, Saturday, January 23,
they drove to West Forty-sixth Street
while Geertsma was working and they
gave the apartment the fine-tooth-comb
treatment. Inch by inch, the officers cov-
ered the flat. In a bedroom closet, they
found three suitcases. If the detectives
suspected that Geertsma had carved up
Susi and shipped him south in his own
suitcases, the find was a heavy blow
to their theory.

In a kitchen cabinet, the detectives
found a package of plastic garbage bags
with seven bags missing. Under a kitchen
sink in a dish, Fitzgibbons found three
sponges. All had been washed, obviously,
but there was a dark stain on one of

. the sponges. Fitzgibbons impounded it.

In the tableware drawer, the knives
and forks and spoons shone with lustre.
Close examination did not turn up the
slightest suspicion of a blood stain. How-
ever, poking through another drawer in
the kitchen, lying among some tools—
hammer, pliers, screwdrivers—the detec-
tives found three kitchen knives with
blades of more than 12 inches. There
wasn't a speck of dirt on the knives. But
one had a cracked handle; the jagged
opening ran the entire length of the
handle, from the butt end to the knife

blade. The detectives took them, too,
for examination by the crime laboratory.

Moving on to the foyer of the trim
apartment, Detectives Fitzgibbons and
Cawley noticed a heavy brass statue of
a nude woman gracing a table top. The
statue was about two feet high.

“Look at this,” said Cawley, exam-
ining the statue with interest. “The back
is split.”

Running up the base of the brass
statue was a crack.

“Let’s take this
gibbons said.

After letting themselves out of the
apartment, the detectives went down-
stairs to talk to the super.

“Where does Geertsma do his shop-
ping?” Fitzgibbons asked, playing a
hunch.

“A little grocery store at the corner,
Forty-sixth and Ninth Avenue,” the su-
per replied.

The detectives went to the grocery.

“Do you remember either Mr. Geert-
sma or Mr. Susi buying plastic bags re-
cently?” Fitzgibbons asked the grocer.

The grocer didn’t recall such a pur-
chase. But his wife overheard the ques-
tion. She remembered. “Mr. Geertsma
came in Sunday night and bought a
package of large garbage bags,” she told
the detectives.

“Did he buy anything else?” one
asked.

“No, just the plastic bags.”

Thanking her for her cooperation, the
detectives went back to the stationhouse.
The items they had taken from Susi’s
apartment were turned over to the crime
lab.

By the end of the day, the reports
were back from the lab. The dark stain
on the sponge was, indeed, blood and
the lab had been able to extract enough
of it to identify it, despite the fact that
the sponge had been washed out. The
blood, the lab reported, was of type “rh
positive.” It already had been estab-
lished by the lab that the blood taken
from the veins of the brutally murdered
Susi was “rh positive.”

But the laboratory wasn’t finished.
Scrapings from the crack running up the
back of the base of the brass statue
showed particles of skin and hair.

“Comparisons with skin and hair of
the murdered man show that this statue
was used on the head of Susi,” a crime
lab technician informed Lieutenant Ma-
zon. “There can be no doubt of it.”

To further clinch the circle of guilt,
the lab reported that particles of flesh
inside the cracked handle of one of the
large knives also showed particles of
flesh that proved to be that of Susi. The
lab experts found that the knives had
been boiled at length and that all traces
of blood had been washed away. But
the incriminating bits of flesh told their
story under the microscope.

Meanwhile, from Miami Beach came

along, too,” Fitz-



further incriminating evidence. Police
there were not finished with their probe.
They had learned that Geertsma, like
Susi, had registered with Miami Beach
police in 1969, so he could look for a
job as a waiter or cook while he was
staying at the-resort. His prints thus
were on file.

Miami police had lifted the labels of
one of the suitcases used to carry the
butchery victim and underneath, they

found Geertsma’s fingerprint, according

to the Florida report. It was learned that
Geertsma and Susi had shared an apart-
ment on Collins Avenue in Miami Beach
and, on September 5, they reported to
police that it had been looted of cloth-
ing, some checks and a radio.

ARMED with all the facts, Detectives
Fitzgibbons and Cawley went back
to see Geertsma the next day, Sunday,
January 24.

“When did you last buy garbage
bags?” Fitzgibbons asked the engineer.

Without Thesitation, Geertsma an-
swered, “Last Sunday.”

“How come youve used up seven of
those plastic bags, when youre living
here alone?” Fitzgibbons pressed.

The two detectives then confronted
him with all the evidence: the sponge,
the statue, the hair, the skin on the
knife.

“Well, you know it happened here,”
Geertsma reportedly blurted out to the
two detectives. “I did it because he de-
served it!” ’

Geertsma reportedly told the police-
men that Susi had been taking money
from him for some time and had run
the debt to well over $3000. He, Geert-
sma, paid all the expenses for the apart-
ment. Susi contributed nothing but his
charming presence, which was all right
up to a point with Geertsma, police said.

But, on Sunday, January 17, about
8 p.M., a terrific argument over money
erupted in the apartment between the
two, the tall strapping Geertsma and the
small stylishly-dressed Susi. At the height
of the argument, Susi threatened to
throw Geertsma out of the apartment—
Geertsma’s own apartment—the place
where he footed all the bills, the tall
Dutch national insisted to the officers.

Geertsma said he stormed in a rage
out of the bedroom, where the argument
had ensued. As he strode into the foyer,
his eyes fell on the heavy brass statue
of the nude woman and he seized it.

According to the investigators, Geert-
sma smashed Susi on the back of the
head with the heavy object, knocking
him down to the floor of the living room,
into which Susi had followed him. From
10 to 15 times, the well-built Geertsma
raised the statue and brought it crash-
ing on Susi’s head, police said.

Slowly, the fury of the attack sub-
sided and there was Susi dead on the
floor of the living room.

What to do with the body? How to
get rid of it? It wasnt a novel problem

facing the perpetrator of violence. But,.

noted the officers, it was Geertsma’s
problem now.

The first thing he had to do was
get the corpse out of the apartment,
Geertsma reportedly told the probers. He
first decided to chop it up and throw it
into the furnace, it was reported. But,
as he went downstairs, he found the
door to the furnace room locked. That
solution was clearly out.

So, Geertsma apparently seized on the
idea of shipping the body somewhere.
Anywhere. He went into the street, to
the grocery that was so familiar to him
with its sweet smell of bananas and the
sharp odor of cheese. And he bought
only one thing, Geertsma assertedly ad-
mitted, a package of plastic garbage
bags. He had one other purchase to
make. He had to have suitcases. It
wouldn’t do to ship a body in one’s own
luggage.

So, said the police, Geertsma went to
a drugstore on Sixth Avenue at West
Forty-eighth Street and bought four suit-
cases, for $8 apiece. He got into a cab
and brought the suitcases back to the
apartment, he purportedly said.

Then, unfolded a scene worthy of a
horror story. A man, fastidious to the
point of weirdness, perpetrating a deed
as gory and ghastly as the human mind
could conceive, according to the story
police related.

As the officers tell it, Geertsma un-
folded a sheet on the kitchen table to
serve as a dissecting platform for Susi’s
body. But the table wasn't big enough,
So Geertsma had to open the sheet on
the kitchen floor. Susi’s nude body went
on top of the sheet and the three 12-
inch-bladed kitchen knives came out of
the drawér, then Geertsma assertedly
went to work.

For one hour and a half, the Duich
immigrant cut at the corpse of his room-
mate, severing and slicing with consum-
mate skill from the memory of long-gone
anatomy courses he had taken in col-
lege, police said. Into the flesh bit the
heavy knife and the blood flowed freely
onto the white sheet on the floor of the
kitchen. One arm. Then another. A leg.
The second. There was the sickening
sound of gristle and tendon parting un-
der the sharp edge of the finely-honed
knife. Occasionally, there was some re-
sistence, as, for example, when the knife
encountered a joint. A sharp rap of a
hammer against the back of the knife
drove it home.

The extremities gone, the torso had
to be cut up. Into the intestines went a
knife, carving, slicing, parting. And, it
was related by police, after every piece
was severed from the body, it was care-
fully wiped clean of blood and meticu-
lously put into its plastic garbage bag,
which then was folded and the open
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SURPRISE SHIPMENT—After seizing a
trailer truck supposed to be carrying
$20,000 worth of medical supplies, a
gang of Cleveland, Ohio, hijackers
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stopped the truck and opened the door
to unload the loot. Much to their dis-
comfort, tipped-off FBI agents and po-
licemen leaped out and arrested them.

BLOODY COCKTAIL—Drunken driving
charges against a Pittsburgh, Pa., youth
were dropped after the defense argued
that blood samples taken from the boy
were inadmissable evidence since the
transfusions he received after the car
accident might have been “alcoholic.”

TOUGH COOKIE—Mugged while walk-
ing from her bus stop, a night clerk at a
Denver, Colo., trucking firm reacted by
screaming and throwing her assailant to
the ground. The attacker ferverently
apologized as he struggled to get away,
leaving the victim with just one regret:
“I should have beat him to a pulp.”

SONGS TO SIN BY-A young Houston,
Tex., secretary awakened in the early
morning to see a man standing over her
bed with a gun. The would-be-attacker

began to play the young lady’s guitar
and sing her a country-western ballad
when she confessed to-being too nervous
to serenade him as he had asked.
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end of the bag sealed shut with colored
wire fasteners that come with such dis-
posable bags. .

The wired-shut plastic bags then were
carefully placed in the cheap suitcases
for shipment out of state. The grisly
work finally was done in the apartment
on West Forty-sixth Street. Then came
the cleanup. The bloody sheet told its
story. Also, the gore-drenched floor, cov-
ered by its protective cover of wax.

The sheet was rolled up into a soggy
ball by the killer and put into a paper
bag. The floor was mopped clean of
gore and the mop head then was put
into the paper bag with the bloody sheet.
Later, the paper bag was dumped into
a garbage can, never to be recovered.

Police said Geertsma threw the knives
into boiling water, heavily laced with
detergent, and the water was kept boil-
ing for several hours. The sponge was
washed thoroughly, but not so thorough-
ly as it might have been, as the labora-
tory had revealed.

When all seemed in readiness, Geert-
sma remembered that once, when Susi
had gone to Florida, to Miami Beach,
in 1969, he had shipped his roommate’s
clothes to him by bus. At that time, the
bags had been sent “to be picked up.”

And they had been held at the terminal
until Susi did pick them up.

Wouldnt the four suitcases remain
there in the Miami terminal until picked
up, Geertsma reportedly wondered. Or
wouldn’t they stay until the 60-day wait-
ing period set by the company had lapsed?

By then, Geertsma purportedly figured,
he would be in Canada. Don’t run too
soon, he allegedly thought, it will cause
suspicion.

The officers reported that the Dutch
national had figured on giving up his
job here and lamming it to Canada, but
he believed he had more time than fate
allowed him.

Despite the bizarre neatness of the
dissection, there was a fatal flaw for the
killer, Detectives Fitzgibbons and Caw-
ley reported. One of the knives, during
the devilish work, nicked one of the
plastic garbage bags slightly, unnaticed
at the moment of what must have been
monumental mental stress and strain. It
was through that slight rending of the
bag, though, that the tell-tale odor and
the blood flowed, to alert the attendant
at the Greyhound terminal in Miami.

“The blood did not have a chance
to dry; the plastic bags maintained the
moisture,” Dr. Baden noted.

According to police, on Monday morn-
ing, January 20, Geertsma donned dark
glasses and a ski hat to thwart later rec-
ognition and took a cab to the Grey-
hound terminal on Eleventh Avenue with
four suitcases. Destination Miami, “to be
picked up.” The bags were on the way.
Geertsma assertedly signed the insurance
stub with a phony name, Jan Groske,
lisitng his address falsely as a brown-
stone on West Eighty-fourth Street.

The whole ghastly story spilled out on
the night of January 24 into the waiting
ears of Fitzgibbons and Cawley. Then,
dressed in gray pants, white shirt, blue
tie and white sweater, Geertsma was
told to get his coat. It was brown fur.
He was taken to the West Thirty-fourth
Street stationhouse and, early the next
day, was booked for homicide. Arraigned
before Manhattan Criminal Court Judge
Jack Rosenberg, the suspect was held
without bail for a hearing slated for
February 5.

Geertsma refused to discuss Susi’s am-
putated ring finger.

Thus, the investigation closed on one
of the bloodiest murders the New York
City police have had in some time, an
interstate bit of carnage that shocked
many, a modern tale of two cities. n

REPLAY OF HORROR continved from page 23

firm. It was reported that in some cir-
cles Miss Shanley had taken to using
the name Davis.

On Saturday night, December 12, Da-
vis packed a suitcase with his clothes
and appeared in a sporty green automo-
bile in front of his girlfriend’s house.
There is reason to believe that the ex-
convict experienced considerable diffi-
culty in persuading Miss Shanley to ac-
company him on a trip, but, after a
loud and lengthy argument, she finally
agreed.

Lieutenant Helms told reporters that
when Davis left that Saturday night, ac-
companied by the young woman and a
dog, it was with definite plans to travel
to another state.

“The former convict, Larry Ronald
Davis,” Helms said, “made the state-
ment before leaving the Smyrna section
that he got the car, a 1968 Pontiac Le-
Mans with a black vinyl top and dark
green body from ‘Uncle Bobby.” We
also have learned that the car trunk
was empty and that there was a U-
Haul-It luggage carrier on top.”

Further investigation traced the rent-
al luggage rack to a service station in
Cobb County, where a mechanic had
installed it on the Pontiac on Saturday
afternoon.

“There’s always the hope, however
slim, that Miss Doty will be found
alive,” Lieutenant Helms added. “Right
how, it doesn’t look too good for her.”
Helms also said that the FBI had en-
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tered the case and was cooperating on
the search for Miss Doty and the férmer
con,

As had happened in the Mary Little
case, credit cards issued to the missing
Susan Doty were used to buy gasoline
for the Pontiac. On December 13, Da-
vis and his woman companion bought
gasoline at Oxford, Ala., and again at
Clinton, Miss. In each case, the car was
a green, 1968 Pontiac LeMans. The li-
cense tag on the car, however, was not
the one registered to Susan Doty. At-
lanta Homicide Lieutenant C. K. Strick-
land told reporters that the plate then
on the car was believed to be one taken
from a vehicle licensed in Cobb County.

At headquarters in Atlanta, the in-
vestigators carefully studied- the official
dossier on Larry Davis, hoping to find
in his record some indication as to
where the former convict might be
heading. All they found was a chilling
recapitulation of the subject’s crimes
which showed Davis to be an unprinci-
pled brute, capable of completely wan-
ton violence.

Calling himself Tony Scott Davis and
half a dozen other names, the subject
had, for a decade, drifted around the
state, committing a wide catalogue of
crimes, always in trouble, but keeping
a couple of jumps ahead of the police
for as long as he could. In late April of
1962, Davis was convicted on a charge
of auto theft and sentenced to 15 months
at a branch prison in Baldwin County.

He stayed there for a little more than
60 days, crashing out of jail in June.

Finding himself in Milledgeville, Ga.,
with neither money nor transportation,
Davis approached a car which was
parked outside a supermarket. A 17-
year-old girl was in the front seat, wait-
ing for her mother who was in the store
shopping.

Davis looked to see if there was a
key in the ignition lock. When he saw
it there, he pulled a knife out of his
pants pocket and told the girl to move
over. Terrified, she slid across to the
passenger side of the seat. Warning her
not to make an outery, Davis got behind
the wheel and started the engine.

“I'm an escaped convict,” he told her,
honestly enough. “I need your car, and I
got to take you with it, otherwise you'd
tell and they’d be after me.”

According to the girl’s subsequent ac-
count, Davis stopped the car twice dur-
ing the seven-hour trip to Atlanta. The
first time, it was because he was thirsty.
He pulled into a filling station at Madi-
son and demanded of the teenager if
she had any money.

“Some,” she answered. “Couple of
dollars and a little change.”

“We goin’ need the couple of dollars
for gas,” he said. “But were buyin’ that
later. Still got plenty of gas. Go in there
and buy me a bottle of cold pop. And
careful, now. Dont try nothin’ stupid.
If I see you tryin’ to pull somethin’, I'll
be in there to take care of you and the
grease jockey, both.”

The girl entered the station office and



walked to the soft drink cooler. Quak-
ing with fear and keeping her eyes on
the cooler, she whispered urgently to
the gas attendant.

“Mister,” she said, “don’t look at me.
Don’t make out like I'm talking. Call the
police. That man’s got a knife and he’s
kidnaping me.” She gave her name and
added quickly, “He stole my mother’s
car in Milledgeville.”

The gas attendant gave no sign that’

he had heard her. As the car pulled
away, he noted the license number, then
called the state highway patrol and told
the story.

The second stop was at a filling sta-
tion in Winder. There still was gas in
the tank, but Davis needed a road.map.
He ordered the girl to go into the sta-
tion office and get one. Again the teen-
ager whispered anxiously as she select-
ed a road map from the rack.

“Im being kidnaped, mister,” she
said. “Make out like I'm not saying any-
thing or he’ll kill us both. Call the po-
lice, mister. I'm begging you, mister.
Call the police.”

That time, however, the station at-
tendant apparently decided that the girl
was just trying to have some fun at
his expense. When the car pulled back
on the highway, he waved it goodbye.

Finally Davis reached Atlanta. He
 drove to the home of a woman friend,
took possession of his captive’s remain-
ing money and ordered the girl out of
the car. The teenager managed to get
a ride to police headquarters, where she
told her story to a group of incredulous
officers. She was permitted to call homs
to assure her anguished family that she
was safe, while, the police, realizing
that' her bizarre story was the truth,
rushed to the home of Larry Davis’
woman friend, where they collared the
escapee and rushed him off to jail.

OR some reason which is beyond the

- comprehension of Atlanta’s investiga-
tive authorities, the State Board of Par-
dons and Paroles subsequently saw fit to
turn Davis loose after he had served only
two years of his cumulative 12-year sen-
tence.

Davis, working occasionally as a me-
chanic, was free in 1965 at the time of
Mary Little’s mysterious disappearance.
He also was on the loose in 1967, when
Diane Shields was found brutally mur-
dered. He had married during those
years. His wife was a 14-year-old drop-
out from Grady High School. It was a
shotgun marriage, but not in the usual
sense of the term. Davis allegedly pulled
a shotgun on the girl's mother when he
became convinced that the woman was
trying to break up the relationship. The
woman took him to court, but the case
was nol prossed.

After a year of marriage, Davis’ wife
left him and fled to Mobile, Ala., but

Davis found her and brought her back
to Atlanta.

“We had a pretty good -marriage,” the

girl told police who contacted her in
Mobile, “but he became highly jealous
and over-protective. I left him again
later because he threatened to kill me.
I was working in a motel in Atlanta and
he came there and made a terrible
scene. So I came back to Mobile.”

Employed as a nightclub entertainer
in the Alabama city, Davis wife re-
vealed that for a long while her es-
tranged husband had been phoning her
collect almost daily in an effort to effect
a reconciliation. There was an abrupt
end to those calls in late November.
The girl’s mother told officers that Da-
vis had spoken of “coming down to Mo-
bile.” That prospect was anything but
a happy one. “We're afraid of him,” the
mother told the police. “You'd better be-
lieve it.”

Tuesday, December 15, brought a
tragic solution to the riddle of the
whereabouts of blonde Susan Doty.

A Kennesaw, Ga., building contractor,
who also served his community as pas-
tor of the Church of God of Prophecy,
had “an exceptionally busy schedule
that Tuesday,” he later told the police.
Despite -the demands of his business,
however, he “took time out to attend to
several necessaries.”

His car, for one thing, required rou-
tine servicing and he brought it to the
garage with which he customarily did
business. He explained that he had to
have transportation while his car was
laid up, so the duty mechanic had
loaned him his own auto, which the
man drove to Lithia Springs in Douglas
County, where he had an early after-
noon appointment.

“I went into a drugstore at noon to
get a sandwich,” the minister later re-
lated to investigators. “I didnt have
much time because I was so rushed; I
had to meet someone at Terrel Mill
Road early in the afternoon.”

As he ate his sandwich, the minister
picked up an Atlanta newspaper which
someone had left on an adjacent stool.
His attention was attracted by a front
page article which described the search
for Susan Doty.

“I had heard some things about her
being missing,” he later told police. “I
don’t know why, but I took time to
read the entire article. I couldn’t put it
down.

“I remember thinking to myself,
‘What would I do if it was one of my
daughters?” I've got two girls about Su-
san Doty’s age who live in the metro-
Atlanta area.”

The minister continued to think about
the vanished Susan Doty as he drove
in the borrowed car toward East Cobb
County, He was traveling along a route
which exited from Interstate 75 at

by
\

Q
2

S

3
&

YOU CAN'T ESCAPE
THE CRIME WAVE

B Face it, there just isn’t a place left
that is completely free of crime. Modern
man with his technological prowess has
shortened the distance between peoples
and increased the tempo of crime.

For example, the tiny island of Sark,
located in the English Channel, has been
forced to acquire its first policeman in
405 years. Sark, for centuries, has been
a . quiet, peaceful, unobstrusive site,
where crime was an unknown phenome-
non to its 560 citizens.

Recently, however, a gang of ruflians
has sprung .to life upon the little com-
munity. Its members get drunk, joyride
with citizens’ bicycles and tear up rose
bushes—an unpardonable sin to garden-~
loving Sarks.

If that weren’t enough, several drivers
of the island’s 42 tractors, 30 horse-
drawn carriages, 418 bicycles and five
battery-operated wheelchairs have been
breaking Sark’s five-mile-an-hour speed
limit.

Finally, the authorities decided that
the sorry state of affairs could go on no
longer and sent to the neighboring isle
of Guernsey for a police constable. The
bobby will alternate month-long tours of
duty with his 32 fellow officers in living
on Sark and will attempt to bring back
law and order at a cost of $5000 a year
for this one-man force. Hopefully, de-
cency once again will reign in Sark and
crime will no longer be a problem. ®
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Windy Hill Road, when, suddenly, from
under the hood of the car, he began to
hear a noise which alarnred him. A half
mile further, at the intersection of
Windy Hill and Powers Ferry Roads, the
car’s engine suddenly quit.

There was nothing for it but to tele-
phone the mechanic who had lent him
the car. The minister thumbed a rids
to the closest gas station, made his call,
then headed back to the stalled car at
the intersection. ’

“I started walking back,” he later told
the police, “something I never do. I
don’t know why. I told the mechanic he
could pick me up at the service station,
yet I was walking. I suppose I reasoned
he would go looking for his car if he
didn’t see me at the station.

“Anyway, I walked on the left side
of the road so I'd be facing the oncom-
ing trafic. And I must have walked
about a quarter of a mile before I no-
ticed this checkbook.

“It was about 10 to 12 inches off the
pavement. It looked a little beaten up.
I started not to pick it up, but then for
some reason I went ahead. I slapped it
on the back of my hand and I noticed it
was full of checks. I opened the check-
book and read the name.

“Susan Doty!

“‘Oh, my God,” I said to myself. I
had a terrible feeling. I felt like I was
close to that poor girl. Anyway, I was
shook up a lot. Mighty shook up. I got
right back to that service station and
telephoned the police.”

Officers who rushed to the station ac-
ccmpanied the minister along the iso-
lated stretch of road where he had
picked up the checkbook. They soon
found several other articles, including
a paper sack on which someone had
practiced writing “Susan E. Doty” eight
times.

“Like someone was trying to imitate
her handwriting,” the minister said.

The officers also found other papers
which bore the name of the missing girl.
A short distance away, they picked up
a small, purse-sized can of deodorant.

“I had a feeling we were in her pres-
ence,” the minister later said in an in-
terview. “I kept saying to myself, ‘Lord,
if we find her, please let her be alive.””

Two hours later, officers found Susan
Doty’s leaf-covered grave some 400 feet
west of that spot on the woods on the
other side of the road. Only the crown

of her blonde head and the heel of her

right shoe protruded through the pine-
straw and leaves.

Dr. Larry Howard of the State Crime
Lab was notified at once. While await-
ing his arrival, Atlanta and Tobb Coun-
ty officers carefully brushed aside the
leaves to expose the fully-clad body of
the small girl. Susan—her wrists, ankles
and knees bound with stout white cord
~lay face down in her shallow grave.
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The site was marked by a rusted culvert
and a three-strand barbed wire fence
which ran parallel to the road.

Behind the grave, down a steep hill
about a hundred yards away, members
of a construction crew were burying
sewer pipe in a trench which had been
opened by a back-hoe. Along that slope,
officers found several articles which had
belonged to the victim: a hairbrush,
personal papers, a pigskin glove.

Also found in the vicinty of the grave
was an empty cardboard box which had
been the container for a .38-caliber pis-
til. A sales slip in the box indicated that
the weapon was purchased with Susan
Doty’s credit card on Saturday, Decem-
ber 12.

Dr. Howard and Lieutenant Strick-
land, commenting on the presence- of
blood on the ground near the dead
girl’s face, explained that it probably
was “a symptom of suffocation rather
than the result of a blow or injury.”
Although there were slight bruises on
the body, there were neither gunshot
nor stab wounds. Nor were there any
indications that Susan Doty had been
sexually molested.

“We shall have to determine the exact
method used in the slaying,” Dr. How-
ard told reporters. “One thing we're
reasonably sure of. It was definitely not
strangulation.”

ITH the removal of the remains to At-
lanta for an autopsy, the investigators

- arranged with Judge Watson White of

Marietta, Ga., to sign a warrant charg-
ing Larry Davis, 27, with the murder of
Susan Doty. Already outstanding were
federal warrants charging the burly ex-
con with unlawful flight to avoid prose-
cution on counts of forgery and armed
robbery. The latter charge originated in
November with a complaint filed with
Detectives O. L. Adams and J. F. Pas-
chall after Davis, armed with a shotgun,
attempted to rob an Atlanta resident
who had taken him for a demonstration
ride in a car advertised for sale.

On Wednesday morning, Susan’s fam-
ily and 150 of her friends attended mass
in St. Jude’s Roman Catholic Church in
Sandy Springs. A contingent. of uni-
formed Girl Scouts was present and the
eulogy was delivered by Reverend John
Kieran, Scouts’ Catholic chaplain for

‘the Archdiocese of Atlanta.

“Miss Doty tried to live up to the
teachings of Christ,” Father Kieran said.
“Therefore we know she will be re-
ceived in the Kingdom of God.” The
service ended with a prayer for “those
with sick minds, that they can get the
help which they so desperately need.”

It was announced later that afternoon
that. Detective H. D. Davis and FBI
‘Agent Roy Jones made a number of
finds in the wooded outskirts of Smyrna
near the home of Davis’ girlfriend.

Among the recovered articles were Su-
san Doty’s pocketbook, her scarf, her
driver’s license, Social Security card,
strips torn from a shirt and a ball of
cord similar to that with which the
girl's body had been bound.

Atlanta officers expressed considerable
fear for the safety of Liz Shanley, the
young woman with whom Davis report-

" edly was fleeing. Miss Shanley, who was

presumed to know nothing of Susan
Doty’s murder, was in great jeopardy,
the investigators believed. On a large-
scale mapboard, the officers logged the
presumed direction of Davis™ flight.

On Thursday morning, a tip was re-
ceived from an officer in Bainbridge, in
Decatur County. A black and green ’68
Pontiac LeMans had stopped for gas at
a service station on U.S. 27, There was
a young woman in the car. The driver,
a sandy-haired man, handled the pump
himself, putting $3 worth of gas into the
tank. He asked directions for getting to
Mobile.

Suddenly, the driver realized that the
gas station attendant had been reading
the front page of an Atlanta newspaper.
He pulled the hose out of the tank and
jammed on the gas cap.

“This man threw down $3 for the gas,
jumped in the car and scorched off on
Highway 27 toward Talahassee,” the
Bainbridge police officer related.

The manhunt thus extended to Flor-
ida as officers stepped up a search for
Davis in Talahassee, Miami and Fort
Lauderdale. He was known to have
contacts in each of those cities and his
friends were closely watched.

Eluding the Florida dragnet, how-
ever, Davis moved along the Gulf Coast
and entered Texas, police later learned.
At some unknown border station, the
Pontiac LeMans crossed over into Mex-
ico. Davis and Liz Shanley spent two
days in Matamoros, Mexico, leaving
there—with the alerted Federales on
their trail—on the afternoon of Satur-
day, December 19.

For a month after that, the police of
two nations attempted to catch up with
the fast-moving fugitive. Davis was re-
ported seen in a dozen cities on both
side of the Rio Grande, sometimes in
three different locations at once.

On Tuesday, January 19, 1971, the
inevitable finally happened, though, and
Liz Shanley for whose safety the au-
thorities had grown increasingly con-
cerned—became the agency by which
the police finally were able to apprehend
the murder suspect.

By then, Davis and the girl had set
up housekeeping in an aprtment on Weir
Avenue in San Antonio, Tex. On that
Tuesday night, the girl slipped out of
the house to do something which Davis
expressly had forbidden. She called
friends in Smyrna, Ga., with whom she
had not communicated since the night



of December 12. The relief of her
friends at hearing that she was alive
ard well was followed by the revelation
—complet: and shattering to the unsus-
pecting girl—that Larry Davis was want-
«3 for the murder of Susan Doty and
; the police of two nations were
~g to track him down.

Please.” the girl begged her inform-
its. "Come down here and get me. I
cant go back to him. You'll find me
waiting at police headquarters.”

On Wednesday morning, the young
woman walked into San Antonio police
headquarters and told her story to offi-
cers there. Immediately a stakeout of the
Weir Avenue flat was instituted.

Liz Shanley already was on her way
back to Atlanta with friends when Larry
Davis walked into a combined FBL and
city police trap. He was arrested without
incident and rushed to headquarters. In
their search of the house, officers found
Davis’ .38-caliber pistol, a cat and a dog,
one believed to be Susan Doty’s pet
which had been missing since the girl
had vanished.

Davis, arraigned before U.S. Commis-
sioner James L. Miller on charges of un-
lawful flight, armed robbery and forgery,
waived extradition and agreed to return
to Georgia. But Sam Roberts, U.S. Mar-
shal of San Antonio, referring to the ex-
pected Cobb County warrant, announc-
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ed: “When other charges are filed against
him, he will face more court action here
before any movement takes place.”
Before being locked up in a Bexar
County cell, Davis, whose bail was set
at $50,000, was examined by prison
physicians. They noticed needle scars on
his arms and it soon was learned that
the suspect was addicted to not only
heroin, but also to morphine and donatol.
Lieutenant H. D. Davis of Cobb
County and Atlanta Detective J. W.
Hagin left for San Antonio by plane on
Thursday, January 21, It was their in-
tention to serve a murder warrant on the
prisoner, expedite his extradition and
return him to Georgia in Susan Doty’s
black and green Pontiac LeMans.
When they arrived in Texas, however,
the Georgia officers discovered that re-
turning the burly ex-convict might be a
complicated proceeding. The federal
government would have to clear away
four fugitive warrants before Davis could
be brought into a Texas court for final
extradition proceedings. Normally, the
federal officials gave way to the state
when more serious charges were intro-
duced.
In presenting the more serious charges,
the Atlanta officials, for the first time,

indicated that Davis was wanted on war-

rants charging both murder and rape in
the Doty case.

Davis, suffering from the effects of
gradual drug withdrawal, made it easier
for the Georgia officers by waiving extra-
dition on the more serious charges. As a
result, the U.S. Commissioner in San
Antonio was able to facilitate his return
in an emergency session.

Cobb County Police Chief E. H. Bur-
uss and County Sheriff Kermit Sanders
flew to San Antonio on Friday, January
22, to assist in the handling of the dan-
gerous prisoner during the long drive
back to Georgia.

In Atlanta, meanwhile, Lieutenant
Strickland and his colleagues had inter-
viewed Liz Shanley at police headquar-
ters. They were told by Davis’ compan-
ion in flight that, in September of 1970,
she and the ex-convict had been married
by a 'notary public in Miami, Fla. She
said she was under the impression at the
time that Davis had been divorced by
his 19-year-old wife. She did not realize
that, although divorce proceedings had
been instituted they were not completed
at that time. Miss Shanley confided to
the police that she and Larry Davis were
expecting a child.

The dog found in Davis’ San Antonio
flat, Liz Shanley explained, was a pup
Davis had purchased for her in Florida
as a “wedding” present.

Davis and his escort arrived at Cobb
County Jail on Monday, January 25. He

Mary Shotwell Little (top), first to vanish, was followed by Diana Shields whose body later turned up in car trunk.
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immediately was placed in a cell and finally were relaxed when it was pointed
put on a drug withdrawal regimen by out that Davis had no funds to make
the prison physician. “You can’t let them such purchases at the jail store. Then
go ‘cold turkey’,” Jailer J. M. Lynch Davis and the girl were permitted a
explained. “It’s inhuman. Not that Davis closely supervised 15-minute visit on
appears to be suffering out of the ordi- Wednesday, January 27. Neither seemed
emotionally stirred by the reunion.

nary.”
Jail officials at first refused to allow “I didn’t see any tears shed,” Jailer
Lynch told reporters.

Liz Shanley to visit Davis in his cell,
since that was a privilege accorded only Lieutenant Strickland subsequently re-
vealed that: “Davis had made an oral

to “blood relatives.” Nor would Jailer

Lynch initially accept the supplies the statement to detectives in' reference to
young woman brought her Davis: A T- how the death of Susan Doty happened.”
shirt, a comb and brush, toothbrush and He would not elaborate on the particu-
toothpaste, The stringent regulations lars of the suspect’s statement.

Having already been indicted in ab-
sentia for the Susan Doty murder, the
legal process governing the prisoner’s
eventual trial already has been set in
motion. At this writing, added to the
long list of charges which already have
been lodged against Larry Davis, are
12 counts of misdemeanor arising from
the passing of bad checks and one addi-
tional charge of misdemeanor for theft. B

Eprror’s Note: The name Liz Shan-
ley is not the actual name of the person
who was in fact a participant in the
incidents described in this article.

CASE OF THE TELL-TALE TRUNKS continved from page 49

where were going to get the answers -together after they found jobs in the
we're looking for, but we're going to start  Charleston area.

asking questions as of right now. First Shortly after his interview with the
of all, I want to know what happened Savannah woman, the Folly Beach police
to that white, ‘63 Mercury.” chief studied the full report on the post

According to the chief’s reasoning, the mortem examination of Jared Westbury’s
car must have been driven to Folly Is- remains. There was one detail which en-
land. Possibly, it was still there. Start- tirely changed the complexion of the
ing at the outermost house at the east investigation. Almost 600 cubic centi-
end of the beach community, Janowczyk meters of clear—not saline—fluid had
and his aides canvassed cottagers and been found in the victim's left lung
vacationers to determine if any of them Also, a quantity of frothy matter was
had seen the Georgia automobile. At the found in the left branch of the bronchi.
chief’s request, a smiliar search was in- Unquestionably, Jared Westbury had
stituted on nearby James Island by died of drowning, but he had drowned
Charleston County officers. in fresh water, not in the sea. More, he

Several days passed before there was had already drowned in fresh water

another development in the investiga- when his body was brought to the beach
tion. On Saturday, September 5th, the and placed below the tide-line!
Folly Beach police chief was visited by “I dont know how it happened,”
an attractive matron and her two young Chief Janowczyk told his colleagues.
children. Identifying herself as the di- “We can’t be sure it wasn’t an accident.
vorced and since remarried wife of the But because someone went to a lot of
drowning victim, she was able to provide trouble to make it appear that he drowned
a number of details which were to prove in the ocean, I think we're looking for
helpful in the investigation. a killer.”

Among the particulars which the Certainly, there was sufficient justifi-
woman supplied was the tag number of cation to issue an all-points bulletin for
her ex-husband’s car, Georgia 2-49068. Westbury’s 1963 white Mercury, and for
Westbury and his friend had visited her the detention of the car’s presumed
and the children after travelling by bus driver, one Bill Richardson, address un-
tp Savannah from Milledgeville, The known.
friend. had been introduced to her as The name Richardson proved the key
Bill Richardson, but she was not certain to the riddle of where Westbury and his
that this was the man‘s real name. companion had spent their time in the

When he picked up his car from stor- Folly Beach community. On the morning
age, Westbury stayed in town long of August 27th, a cottage at 705 East
enough to attend to several business de- Atlantic Avenue had been rented by its
tails. His former wife was able to tell owner for one week to a William Robert
Chief Janowczyk that he had in his pos- Richardson who had paid in advance.
session $450 in cash, a United States.  Chief Janowczyk and his two officers,
Government disability check for the admitted to the premises by the owner,
amount of $157 and a folder containing found a number of items which were
a number of blank personal checks, the property of the drowning victim in-
already inscribed with his signature. cluding articles of clothing, several ra-

“Why would he do that?” the chief dios and Westbury’s wallet and check-
asked. book. The wallet, containing no cash,

Westbury’s ex-wife could not answer yielded Westbury’s driver’s license which
the question. All she could contribute had been issued in Milledgeville, Ga.,
further was the information that Bill on June 25, 1970. A photograph of West-
Richardson was someone whom Jared bury was attached to the license card.
had known for only a few weeks and The check book contained three blank
that the two men had planned to room checks, all bearing Westbury’s signature.
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From the stubs in the book, it was seen
that although the victim normally kept
meticulous records, he had failed to ac-
count for four checks which were
missing,

Interrogating persons who resided in
the vicinity of the East Atlantic Avenue
cottage, the police chief spoke with a
man who recalled seeing “a white car
in front of the place three nights after
the drowning.” The car was there for
only a very short while, the witness re-
called.

“I didn’t get a look at the driver’s
face,” he said. “All I could see was this
man putting something into the car be-
fore he drove away.”

Examining the premises once more,
Chief Janowczyk took a good look at the
bathroom. Had there been a bathtub, he
would have been almost certain that
Jared Westbury had been drowned in it.
But there was no bathtub. The only fa-
cilities were a stall shower, a small sink,
and a toilet. The chief studied the last
two for a long time and walked away
shaking his head. The picture which had
formed in his mind was too distressing
to be dwelt upon.

Almost a full month passed before
there was another break in the Westbury
case. On October 2nd, the police depart-
ment of Savannah Beach, Ga., found a
white 1963 Mercury abandoned and
ticketed in the parking-lot behind a local
tavern. The automobile had been there
for several days, according to the tavern
manager who had no idea to whom the
car belonged.

Checking the license tags through the
motor vehicle department, the Savannah
Beach police discovered that the Mer-
cury had been registered to Jared Frank-
lin Westbury. They found, also, that the
Folly Beach, S.C., police had issued a
bulletin about the automobile.

Speaking with Detective White of the
Savannah Beach force, Chief Janowczyk
requested that the car be carefully ex-
amined for evidence which could tie the
vehicle to any individual other than its
registered owner. The subsequent search
by scientific officers attached to the Chat-
ham County, Ga.; police department,
turned up a borrower’s card issued by



the Savannah Public Regional Library to
one William R. Richardson of 17 Haven
Drive, in Savannah.

Lieutenant Anderson Giles of the
Chatham County police directed an all-
out search for William Richardson, who
had not been seen at the Haven Drive
address in well over a month. At Chief
JanowezyK's instigation, federal and local
warrants had been issued for the subject
on a number of charges including grand
larcency of an automobile, transporting
a stolen automobile across a state line
and unlawful flight to avoid being ques-
tioned concerning a murder.

In due course, Lieutenant Anderson
was able to inform the Folly Beach po-
lice chief that Richardson, 25, had been
traced to the Delta Airline ticket office
at the local airport. There, he had pur-

chased a one-way flight from Atlanta to.

Los Angeles, Calif.

Efforts to trace the suspect in both
cities proved unavailing. Then, on Wed-
nesday, October 21, at Los Angeles In-
ternational Airport, a cab driver hailed
two policemen—Officer Roberts and De-
tective Johnson—to complain that his fare
was giving him “a hard time.”

“He’s trying to stick me for a 12
buck ride,” the driver told the police
officers. “I give him the tab, and he tells
me he’s fresh out of bread.”

The passenger, identifying himself as
William Robert Richardson, admitted
that he had engaged the taxi even
though he knew he would not have
enough funds to pay the meter charge
at the airport. His one asset, he claimed,
was an unused portion of a Delta Airline
ticket from Houston to Los Angeles.

“If you'll come with me while I cash
it in,” he proposed, “Ill have enough
money to pay the buy.”

THE officers accompanied: Richardson

to the Delta ticket counter where he
received a jolting bit of news. The unused
ticket would have to be processed, he
was told. Ten days were required before
payment could be made.

His shoulders sagging, Richardson
then asked the officers if he could make
a long distance telephone call. “Lend
me a dime,” he allegedly requested. “T'll
call this guy collect. You'll see. You'll be
rewarded for your trouble.”

Richardson then telephoned collect to
Lieutenant Anderson Giles of the Chat-
ham County police in Georgia. “I'm
William Richardson,” he is reported to
have said. “I'm being held here by the
cops. They don’t think I'm worth 12
bucks. I figured you'd tell them I'm
worth a hell of a lot more—to you guys.”

Giles asked to speak with the officers
and told them that there were warrants
outstanding for Richardson’s arrest on
charges of grand larcency of an auto-
mobile, interstate transport, and unlaw-
ful flight. “We want him for questioning
in a murder case,” he concluded.
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MURDER STAND-IN—Few men feared being murdered more than
Abdul-Hamid II, Sultan of Turkey from 1876 until 1909. His palace in
Constantinople was heavily guarded and outsiders were only permitted
to enter one room where they could talk to him. During such an inter-
view, the visitor would sit alone in the center of the room and Abdul-
Hamid would talk to him only from behind a fine grillwork that con-
cealed the balcony. But being out of sight did not satisfy the Sultan. He
would also walk up and down, fearing the visitor might draw a gun and
fire in the direction of his voice. The Sultan’s private rooms were studies
in fear. They contained alarm systems, trap doors, and mirrors set at
angles. And scattered throughout the rooms—stretching out on lounges,
standing at windows, sitting in chairs—were life-sized wax dummies of
him, which he hoped would lure any assassin’s bullets or knives. While
Abdul-Hamid looked for danger from without, his real troubles were

* from within. A palace coup in 1909 deposed him and he was sent into
.exile by a number of his previously loyal ministers.

THE 58-DAY ESCAPE—Convinced people in his village were out to lynch
him, a Filipino farmer hauled himself up a 60-foot tree and refused

“to come down. For 58 days, the frightened man remained on his perch,

living mostly on fruit, and ignored pleas from friends and family to
climb down. In desperation, his wife got the President to send an Air
Force helicopter to bring him down. The farmer kicked and screamed
all the time he was being pulled into the craft, but finally the “tree-in”
ended. After his long ordeal, the lynch mob fugitive complained of
difficulty in straightening out his legs and of stomach cramps. Appar-
ently the man’s reluctance to come down was justified since tempers
below had been badly inflamed against him for some time. One week
after he’d taken to his tree refuge, he was forced to witness the murder
of one of his sons at the foot of the tree.
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The next morning, Chief Janowczyk
in Folly Beach received a call from Los
Angeles Police Sergeant Fredrickson to
inform him that William Richardson had
signed a waiver of extradition and would
voluntarily return to South Carolina. Al-
s0, according to the sergeant, Richardson
had dictated and signed statements con-
cerning the Folly Beach case and sev-
eral other crimes.

In the course of a hearing on the
extradition waiver before Judge Nancy
V. Watson in Los Angeles Municipal
Court, 25-year-old William Robert Rich-
ardson was arraigned on charges of mur-
der and grand larcency.

On November 9, 1970, Charleston
County officers arrived in Los Angeles
to return the prisoner to the jurisdiction
of the Westbury murder. Upon his ar-
rival, he was given a preliminary hear-
_ing before Magistrate Paul M. Elsey.
Bond of $2,000 was set for the charge
of grand larcency of an automobile. No
bond was set for the murder charge and,
as is routine in such cases, Richardson
was sent to Columbia, S.C., for a 30-day
sanity examination in the state hospital.

Returned to Charleston at the conclu-
sion of this period of observation, Rich-
ardson was lodged in County Jail. Ac-
cording to psychiatrists in Columbia, he
was capable of knowing right from
wrong and could therefore stand trial.

From Richardson’s alleged statements,
both on paper and in the form of tape
recordings in possession of the Folly
Beach authorities, the suspect admitted

that he and Westbury had struck up an
acquaintance in Milledgeville, Ga. They
decided to live together and to look for
work in the Charleston area, arriving at
Folly Beach at 3 aM. on the morning
of August 27. Later that day, Richard-
son rented a cottage on East Atlantic
Avenue and they then purchased some
food and a large supply of vodka. Re-
turning to the cottage, they proceeded
to get very drunk. :

It is allegedly Richardson’s claim that
he awakened sometime during the night
of Friday, August 28. He found that he
was naked and that his wrists and ankles
were secured with twine so that he lay
spread-eagle on the bed. Westbury, also
naked, was standing over him lashing
him viciously with a wide, leather belt.

According to Richardson, his tormen-
tor would not untie him until 7 o'clock
on the morning of Saturday, August 29.
When he finally was released, he and
Westbury continued to drink more vodka
until just after 9 o’clock in the morning.

Later, according to the purported
statement, Richardson talked Westbury
into entering the bathroom. There, he
allegedly grabbed the victim and held
his- head under water until he drowned.
Since the toilet bow]l was the only ves-
sel in the bathroom capable of being
used for this purpose, the circumstances
of Westbury’s purported murder are even
more shocking,

Late in the afternoon, Richardson’s
alleged statement continues, he pulled a
pair of bathing trunks on the victim and

carried him onto the beach. There, he
walked through the surf with his grisly
burden and placed the lifeless body on
the packed sand below the high water
mark. _

Concluding his purported confession,
Richardson claimed that he drove the
victim's car to Savannah, returning to
the cottage once more and eventually
abandoning the automobile at Savannah
Beach.

There, the alleged statement takes a
wild turn. Richardson purports to have
travelled to Atlanta, Ga., where he held
up a branch of the Fulton National
Bank. Then, after forging a check, he
boarded a Delta flight which terminated
in Los Angeles. Leaving the plane in
Houston, Tex., Richardson allegedly
joined forces with a confederate and held
up a Houston bank on October 17.

The Federal Bureau of Investigation
has confirmed that the bank robberies
which Richardson allegedly recounted
did actually take place. It is confirmed,
also, that Richardson left Houston via
an airline other than Delta for the last
leg of his flight to Los Angeles.

A press release dated January 8, 1971,
carries the announcement that William
Robert Richardson will be tried for his
life on charges of first degree murder
in Charleston’s General Sessions Court
for the homicide-by-drowning of 39-year-

old Jared Franklin Westbury. At this

writing, Richardson is in jail in Charles-
ton awaiting action on the charges that
have been lodged against him. u

BAD NIGHT IN BENNETTSVILLE continved from page 35

them...the taller one [subsequently
identified as Charles Scales]...com-
manded, ‘Okay. Don’t nobody move, or
we’ll blow your haid off.” This was the
one who did all the talking.”

" Waving his gun so that it was leveled
at each member of the Chavis family in
turn, Scales said again: “Anybody moves
or makes a sound, we’re going to kill
you.” :

-Chavis tried not to show the frantic
fear which he had for the safety of his
family.

“You got any guns in the house?”
one of the men asked.

“Yes,” Chavis said. “Two.”

“Show’m to us,” the man ordered.

Chavis led the men into the next room
and showed them two guns which he
kept in a closet. “They took my .38-
caliber Smith & Wesson and threw the
22 back into the closet,” Chavis later
related. “T reckon they didn’t want it.”

Patricia Chavis gasped when she
heard the noise of the gun falling into
the closet. One of her children later de-
scribed his mother’s anguish: “They took
my daddy in the back room” he said.
“My mamma heard the pistol fall and
she thought they’d killed my daddy.”
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The men, armed with an additional
gun, then prodded Chavis back into the
living room.

“You rich, honkey?” Scales asked.

“No,” Chavis said.

“How much money you got?”

Chavis later told reporters: “I said I
only had twelve dollars. The man didn’t
say anything, but felt my pockets. I
always keep my loose money in my
front pocket with rubber bands around
it.”

The man discovered that the con-
spiciuous bulge was a wad of bills. “He
took it,” Chavis recounted. “I had about
$300. He didnt seem angry or offended
about ‘my not telling him. I had another
$200 in my pocketbook, but they never
asked for it.

“Then they told me we’re going to
Senator John Lindsay’s house and asked
if I knew where he lived. I told them
no, and the man said ‘You mean you

‘don’t know where your big senator lives?

Yeah, you do, and that’s where were
goin’. Were going to get all the rich
people.””

The strain was beginning to affect the
children, Chavis realized. Mindful of
the danger which threatened them all,

he did his best to keep the youngsters
in line. “I told them: ‘You be real still
and don’t -ask any stupid questions.””

The men took some kitchen -towels
with which they bound his wrists and
those of his wife and one of the chil-
dren. “We goin’ out now to get your
van,” Scales said next. “Then we goin’
to get that Mr. Lindsay. Anybody runs
or moves, were gonna kill all of you.”

Chavis made no attempt to resist. As
he later recounted to newsmen: “I said
we're not going to do anything for you
to shoot us about. Please. Just don’t harm
my family.”

Marched outside at gunpoint, the en-
tire Chavis family was herded into the
Volkswagen bus. The barber was shoved
into the back of the van and thrust
against a window with his wrists tied
behind his back. His wife Pat was placed
in the second seat with the children be-
hind her. Then the gunman who had
spoken least, the one who later was
identified as Grover Bennett, got behind
the Volkswagen’s wheel and started the
engine. Evidently, the driver was un-
familiar with the roads and had con-
siderable difficulty in finding the im-
pressive Darby Street residence of South
Carolina State Senator John C. Lindsay,

(Continued on page 60)
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(Continued from page 58)
but, finally, reached the neighborhood.

It so happened that the senator was
not at home that night. “Jack” Lindsay,
as his friends called him, a former Ma-
rine, in addition to serving in the legis-
lature for 18 of his 43 years, was en-
gaged in an active law practice with his
partner, Wade R. “Ronnie” Crow, ]Jr.
During the weekend which began on
Friday, January 15, the senator was out
of town, attending to an important legal
matter.

Mrs. Frances Lindsay and her six-
year-old son, David, were alone in the
large, rambling house. A good friend
and neighbor, who lived only a few
houses away, had promised to come over
to keep her company. The neighbor’s
husband was at Bennettsville High at-
tending the choir concert.

Outside the Lindsay home, the Volks-
wagen bus pulled up to the curb.
Charles Scales, brandishing his gun, or-
dered - Pat Chavis to precede him
through the door.

“We goin’ in there and get the Big
Man,” he said to Pat’s husband. “She
my ticket to get in the door. She give
me any trouble, you gonna hear the
shot that blows her head off. And you
hear that shot, that’s the signal for my
bud to kill the whole lot of you.

“Get that, bud?” Scales said, turning
to Bennett. “You keep your gun on them.
If you hear I got trouble, don’t waste
no time. Shoot them other —— daid.”

In the senator’s house, Mrs. Lindsay,
hearing the doorbell, was certain that

her neighbor had arrived to keep her
company. She opened the door and was
startled to see Mrs, Chavis there.

Scales, leveling his pistol and shoving
Pat Chavis before him, bounded across
the threshold and kicked the door shut
behind him. “Where the Big Man?” he
demanded. “Where that big Senator
Lindsay?”

Mrs. Lindsay might have screamed
but for the mute warning in Pat Chavis’
eyes, Little David Lindsay ran to his
mother’s side and stared at the intruders
with frightened eyes.

Scales brandished the gun. “Where
the senator? he demanded again. “I
ain’t "gonna ask no more. Talk or I'll
shoot.”

Mrs. Lindsay wrung her hands. “He’s
not home,” she answered tightly. “He’s
out of town...business...”

The intruder grabbed little David
with his free hand and pressed the gun
muzzle to his head. “You lyin’l” he
screamed. “Where he’s atP”

The mother, anguished, took a step
toward her son. At that, the big gun-
man swung a shoulder-level jab, smash-
ing his clubbed fist into Mrs. Lindsay’s
face. As she fell to the floor, Scales drew
back his foot and kicked her on the side
of the head.

“I'll stomp you,” he warned her. “And
when you daid, T'll blow the kid’s brains
out. Talk, dammn you. Where’s your hus-
band?”

Mrs. Lindsay managed to move her
bleeding and swollen lips, white hot pain
stabbing into her head. “Please. .. she

“It might just interest you to know why I murdered my wife!”
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whispered. “My husband’s away. If you
want money ... jewelry ... Tll tell you
where.”

The gunman’s nostrils flared. He
clenched and unclenched his fists, swear-
ing under his breath in an agony of
frustration. “I don’t want no —— dia-
monds,” he said. “I ain’t lookin® for no
money. I want your man, Where at’s
the big senator?”

“He’s not here,” Mrs. Lindsay said.

“Okay,” her tormentor said. “Get up.
We takin’ you and the kid with us. We
goin’ to Lakeside to pick up that Cot-
tingham.” (The “that Cottingham” re-
ferred to was State Representative Ed-
ward B. Cottingham, another of Ben-
nettsville better-known citizens.)

CLUTCHING her son by the hand, Mrs.

Lindsay, still reeling from the force of
the blow which had felled her, was
prodded, along with Pat Chavis, through
the door and down the walk to the
Volkswagen van. There, after the little
boy’s wrists were securely tied, the two
new hostages were added to the initial
SIX.

Wayne Chavis later remembered his
great relief at seeing his wife emerge un-
harmed from the Lindsay home. Several
of the children began to sob, but Pat
Chavis silenced them. She managed to
convey to her husband that Mrs. Lind-
say had been badly beaten.

“Now we’re goin’ after Cottingham
and all them rich people,” Scales said.
“First 1T got to know somethin’. You,
Lindsay woman, answer smart. How
many kids that Cottingham got? We got
to know.”

Mrs. Lindsay murmured a number.

Directing the group like an orchestra
conductor with his waving pistol, the
gunman ordered the eight ‘hostages to
lie down and keep out of sight. Then
the van continued through the night
toward fashionable Lakeside.

“Right before we got to the house,”
Chavis later recounted, “the man told
Mrs. Lindsay to raise up and tell him
which house was Cottingham’s. She told
him she didn’t know because it was dark
and she couldn’t tell which side of the
lake she was on. ‘

“He asked her again and told her she
better not make a mistake by telling him
wrong. Then he put the gun to her head
and said, ‘T'm gonna blow your head off
if you do.””

Mrs. Lindsay locked from house to
house with fearful eyes. The gunman
suddenly smacked the dashboard with
the flat of his hand to stop the driver.
“This it,” he said. “This the house.” He
turned to Mrs. Lindsay, saying: “This is
the house, ain’t it?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Lindsay answered tightly.
“I think so0.” :

The gunman looked from her to the

(Continued on page 62)
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exercise . . . you do not have to *‘starve yourself to
death” . . . you simply take one wonder-working
capsule 3 times a day, one before each meal—following
the enclosed regimen. That's alt!!—

NOW COMES THE BIGGEST SURPRISE
OF YOUR ENTIRE ADULT LIFE!

it is 12 midnight. 16 hours have passed since you took
your first capsule. You .step on the scale and lo- and
behold you are as much as 4 pounds lighter! Don’t be
shocked . . . because what has happened to you is
exactly what medical science has proven MUST HAPPEN.
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for the first time in my adult life | really lost weight

. LOST IT PERMANENTLY . . . pounds and pounds,
inches and inches . . . of ugly dangerous, uncomfort-
able fat! And is it any wonder . . . and is there any
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(Continued from page 60)
house. When he turned to her again, his
lips curled back from his gleaming teeth.
“That ain’t the house,” he snarled. “It’s
the next house. Ain't it the next house?”
Confused, in pain, the unfortunate

victim was almost unable to speak. -

“You're right,” she said. “Yes. You're
right.”

Jabbing her with the gun muzze,
Scales ordered Frances Lindsay out of
the van. “Can David come with me?”
she pleaded. “Can David come?”

“Naw,” Scales said. “The kid, he stay
here. You want to come back to him,
you do just like I say.”

The Chavises were wrenched by the
brave calm which Mrs. Lindsay forced
into her voice. “Be .a good boy, David,”
she urged her son. “Mother will be right
back.” .

As Wayne Chavis recalled later, Scales
handed Bennett “the .38 Smith and
Wesson he 'had taken from me and
Scales said to Bennett, ‘If anything hap-
pens, you shoot out here and I'll shoot
inside.””

Chavis was unable to stir in his
cramped position. The bonds on his
wrists had begun to cut the circulation.
“That driver,” he recalled, “was watch-
ing me like if anybody did anything he
thought it would be me. He had a gun
at my head and I was afraid to look up
because I figured if 1 looked up he

might think I was trying to look at him
to see if he was looking at me to see
if I was going to try anything,

“About that time, a car passed and
he ducked down. But he looked at me
between the seats and said if you try
to get loose I'm gonna blow your damn
head off.”

Meanwhile, Mrs. Lindsay and Scales
approached the front door of Repre-
sentative Cottingham’s home. The entry
light was on and there was illumination
in several of the rooms, but the Cotting-
hams weren’t at home. Like many of
the townspeople, they were at the high
school.

Scales was hopping mad. He danced
from foot to foot in boiling fury and,
at one point, raised the gun barrel as
if to pistol whip Frances Lindsay in his
wrath.

“All right,” he said at last. “All right.
That don’t make me no mind. We goin’
get your husband’s partner. That big
man Crow, he rich. He got a wife and
kid. We goin’ get them. They live next
door on Lake Shore Drive. We goin’
rout them out.” ~

There, Scales made a fateful mistake.
Senator Lindsay’s partner, Wade Crow,
Jr., did not live next door to the Cot-
tingham residence. His home was a
house and a vacant lot away. The dwell-
ing to which Scales prodded the almost
fainting Mrs. Lindsay was 598 Lake
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Shore Drive, the home of big, powerful
Jamie F. Lee, 40, a practicing attorney
and former member of the State House
of Representatives.

Jamie Lee, with crew-cut hair and a
heavy muscled torso, was a five-year
Army veteran. He had gone through
extensive tactical Commando training
from 1948 to 1953 ,as a Ranger in the
82nd Airborne Division. He had gone
ashore in the first wave of troops during
the bloody Inchon landing in Korea. Lee
also was an avid hunter, with a passion
for collecting guns. He owned an im-
pressive array of firearms — shotguns,
rifles, sportsterized military weapons,
hand guns—and had on hand a quantity
of ammunition equal to a small arsenal.

THAT very Saturday, Lee and his sons
had been out in the country, plinking
at targets during a session of hand gun
practice. In the evening, although they
originally had intended going to the high
school to hear the choir concert, Jamie
and his wife, Louise, decided to stay at
home. Their ten-year-old daughter, who
was deaf, could neither go to the con-
cert nor remain home alone. The Lees’
teenage sons, out for the evening, were
not available to look after the girl.

The Lees were downstairs, watching
TV in their basement “den.” There were
two locked gun cabinets and a rifle rack
on the walls. Jamie was stretched out
on a couch; Louise, bare-foot, was curled
up in a chair, when, suddenly, the front
doorbell rang.

Jamie Lee and his wife turned their
heads in the direction of the sound.
Both made up their minds that the
caller certainly was not a close friend,
Lee later told reporters. Their friends
invariably came to the ground-level door,
which led to the kitchen-family room.

“T'll go,” Mrs. Lee said. She headed
up the narrow stairs, which bent sharply
at an enclosed, mid-point landing. Her
husband, still on the couch, did not hear.
what was happening on the floor above.

Mrs. Lindsay was at the front door,

"Louise Lee quickly realized. The sena-

tor’s wife appeared to be disheveled and
hurt. A tall black man stood behind her.

“There must have been an accident”
Mrs. Lee later remembered thinking.

Then the tall Negro spoke. “Will you
open up, ma’am? You know this lady?”

Mrs. Lee opened the door and Charles
Scales literally catapulted Frances Lind-
say over the threshold with the force of
his push. The gun in his hand practi-
cally was hidden by his big fingers, but
the barrel, head-on, looked like the muz-
zle of a cannon to Mrs. Lee.

“Where’s your husband?” Scales de-
manded. “Don’t stall, lady. I want him
quick.”

“He’s downstairs,” Louise Lee said.

“Lead the way,” Scales ordered. “And
keep your mouth shet, hear.”



Jamie Lee rose from the couch and
stared with horrified eyes at the proces-
sion which descended the stairs. He
looked from his wife’s ash-pale face to
the discolored cheek and puffed lips of
Frances Lmdsay Then his eyes flicked
to the pistol in the fist of the big in-
truder who followed the women. Almost
instinctively, he identified it as a .32,
stub-nosed and deadly.

“What do you want?” Lee demanded.
Why are you doing this?”

“Shet your mouth,” the big man said.
“I'll do the talkin’. Women, get over
near the wall. Put your face against it.
Don’t turn around.”

Scaes suddenly spied the gun cabinets
and rifle racks. One of the cases con-
tained four pistols, mounted on clips be-
hind a clear plastic door. The gunman
tried to smash the plastic with his gun
barrel, but it would not break.

“rlt open it for you > Lee said. “You
have to know how.” (There was a hid-
den peg which secured the door. Scales
obviously hadn’t seen it.)

“All right,” the intruder said. “You
open it. But don’t try nothin’, hear? You
try somethm I'll start shootin’. I'll kill
you, sure.”

LEE was worried about his small daugh-

ter. “Look,” he said. “Our little
girl is deaf. She can’t hear you, so she
doesn’t know what’s going on. I'll get
you any gun you want. Just let her go
into the next room.”

“Naw,” Scales said. “She stays right
here. I dont want no trouble with you.
1 think youre gonna try to give me
trouble. Don’t be no hero. I'm goin’ to
die anyway and I got nothing to lose.
You make one move I don’t like, just
one move, and I'm gonna kill you all.”

“He seemed interested in a gun of a
partlcular caliber,” Jamie Lee later re-
lated. “It was a .32 he wanted and I
found out later it was because he had
a pocket full of .32-caliber bullets. I
tried to divert him from his purpose.
First, I opened the rifle case.

“He stuck his gun in my face and
said, ‘Tm gonna have trouble with you
yet.” I answered, ‘No’ and I opened the
pistol case.

“I didn’t want him in the drawer of
the pistol case because I had enough
ammunition in there that he could have
started his own war.”

Scales grabbed a .32-caliber pistol
from the case and thrust it in his belt.
“Okay,” he said to his four captives.
“Get up them stairs, now. We goin’ for
a ride.”

“I had no idea there were other
hostages outside,” Lee told reporters
later. “If that was known to me, I might
have acted differently. Don’t dramatize
me. Sometimes you just don’t stop to
think. If I'd stopped to think, I'd prob-
ably have jumped out the window. You
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don’t have to go into any Commando
training or anything like it. No one can
prepare for anything like this. My family

was involved and I didn’t want him tak-

ing us out of the house.”

Lee recalled: “My inclination was to
jump him then and there, but the room
was full of people and he was a big
devil. Also, I was afraid he could get
off a couple of shots before I could get
to him.”

The two women and the girl were
headed up the stairs when Lee sud-
denly remembered the sharp bend at the
landing. That might be the break that
he needed; it all depended on getting
the women around that bend. Lee fol-
lowed the women up the narrow stairs,
keeping to the middle of the treads to
block a sudden rush by the gunman.
There was a chair on the landing, Lee

remembered; he had to get to that chair.

“Halfway up the stairs,” Lee said
later, “I think he [Scales] realized that
he had made a mistake. I think he knew
then that we were going to have trouble.

“He hollered to Mrs. Lindsay. ‘Stop,
woman! Stop!’

“I hollered, too. I hollered at them,
‘Run! Hide!" My body was blocking him
from shooting them. I turned and shoved
him with all my might. Then I grabbed
the chair and threw it at him, knocking
him down. As I turned, the hall was
clear. The girls had run.”

Lee remembers then, too, that in a
bedroom was a loaded .32-caliber pistol.
It was there because he had used it that
day practice shooting in the country.
He sprinted into the room to where he
had placed the gun.

“As I turned to come out, he fired at
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me from the hall at point-blank range.
The bullet went through the door, inches
from where I was standing.

“It began to sound like World War II.
We were having us an -old-fashioned
shootout. We exchanged shots dead on.
He moved and fired twice more. Then
I got off two more shots at him and the
blood flew.”

Lee’s wife and daughter managed to
flee to the attic, where they hid them-
selves in a closet. Frances Lindsay, un-
familiar with the house, threw herself
under a table. During the exchange of
shots she was hit.

“I don’t know at what point she [Mrs.
Lindsay] was first hit,” Jamie Lee later
related. “But she was on the floor under
this table in the hall as I came out of
the bedroom door. I reached down and
tried to pull her to safety and he came
at her point-blank and fired.

“I know she got hit then, but she
had been hit once already. He had ab-
solutely no reason to shoot her.”

While Mrs. Lee and her daughter
cowered in the attic closet, the shooting
momentarily stopped. Louise Lee was
unable to figure out what was happen-
ing. “I was hearing all the commotion
and I was frantic,” she subsequently re-

called. “I dldnt know if my husband -

was dead or not.”

The gunman, hit in the face and
chest, staggered across the dinihg room.

“I didn’t advance on him,” Lee later
said, “because I wasn’t sure whether or
not he had run out the back door, or
whether he would run into the hall
through the kitchen. Also, I didn’t know
if another one might be in the house or
maybe waiting outside in the dark with
a shotgun.”

Outside, on Lake Shore Drive, Grover
Bennett ahd the seven. hostages heard
the echoing shots of the gun duel. Pat
Chavis, during the split second that
Bennett turned his head toward the
sound, strained against her bonds and
freed her wrists.

Then, Charles Scales, his gun smok-
ing in his fist, came staggering out of
the house. Bennett twisted the handle
of the door and rushed toward the
driveway to aid him.

“This man who came from the house
was kind of gurgling and dripping
blood,” Chavis said later. “His friend
leaped out to help him.”

Pat Chavis also leaped; she threw
herself into the driver’s seat, hit the
starter button and manipulated the con-
trols. The blue Volkswagen bus hurtled
from the curb and along the street,
swinging into the driveway behind the
home of the John Hamilton family. She
and her husband shepherded the terri-
fied children to the Hamiltons’ back
door, while Pat called out: “Let us in!
Let us in! We've been kidnaped. We've
got to use your phone!”

Mouthing a high-pitched string of
oaths, Grover Bennett ran across the
street, deserting his fallen comrade.

In the Hamilton house, 17-year-old
“Jack” Hamilton, Jr., grabbed a 12-
gauge shotgun and ran toward the slid-
ing glass doors which opened on the
back patio. Out in the night, he saw a
tall black man attempting to scale the
patio fence. Throwing the gunstock to
his shoulder, Jack fired through the
glass, which shattered over the patio
flags as the back man disappeared be-
hind the wall. Young Hamilton ran out-
side to investigate, but the man had
vanished.

Moments later, at police headquarters,
where the brand new chief was busy at
his desk with some paperwork, the dis-
patcher’s phone rang. Chief Driggers
looked up at the duty officer, who
seemed to be having some trouble un-
derstanding the incoming message.

“I picked up my own phone,” Chief
Driggers later recounted to reporters.
“I've been around here for 23 years,
long enough so that I often recognize
voices without persons identifying them-
selves. Many forget to tell us who they
are when there is an emergency and
they get so excited.

“Only a few words got through
to me. Kidnaping ... shooting . .. Jamie
Lee’s house. I didn’t wait any longer.
Tm on my way, I yelled into the
phone.”

Driggers ran from the office. “Jump
on that,” he called as he passed the dis-
patcher. “Send the works to Jamie Lee’s
house.” :

The chiefs car streaked through
traffic to Lake Shore Drive, where, in
the Lee driveway, Driggers spotted “a
person lying near the road.

“I stopped, checked him, put the cuffs
on him and put him in the car.

“About that time the rescue squad and
my men were arriving, so I left to carry
the prisoner to jail. I saw no other per-
sons in the area at that time.”

LTHOUGH the man had been shot, he
seemed able to walk and did not ap-
pear to be seriously wounded, “...s0 I
carried him to the jail and called a doc-
tor,” Driggers said. It was after the
doctor checked the injured man that the
prisoner was sent to the hospital for
X-rays.

Meanwhile, police cruisers were pull-
ing up in front of the Lee home like
stock cars at a race rally. Jamie Lee,
with a freshly loaded gun, finally went
to the front door and called out: “Well,
for goodness sakes. Come on in. I think
they’re gone.”

The officers cautiously entered the
house, stepping gingerly between pud-
dles of blood which marked the trail of
the retreating gunman. Suddenly, there
came the sound of a mysterious rustling



from behind a closet door. An officer,
drawing his revolver, motioned his col-
leagues - to stand behind him. Then,
gripping the knob, he yanked open the
door.

The Lees terrified cat, which had
been crouched in the closet, sprang for
freedom, clawing with all four feet and
yowling like a banshee. It disappeared
through the open front door, squalling
in the night.

Mrs. Frances Lindsay immediately
was rushed to Marlboro General Hos-
pital, suffering from gunshot wounds in
the right arm, right thigh and throat.
Even .as she was being treated in the
emergency room, a growing posse of
heavily-armed policemen, auxiliaries and
volunteers poured into the area,

State Law Enforcement Division offi-
cers rushed to Bennettsville, too. Chief
J..P. “Pete” Strom, head of the Colum-
bia district, arranged to have handlers
and several braces of bloodhounds
rushed to Lake Shore Drive.

The search which began that Saturday
night continued all day Sunday. Armed
patrols moved like skirmishers through
the 2000-acre wooded section near the
Emerson Electric Plant, while SLED
airplanes and a helicopter coordinated
the movements of the ground forces.
Grover Bennett—listed as 6 feet, 1 inch
tall and weighing 190 pounds and wear-
ing dark clothing—was listed as armed
and dangerous.

At 10 p.m. Sunday, it was announced
that Bennett—23 and a former college
student devoted to the black militant
cause—~had turned himself in through a
Civil Liberties Union attorney to SLED
Chief Pete Strom and his lieutenant,
Leon Gasque.

IT also was revealed at that time, that,

although the odds on Mrs. Lindsay
making a remarkable recovery were ex-
cellent, there was very little hope that
the critically-wounded Charles Leonard
Scales would recover. And, in fact,
Scales died on Monday morning, January
95. The young man, police had learned
by then, was an ardent black militant,
who had become “hooked” on drugs and
embittered over racism while fighting as
a soldier in Vietnam.

The authorities announced at the time
of Scales’ death the arrest of a third
member of what was termed, until then,
“a kidnap conspiracy.” The third party
was identified as a 17-year-old youth
from Bennettsville.

The full story behind the kidnaping
attempt and its tragic consequences were
revealed by State Senator John Lindsay
in a speech delivered Tuesday, January
26, from the floor of the South Carolina
Senate.

According to Senator Lindsay—who
praised Jamie Lee for “laying his life on
the line” and preventing a “much greater
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tragedy—the plot was conceived as a
means of developing a powerful lever
with which “certain black militants”
hoped to force California officials to grant
freedom to jailed Angela Davis, held for
trial in a sensational West Coast court-
room murder case (When a Jailbreak
Turns Into a Blodbath, November INSIDE
DETECTIVE, 1970).

“It’s a ridiculous absurdity, but that
was their definite plan,” Senator Lind-
say said. “They expected to fly their
Bennettsville hostages to Cuba in a com-
mandeered jet. Once there, it was their
childish intention to hold us in exchange
for the freedom of Angela Davis.

“This was not planned as a political
reprisal against office holders in South
Carolina and it was not conducted
against the excellent race relations in
our county, either.

“They had some sort of idea that
exchanging these people for political
prisoners would make them some sort
of political heroes.”

The original targets of the kidnap
attempt, Senator Lindsay said, were
Mayor John M. Belk and his family of
Charlotte, N.C. The job of getting close
to the Belks, however, proved more of
a task than the trio was equal to.

In Charlotte, Mayor Belk found it

hard to believe that he really was the
prime target of an abortive plot, which
purportedly was foiled by the presence
of Charlotte’s large police force, making
escape almost impossible.

“People in the public eye have to ex-
pect that they attract the attention of
weird-dos who operate on the lunatic
fringe. It isn’t unique to this part of the
world. Political kidnapings have become
an international disease. And who knows
what the cure’s going to be.”

On Tuesday, February 2, Mrs. Lindsay
was released from Marlboro General Hos-
pital after her condition reportedly had
improved markedly. Meanwhile, Grover
Bennett and the Bennettsville teenager
charged as an accessory in the case were
slated to appear before a Marlboro Coun-
ty grand jury on Monday, February 8.

In Bennettsville and the surrounding
area, one hears angry rumblings which
suggest several possible cures. And, at
this writing, Grover Bennett is being
held in the state penitentiary at Colum-
bia—for his own safety—waiting to be
tried on charges of kidnaping, robbery
and assault and battery with intent to
kill. Meanwhile, wiser residents of the
area are urging that the law be per-
mitted to take its course in the raid
on Bennettsville. u
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MENACING MOTORISTS

Slaughter Rides With the Invisible
Man in your February, 1971, issue re-
minded me of a lesson I learned as a
child—namely, don’t hitchhike. Motorists
are constantly being warned against pick-
ing up hitchhikers, but I think that is a
big mistake. The real danger, to my mind,
is in hitchhiking. No one will ever know
how many nuts are out on the highway
and on city streets every day and night,
just cruising arpund for a likely victim.
It’s the fact that he’s got control of the
car that makes a driver a lot more dan-
gerous than a hitchhiker in a similar situ-
ation. A lot of real weirdos, I'll bet, spend

EvE HiNbEN
Learned tragic lesson.

hours driving around looking at hitch-
hikers until they find one that they think
will perfectly fit their vile needs. Look
what happened to Eve Hinden. She was
a sweet, trusting girl, who really got
taken in by a deceitful driver. Well, I
hope that someone at least learns a lesson
from the tragic story of her death,
—Jud Ross, Ft. Worth, Tex.

WHO CAN WE TURN TO?

Well I don’t know why I read your
magazine or any other because as I read
all T feel is frustration. Every good citi-
zen is beating his head against a stone
wall when he asks that criminals be
punished. Today, in 1971, if youre a
bad boy, then they discuss your bad
behavior for ten years. If youre good,
don’t expect a reward, just stay the way
you are. That means don’t shoot an in-
truder in your home, If you wound him,
he’ll sue you and win the case. Our

youngsters are being brought up to think
Bad is Beautiful. Some cleanup is being
done by our courts . . . I just don’t know
how the Supreme Court judges can sleep
at night. If I were on the court, crim-
inals would be banished from society.
They would not exist anymore, they
would suffer the same fate as their vic-
tims did, death. I am sure that the
victims are still remembered by loved
ones because their deaths were so un-
necessary. [What bothers me is that]
these bleeding hearts and do-gooders are
for the killer, with bond and bail and
retrials,. Why is the future of a killer
more important than the victim’s future?

. I still believe in an eye for an eye.
If justice were true and swift in the
U.S.A. we wouldn’t have all the backlog
in the courts today. A rapist is freed on
bond and, in the meantime, out he goes
to prowl the land . . . Once convicted,
he appeals and it goes on and on ... We
will have to become the law if the courts
keep up their soft tactics. Who can we
turn to?

—Mrs, S. A. Williams, Pittsburgh, Pa.

FELT VICTIMS’ TERROR
FRONT PAGE DETECTIVE you've out-
done yourself with the March 1971 is-
sue and the story called, Nightmare Trail
Of The Phantom Rapist. The story was
written so well that I could almost feel
the horror felt by Albert Savage’s al-
leged victims. He certainly did live up to
his name didn’t he? The terror these
poor women lived through and the tor-
ture felt by their loved ones is immense.
I sincerely hope that the accused receives
the punishment he so justly deserves,
though I realize this will in no way help
the women that were damaged by his
monstrous deeds.
—Lillian Kramer, Bronx, N.Y.

A TRAGIC MEMORY

Two bright spots in my life are when
my mailman leaves my copies of FRONT
PAGE and INSIDE DETECTIVE. I've enjoyed
these two magazines since 1 was 12 years
old. This letter is not pertaining to any
particular story in the latest issues, just
in the defense of police officers in gen-
eral and one in particular. In Detroit, in
ten months, the police death toll nears
ten. I was a den mother last year and I
took my Cub Scouts on tour of our
precinct. The officer who served as our
guide then, just a few short months later,
was checking in for instructions after he
had arrested two law breakers. He
searched the man and, being a gentle-
man, failed to search the lady. They
were one block from the precinct. . . .
She shot his head off with a gun giving
no warning. The last thing he said to me



when I asked him why he took his life
in his hands for people was “Someone
has to do it.” Just less than a month later

he was dead. . . .
—Lorie Green, Detroit, Mich.

DRUG RISE FRIGHTENING
I enjoy your magazine very much.
One thing troubles me very much and
that is the increasing number of murders
and other crimes involving drugs. A lot
of people in today’s society think there
is nothing wrong with experimenting
with drugs, but all one has to do is read
the story in your February, 71, issue of
FRONT PAGE magazine, A Swimming Pool
Full of Corpses, plus many others to
realize something must be done in both
your country and mine to put a stop to
this horror. As a parent of three sons, I
hope no drugs are ever legalized.
—Gail Juteau, Halifax, Canada

HORRIBLE WAY TO DIE

I have been a reader of FRONT PAGE
and INSIDE DETECTIVE magazines for sev-
eral years and really look forward- to
buying a new issue every two weeks. In
your February [1971] issue of FRONT
PACE, in the story Feed Him Soft Soap
and Arsenic, your reporter stated that
Polk Carter is 13 years older than his
wife and then, near the end of the story,
it stated he is 53 and she is 30. 1 guess
it was just a misprint probably. Anyway

PoLx CARTER
Old enough to know better.

that was a horrible way for Jim Clark to
have to die. Some of the stories are al-
most unbelievable, but in this day and
age nothing is impossible. Keep up the
good work and stories.

—Wayne Davis, Alexander City, Ala.

Eprror’s NoTE: You're correct. It was
a typographical error. The age difference
between Polk Carter and his wife is 23
years.

WILLIE TAKES THE CAKE, TOO
Willie Sutton working for a bank!
(Casebook, February FRONT PAGE, 1971).
You've just got to be kidding. I thought
I'd seen everything, but that takes the
cake.
—E. M., San Luis Obispo, Cal.

WHY DO THEY KILL?

Just finished reading the February,
1970, issue of FRONT PAGE DETECTIVE and
I thought I'd drop you a line to tell you

PeEGGY ANN STOKES
Must beauty bring out the beast?

that it was the best edition of your fine
magazine that I've seen yet. Though I
sure enjoyed reading it, one thing really
shook me up. What I'm talking about is
the number of beautiful, and I do mean
beautiful, girls who were the victims in
six or seven of the cases. It nearly broke
my heart to see all those attractive young
women cut down before even reaching
the prime of life. I don’t know what had
gotten into the killers in those stories to
make them commit the crimes they did,
but there’s one thing I'm sure of—they
were pretty sick. It seems to me that men
who would commit such shocking sex
crimes—snuffing out an innocent girl's
life for just a few moment’s stolen pleas-
ure—certainly need help. I think that
society would be served a lot better if
sex criminals, instead of being thrown in
prison, could be hospitalized in mental
institutions where an attempt could be
made at finding out the cause and, most
important of all, the cure and early diag-
nosis of their terrible problem. Then,
perhaps, such attractive young women as
Eve Hinden and Peggy Ann Stokes will
not have died in vain,

—C.S.V., Atlanta, Ga.

UPHOLD JUSTICE
I don’t believe in writing letters to
a magazine, but the most disgusting or
inhuman piece of material I've read con-
cerns the Indiana State Supreme Court
ruling a new trial for Gertrude Wright
(The Cleanup Spot, December FRONT
PAGE, 1970). It’s a disgrace for the fam-
ily of that [murdered] girl. There aren’t
words to express the feeling for people
like that. Justice should be upheld, not
abused.
—F. Sturgill, Wilkesboro, N.C.
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THE ORGY TURNED INTO A BLOODBATH continued from page 43

to be one of those solved with slow,
painstaking investigation. We are trying
to find out whom she might have met in
the bars that night.”

By that time, Sheriff Stack’s investiga-
tors had established, newsmen were in-
formed, that Susan was bar-hopping the
night before her death, making the
rounds with a group of stockbrokers
with whom she had formerly worked at
a firm which had a seat on the New
York Stock Exchange. The last of her
broker friends known to have seen her
alive “has been effectively cleared; he
has a good alibi,” the sheriff said.

The story of the broker, Arthur Foun-
tain, was that he had returned to Fort
Lauderdale from a new job in Sarasota,
across the state, to visit his fiancee. He
had left his fiancee’s apartment- that
Sunday afternoon to watch a professional
football game with broker friends at the
Chit Chat Lounge in the Sunrise Pro-
fessional building.

“One of the other fellows -called
Susan and asked her to join us,” Foun-
tain said. “After a few drinks, Susan,
one of the other fellows and I went to
the Parrot Lounge on Sunrise Lane. My
fiancee joined us there. She drove me
back to the Chit Chat to pick up my
car and then went home because she
was tired.”

Fountain said he then returned to the
Parrot Lounge, rejoined Miss Bacon and
the other broker. They had a drink
there, “hopped” to another bar called
the Button Lounge and danced to the
jukebox music. Between dances, Miss
Bacon sipped blackberry brandy and
exchanged quips with the  cocktail
waitress.

Miss Bacon then drove Fountain back
to the Parrot Bar in her green Mustang
and dropped him off without saying
where she was headed next. Fountain
went back to his fiancee’s apartment.

The green Mustang had been found
on December 29, two days after the
slaying, in the parking lot of the Ocean
National Bank, not far from the Button
Lounge. Detectives were eager to look
at its tires. But the size and tread de-
sign did not match tracks found leading
off Highway 84 to the park where
Susan’s body was found.

Where did Susan go after she left
Fountain at the Parrot Bar, officers won-
dered. At that point in the investigation,
they didn’t know too much about the
habits and tastes of Susan Bacon. They
might have obtained an idea from Foun-
tain’s description of her gaiety at the
Button Lounge, where she reportedly
threw herself into a frenzy of dancing
to the deafening strains of rock band
records. The setting was far removed
from the sophistication of the Chit Chat
Club where the evening had begun.

It was time to look deeper in the life
and background of the freckle-faced
murder victim. She was born in Bogota,
Colombia, the daughter of a British
citizen who worked in executive posi-
tions for the farflung Shell Oil Company.
Susan thus was a British subject and
she never lost her British accent.

As a child, she lived in several South
American capitals, attended the Hamp-
ton School, a fashionable private school
on the island of Jamaica for children of
prosperous South American and Carib-
bean families. After graduation, Susan
was accepted at the very exclusive La

‘Chatelaine finishing school in Switzer-

land, where she learned all the social
graces, in addition to three languages.
Then she went to a London secretarial
school to prepare herself for the business
world. "

Susan thus was a highly qualified
business career prospect when her father
moved to Florida and went into the
building field. She found her kind of
job at once, as a receptionist for the
local branch of a nationally established
brokerage house. The job was to last
ten years and it brought Susan into con-
tact with many of the leading figures of
the Fort Lauderdale community, civic
and political leaders and wealthy in-
vestors. She was intelligent, personable
and had an uproarious sense of humor,
once slipping a plastic fried egg into the
sandwich of a fellow employee.

But her periods of gaiety grew more
infrequent and friends later recalled to
reporters that Susan wanted to make a
change in her life. So she left for an-
other brokerage house job in Jackson-
ville.

“I don’t think she really knew what
she wanted,” one friend said. “She was
very depressed all the time and I don’t
think she knew what was bothering her.”

N Jacksonville, Susan suffered a “ner-
vous breakdown” which one acquaint-
ance said was brought on by an un-
happy romance with a man who did not
want to get married. Four months later,
Susan returned to Fort Lauderdale and
took a job as waitress at the Moonraker,
but found she had no taste for the work.
She also worked briefly at Le Club In-
ternational, at a Pompano Beach broker-
age house and, finally, for an auto leas-
ing firm.

Susan enjoyed the latter job, her
friends said, because it took her to Port
Everglades, the city’s harbor, where she
could go aboard the transatlantic cruise
ships and talk to the passengers in their
own languages, French, Spanish and
German.

But, at the same time, Susan began
stopping in at a small, unpretentious bar
on the beach called- The Sandbox, a



block from the Button Lounge, where
" she had danced for the last time.

“She used to come in here in the
middle of the day, order a beer and sit
there reading a book,” a barmaid at The
Sandbox recalled to a reporter. “She
always had a book with her . . . big, thick
novels.”

But Susan also went into the small
beach bars at night, too, and it was to
The Sandbox she drove after letting out
her stockbroker friend the night before
she died.

A Fort Lauderdale policeman provid-
ed that information and also the vital
clues that led to breaking the Susan
Bacon murder case. The officer, looking
at the slain girls photograph in life,
realized he had seen her leaving the bar
around midnight. He remembered be-
cause he was taking a good look at her
companions, several of them members
of the notorious Outlaws motorcycle
gang. The policeman took down a de-
tailed description of a car bearing Ohio
license plates in which Susan left, along
with several other cars carrying known
Outlaw members which left The Sand-
box at the same time.

HERIFF Stack obtained that informa-

tion two days after New Year’s and,
on January 5, a car suspected of being the
one that carried off Susan was found
abandoned behind a paint and body
shop. Its Ohio tags were missing, but
there are other ways of identifying a
car and there was one piece of evidence,
meaningless at first glance, found inside
the vehicle that quickened the pace of
the investigation.

It was a torn piece of Page 3A of
The Fort Lauderdale News of Decem-
ber 26. Sheriff Stack’s investigators
eagerly fitted it with another torn piece
of a newspaper page and the tear edges
matched up exactly. The other piece of
paper had been found beside Susan’s
body.

After two days of painstaking check-
ing and cross-checking on the abandoned
car, Detective Sergeant Ed Werder
caught a plane for Dayton, Ohio. In the
small town of Brookville, just northwest
of Dayton, Werder went into police
headquarters and asked for assistance. A
telephone call was made to a Rudolph
Lee Lunsford, who had been identified
as the owner of the car abandoned in
Florida with a fateful fragment of news-
paper on the seat. Lunsford was asked
to come to the station for a talk.

Lunsford did not come alone, he
brought with him his buddy, Anthony
Shockey, 21.

“Why don’t you go down to the corner
and have a beer while we talk to Rudy,”
the officers told Shockey. Shockey left
and the interview began. Soon, a ste-
nographer was called in to take down
the youth’s words.

When Shockey came back to the sta-
tion, he, too, reportedly talked to the
officers, with a stenographer taking down
all that was said. Both youths then
agreed to accompany Sergeant Werder
back to Florida without demanding that
formal charges be placed against them,
in which case they could have fought
extradition.

The trio went to Broward County
Jail on reaching Florida and, dramati-
cally, within hours after their arrival,
the Susan Bacon murder case broke.

Shockey was charged with murder
and Lunsford was held as a material
witness. Deputies soon arrested two
Broward County men, Walter (“Blue”)
Starrett, 24, of Pompano Beach and Ed-
ward (“Grubby”) Summers, 26, of Fort
Lauderdale and charged them with
murder in the Bacon case. Both were
members of The Outlaws motorcycle
gang, which had been involved once
previously in a murder case.

On another occasion, The Outlaws
were accused of nailing one of their “old
ladies” (girlfriends) to a cross because
she held out money on a gang member.
The carousing cyclists have been repeat-
ed targets of eviction actions in south
Florida to get them out of warehouses
where they allegedly hold wild orgies,
spread garbage and filth and make the
night hideous with the roar of their en-
gines and the noises of revelry.

But Susan and The Outlaws? Friends
of the once sophisticated girl with the
British accent could not imagine how
their paths had crossed.

How that odd association began still
was a mystery at this writing, but the
end of it was spelled out in stark and
sickening detail during a preliminary
hearing before Circuit Judge Louis Weis-
sing at which Lunsford and Shockey, the
two youths from Ohio, were the chief
witnesses. They, too, belonged to a mo-
torcycle gang—the “Legion of Hell’—in
their home state. When they drove to
Florida on a Christmas lark, they natu-
rally fell in with their tropical counter-
parts, The Outlaws, testimony was to
show.

Lunsford was the first witness. Wear-
ing a rumpled gray jacket, he began to
speak haltingly, reportedly conscious of
the baleful glares sent in his direction
by Starrett, a lanky, heavily-tattooed,
yellow-haired youth wearing boots, blue
jeans and a T-shirt with skull and cross-
bones emblem and the word “Outlaws”
on the back. )

“We were at The Sandbox when Su-
sie Cream Cheese and a guy came in,”
Lunsford began.

Susie Cream Cheese? The disparaging
nickname indicated a gang familiarity
with the girl who spoke four languages
and Sheriff Stack confirmed later that
Susan had associated with The Outlaws
before this night. The sheriff said he had
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information that Susan had been beaten
by one or more Outlaws earlier at an-
other oceanfront lounge frequented by
the gang.

“They had a few beers and then Su-
sie wanted to play pool with an Outlaw,”
Lunsford continued. “They shot pool and
the guy who came in with her left. [Her
escort never has been identified.]

“When they closed up, we left the
place in three cars and Susie went with
us. I drove my 1965 Chevrolet Super
Sport. [the car later found abandoned].

“Some of the guys with us were Sly-
boy Snorts, an Outlaw from Atlanta;
Roadrunner, from Columbus, Ohio;
Striker T, Sleazy and Grubby [subse-
quently identified as Summers].”

The gang, according to Lunsford,
went to “Dick’s house,” and then went
on to “Funky Tim’s” house in Pompano
Beach just north of Fort Lauderdale. At
the Pompano house when they arrived,
Lunsford said were “Blue” Starrett and
a gang member known to him as “Medi-
tator” and Meditator’s “Old Lady.” A
collection was taken up for wine and
Meditator’s girlfriend and Grubby went
out and got four bottles of wine. Later,
everybody was, according to the wit-
nesses, “flaking out.” Lunsford contin-
ued:

“Susie was on the floor with Striker T
and Sleazy. She slapped Striker. Blue
[Starrett], who was standing by the
stereo, went over and jabbed his fingers
in her face.

““You don’t slap one of my brothers,
he told her.

“Then she slapped Blue and he got
real mad, almost crazy, wild-eyed. He
slapped her around, threw her on the
floor near where I was laying and he
kicked her in the head. .. he was wear-
ing cowboy boots.

“Then he pulled out a handgun,
stuck it next to her head and someone
[later identified as Summers] said ‘Don’t
kill her here’

“Blue put away the gun and Susie lay
there and cried a little while, and then
she got up. Her lip was swollen and she
was bleeding a little.”

Summers got a wet towel for the girl
to hold to her face, the witness said.
Starrett then asked him for the loan of
his car to take Susan home, Lunsford
testified, and he and Summers went to a
cut-rate station to get gas.

“When we got back to the house,”
Lunsford’s testimony continued, “most of
the people were in the bedrooms. In one
bedroom were Susie, Blue, Striker T, Sly-
boy and Sleazy. Susie and Sleazy were
naked and Sleazy was trying to have sex
with Susie, but he was unable to per-
form.”

Blue then asked Lunsford if he would
like to have sex with Susie, the witness
said, but he declined. Lunsford said he
then overheard Blue tell another of the
gang that one of the two Ohio boys

would have to go along when Susan was
“taken out,” so he would have to be an
accomplice to whatever was done. Luns-
ford said he pretended to pass out, so he
wouldn’t have to go.

He did notice that it was getting light
outside, the witness said. Summers then
came out of one of the bedrooms with
a shotgun, Lunsford said, and “Blue told
him to take it out and put it in the car.

“Shockey asked me for the keys. Blue
and Larry [Shockey] told Susie to hurry.
She was standing around talking. Grubby
sweet-talked her into getting into the
car. He told her Tve been good to you
all night, we want to take you home
now.””

Lunsford said Starrett made Summers
wipe off Susan’s purse and the items in
it with a towel and told him to wipe
down places in the house where the girl
might have left her fingerprints.

S the trio prepared to leave, Lunsford
said, they found the battery on his
car was dead and had to use jumpers
from another car to start the engine. The
drunken gang members cracked jokes
about “the getaway car that wouldnt
go,” Lunsford said, adding that he went
to sleep at that point. :
Later that day, Lunsford said, he and
Shockey ditched the car, first taking the
plates and registration papers, and made
their way back to Ohio by other means.
He reported his car stolen when he got
home.

Lunsford’s pal, Shockey, was the
clinching witness in the state’s prelimi-
nary case. His testimony was read from
a statement he had given. In it, he cor-
roborated Lunsford’s story, added detail
and picked it up at the point where Su-
san started what turned out to be her
death ride.

Describing the scene after Lunsford
went for gas, Shockey said that the en-
raged Starrett, Striker T and Sleazy
dragged Susan into the bedroom and
stripped her with the intention of having
sex with her. Susie was very drunk, he
said. At one point, he said, Sleazy was
sitting on top of the nude girl.

A little later, according to Shockey's
statement, Susie seemed to get hold of
herself, dressed and demanded to be
taken home so she could call the police
and report what had been done to her.
Shockey’s recitation continued:

“Blue got mad again and said he had
some alligator friends that he would like
for Susie to visit. [It purportedly is a
standard threat of The Outlaws to throw
their girlfriends to the gators.]

“Blue said he just wanted to blow her
away [kill her].

“The sun was just coming up as we
drove out this road, out of town, Susan
was sleeping in the back seat. I drove,
with Blue beside me.

“When we got to this park, Susie woke
up. Blue told her to get out of the car



and go sit down. Well, the girl went and
sat down. Blue got the shotgun out of
the trunk. The safety wouldn’t work, so
I hit it with a screwdriver.

“I got back in the car and I heard two
shots. She had asked him not to shoot
her...she wouldn’t tell. And then he
shot her. She moaned after the big shot
[shotgun], but she made no sound after
the revolver shot.”

Shockey added that he had seen a
revolver sticking out of Starrett’s pocket
before they left the house. He prefaced
his statement with the words “I must
live with my conscience.”

After disposing of Susan Bacon, Shock-
ey’s statement continued, Starrett said
he was hungry so they stopped and ate
breakfast. Shockey said he threw the
girl’s purse out of the car as they re-
turned to Pompano Beach. (It was
found, police revealed, on the north-
bound lane of the Florida Turnpike, a
route they would have taken to by-pass
Fort Lauderdale from State Road 84.)

At the conclusion of the hearing,

Judge Weissing bound over Starrett and
Shockey to the grand jury on first degree
murder charges. He ordered Summers
released because there was “no probable
cause” to charge him with murder.

On January 21, the Broward County
grand jury indicted Starrett and Shock-
ey on charges of first degree murder.
Summers, who had been freed of first
degree murder charges, was indicted as
an accessory after the fact. Lunsford
was continued under bond as a material
witness. At this writing, the foursome are
awaiting further legal action in the mur-
der of Susan Bacon, which was termed
a “wanton, vicious attack” by Sheriff Ed-
ward Stack, who added: “These people
could properly be described as ani-
mals.” n

Eprror’s Note: The name Arthur
Fountain is not the actual name of the
person who was in fact a participant in
the incidents described in this article.
The name is used to avoid embarrass-
ment to an innocent person.

CUSTOMER’S AREN'T ALWAYS RIGHT

about any possible motive for the kill-
ings.”

In an effort to find a possible lead,
officers were talking with relatives of
the murdered sisters—three brothers, liv-
ing in Dayton, Troy and Brookville,
Ohio, and three sisters, living in Troy
and Dayton and in Sun City Center, Fla.
Detectives were able to contact several
of the brothers and sisters, but none had
any ideas about a possible motive.

A brother said he did not think his
sisters would let a stranger into their
home, “even though they were good
people.”

“We are just so shook up we don't
know where to go, what to do,” he said.
“What do you do when something like
this happens in your family? It’s like a
bad dream.”

Investigators searching the grounds
around the house discovered a footprint
in the snow. The lawmen were sure that
it had not been made by the woman
who had found the bodies or by police.
The print was made by a shoe with a
pointed toe and a high heel.

“It looks like it was made by a cow-
boy boot,” an officer said. “Not many
people around here wear them.”

After the bodies had been taken away,
work continued inside the house. De-
tectives moved carefully as they exam-
ined drawers and closets that apparently
had been ransacked. They also found
that some large appliances, such as the
television set, had been moved.

“Looks like someone might have had
an idea to take the TV,” an investigator
said.

“There were probably at least two of
them,” a detective added. “It would have

continued from page 39

been difficult for one man to carry the
TV. And with the women tied up like
that, it seems likely that at least two
people were involved.”

That night, Chief Edward Woodward
of Miami Township announced that even
though his police officers were volun-
teers who depended upon outside jobs
to make a living, they would continue
devoting all their time to the investiga-
tion “as long as their stamina holds out.”

There were reports of confusion at the
scene as sheriff's officers and Miami
Township police discussed who was to
do what in the case. Newsmen heard a
rumor that local volunteers had “fouled
up some evidence.”

But Sheriff Bernard Keiter announced
in Dayton that no damage had been
done to evidence. He said there had
been some disagreement concerning who
was to handle the case, but added that
he was checking into the problem. Ser-
geant Andrew, he reported, was in

- charge of coordinating the investigation.

The force of local, county and state
officers continued working through the
night and teams of lawmen expanded
their interviews of neighborhood resi-
dents. They looked at frightened faces
as they asked questions. In many cases,
the neighbors responded with questions
of their own.

“We didn’t know them very well,” a
woman said. “But they seemed like nice
ladies. They never caused much of a stir
in the neighborhood, sort of kept to
themselves. 1 wouldn’t have any ideas
of who might have done such a horrible
thing. You mean you havent got any
leads at all?”

“We have some things were working

Ay
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on,” a detective answered. “But we're
covering the entire neighborhood. May-
be someone coming home last night saw
a suspicious car around.

“We were home all night,” the wom-
an’s husband said.

The detective started for the door,
thanking the couple for their coopera-
tion, then turned and asked: “Does any-
body around here that you know of wear
cowboy boots?”

“Cowboy boots,” the woman asked.
“Why . . . some of the children wear
them from time to time. What about
cowboy boots?”

“It’s just an angle we're checking out,”
he replied. “Do you know of anyone who
wears them, other than children?”

The woman shook her head. Her hus-
band shrugged.

In a house up the street, a pretty teen-
aged girl sat with her parents, listening
to a detective’s questions.

“Well . . . when my date brought me
home last night, I saw this old station
wagon driving on Lamme Road,” she
said, “I don’t think I've ever seen it
around here before. We passed it on the
street. Most of the cars around here are
rather new and I kinda wondered what
that old heap was doing in this neigh-
borhood.”

“Did you notice who was in the car
. . . how many people?” a detective
asked.

The girl shook her head. “It was dark

and I didnt pay that much attention,”
she said.

“What kind of a station wagon was
it,” he asked.

“It was a Ford and I think it was a
dark color. I guess that’s about all I can
tell about it.”

“What time did you see it,” the de-
tective asked, .

She started to speak, but turned to her
mother and bit her lower lip. After a
pause, she said it was about 2 a.m.

In a house about two blocks from the
murder scene, detectives were interview-
ing a middle-aged couple. When a pair
of cowboy boots were mentioned, the
man stiffened in his chair.

“That Gordon boy,” he said.

“Yes, it must be Kenneth Gordon,”
his wife concurred.

The detective: opened up his little
book as he pursued the line of ques-
tioning about Kenneth Gordon.

The youth, he was told, lived in the
next block with his parents. In his early
20s, he was tall and husky, but was
believed to be somewhat retarded.

“He’s like a big kid,” the man said.
“I don’t think he has any close friends
in the neighborhood. He doesnt run
with boys his age and he seems to shy
away from people.”

“Oh, let’s be frank about it,” the wom-
an said. “The poor boy is a problem.
He plays like a child. He walks around
in a cowboy suit and boots and a big

", .. well, it's time to go and rap with the boys!”’
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hat and he’s got a gun in a holster and
handcuffs and . . . ”

“He carries handcuffs?” the detective
interrupted. ‘

“Yes, like he’s a western sheriff,” the
woman said. “But I was under the im-
pression that they were toys, like his
gun. Gosh, I hope his gun is a toy.”

“Has he ever bothered anyone that
you know of,” the detective asked.

The woman shook her head.
that I know of,” she said.

“I think some of the neighbors have
expressed concern about him,” her hus-
band was quick to add. “Not that he
actually bothered anyone. But he runs
across their yards and maybe they’re
overly cautious about their small chil-
dren playing with him. But he’s never
put his hands on anyone.”

More residents of the area were ques-
tioned about Kenneth Gordon and the
reports on the youth were taken back to
detectives at the crime scene.

“That isn’t enough to bring him in
for questioning,” an investigator said.
“We couldn’t match a cowboy boot with
those prints in the snow.”

«N ot

DETECTIVE Sergeant Andrew agreed

they could not move too quickly on
the Gordon boy. “We might have to wait
until we get the scene thoroughly proc-
essed before we can do anything like
that,” he said. “If we find some strange
fingerprints, we might try and match
them.” '

Monday morning found students at
Stivers High School discussing the
double murder. Many had seen the vic-
tims when they had eaten at the Bengal
Lunch,

In Miami Township, meanwhile, news-
men and detectives still were trying to
pick up information. A neighbor of the
victims told reporters how Mrs. McCro-
son had brought a rattle to her daugh-
ter. A 9-year-old boy who lived across
the street talked about a box of candy
the women had given him. A girl who
was a jumior at college recalled that
when she was a young girl, she would
visit the McCroson house often.

“I would bang on the piano all I
wanted,” she said. “Mrs. McCroson did-
n’t mind. Most elderly people aren’t like
that.”

She said that she had been fascinated
at how well Mrs. McCroson played piano
by ear. In addition, she recalled that
the elderly sisters were witty, with very
quick minds.

Newsmen and police kept hearing
what good neighbors the victims were.
“No one would kill them because they
didn’t like them,” a man said. “I'd swear
to that.”

The brother of the victims who lived
in Dayton had nothing further to offer
in the way of a lead. “I just hope and
pray they find the guy before he does
it to somebody else,” he said. “He’s got



to be sick or on that damned dope. I
couldn’t do that to an animal, beat two
old women up like that. I hope to God
they find him.”

The brother was believed to be the
last person to have spoken to the women
before the slaying. He said he had talked
to his sisters on the phone early Satur-
day night and that everything had
seemed normal.

“Police and investigators have just re-
fused to tell the family much of any-
thing,” newsmen quoted him as saying.
“You know more than we do. All we
know is that the girls are gone. They
were murdered. I hope to God they get
whoever did such a vicious thing to two
such wonderful women.”

The distraught man said his sisters
had many friends. “They were always
doing for everyone,” he realted. “In fact,
when I last talked to Margaret, she was
calling to ask how a sick relative is in
Brookville. She was that kind of person.”

T the sheriff's office, detectives had
received a report from Thomas D.
Brush, chief Montgomery County deputy
coroner, attributing death in each case to
a beating with a blunt instrument. There
were no indications that the women had
been shot, stabbed or strangled.

“They were bound and beaten to
death,” a detective said. “What kind of
a person are we looking for?”

“We've picked up enough background
information on the victims to just about
rule out a personal motive,” an officer
pointed out. “The killer or killers might
have been after loot they thought was
in the house. They might have started
beating the women to force them to tell
where the cash was hidden.

“If that was the case, there definitely
must have been more than one of them,”
a detective suggested. “The robbery
angle appears the most obvious motive.
We might know if anything was taken
after we get Mr, McCroson to look
things over closely.

“But it wasn’t just a house selected at
random, in my opinion. The cash taken
in at the restaurant seems important,”
an investigator said.

“You think that whoever has been
breaking into the restaurant might be re-
sponsible,” a detective asked.

“That's a possibility,” he replied.
“There wasn’t any cash taken in the
break-ins. Somebody might have been
looking for what they thought was a lot
of money and decided that the receipts
must have been taken home.”

Detectives returned to the crime scene
and had another look around. Later, they
announced that they had determined
that some maney was missing, but de-
clined to reveal the amount.

On Tuesday morning, the investiga-
tion continued. Detectives in the sheriff’s
office on West Second Street in down-
town Dayton were going over the vari-

ous angles in the case while they waited
for a report from the state crime lab in
London. It was about noon when a
deputy came into the detective bureau
and spoke to Sergeant Andrew.
“There’s a young fellow out here who
says he has some information on the
murder of the two ladies,” he said. “And
he seems serious. He doesn’t sound like
some odd character looking for atten-
tion or publicity.”
“Bring him in here,” Andrew said.
Soon, a youth with a boyish-looking
face was ushered in. Identifying himself
as Kenneth W. Hulsey, 21, he told the
officers he was from Tennessee, but lived
in Dayton until he had entered the
Army. Presently, he was on leave from
Ft. Hood, Tex. Hulsey was about 5 feet,
8 inches tall with an average build.
Later that day, Andrew called a meet-
ing of detectives and told them about
the interview. He related that Hulsey
had implicated himself and three other
men in the double murder. A woman
who. was related to him reportedly had
worked intermittently at the Bengal
Lunch. Allegedly, the other three men
also were acquainted with the restau-
rant and they, too, had lived in the same
general area in northern Tennessee be-

fore they had moved to the east end of |

Dayton.

It was decided to keep the news from
the public while the three men were
being sought. Another reason for secrecy
was to prevent possible retaliation
against Hulsey’s family by someone in
the gang.

The three men reportedly named by
Hulsey were identified as Donnie Clin-
ard, William D. Byrns and Lloyd W.
Kirkham, originally residents of the area
around Springfield, Tenn. which is lo-
cated a few miles south of the Ken-
tucky border and about 25 miles north
of Nashville.

Police Chief C. H. Hancock of Spring-
field was notified that Ohio authorities
were " seeking Clinard, Kirkham and
Byrns and the Robertson County, Tenn.
Sheriff's Department in Springfield also
was put on the alert. Information soon
came back to Dayton that the three men
had police records in Tennessee. Donnie
Clinard -currently was out on bond on
charges of breaking and entering and
larcency.

As the search for the three men con-
tinued, members of Hulsey's family left
the Dayton area.

In Dayton, Sergeant Andrew and his
detectives anxiously were awaiting news
on the elusive trio.

“They're not at the homes where they
had been living in Dayton,” a detective
said. “I think they all worked as truck
drivers. They lived in that east end sec-
tion where a lot of people from Ken-
tucky and Tennessee stay when they
come up this way. And I'll bet they have
been in that restaurant. They probably
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all knew each other from Tennessee and
got together again up here.”

On Sunday, detectives at the Mont-
gomery County sheriffs office learned
that Donnie Clinard had been arrested
at a house six miles from Springfield,
Tenn. The youth, 21, tall and husky,
with dark hair had surrendered to police
without offering any resistance.

The previous evening, Clinard re-
portedly had been driving from Spring-
field to the house where he was staying.
Suddenly there was an explosion in the
back of his rear-engine Corvair, knock-
ing out the windows, setting Clinard’s
clothing on fire, and blowing him out of
the car. However, he was not injured
seriously.

Police and deputies had found the
wrecked auto. After an examination they
- still had been unable to determine if the
explosion had been an accident or the
result of a bomb.

“They can’t rule out the possibility
that it was caused by gas leakage and
heat,” Sergeant Andrew said.

“That would be a big coincidence,
under the circumstances,” a detective
said. “Remember the precautions taken
by Hulsey’s family because of possible
retaliation. Somebody in that gang might
be trying hard to avoid being fingered.”

The next day, Monday, January 25,
news of the break in the case was given
to the public. Two counts of murder and
armed robbery had been filed against
Hulsey and Clinard and a manhunt had
been started for William D. Byrns and
Lloyd W. Kirkham. Charges also had
been filed against Burns and Kirkham
for the two murders and the robbery of
the house.

The motive in the case, authorities
stated, was robbery. The gang had
searched for restaurant receipts which

were not-in the house. Sergeant Andrew
said that authorities were unsure who
actually had killed the women. Only
two men reportedly were in the house
when the victims were beaten to death.

Information from Tennessee indicated
that Kirkham was out on bond on
charges of passing and possessing coun-
terfeit bills and documents. Springfield
police also reported recovering a car
bearing Kirkham’s license plates that had
been stolen from a used car lot in Day-
ton. As the search for Kirkham and
Byrns moved into Kentucky, state police
there joined the Tennessee Bureau of
Investigation in the manhunt.

Mickey McCroson told newsmen in
Dayton that three of the four men
charged with killing his wife and sister-
in-law had been frequent patrons of the
Bengal Lunch. McCroson said he had
glanced at police identification photos
of the suspects and had recognized Clin-
ard as someone who had been in the
restaurant at least 100 times. He said
that Byrns also had been in many times.
A waitress later said she thought that
she had seen Kirkham in the restaurant.

Newsmen were told that several wom-
en related to Hulsey had worked at the
restaurant and that a relative of Clinard
also had been employed there. McCroson
was quoted as saying that he twice had
loaned Hulsey his car to take a rela-
tive home when the woman wanted to
avoid a bus ride in the cold December
weather.

It was reported that the only loot
taken by the killers was a small quan-
tity of cash removed from Mrs. McCro-
son’s purse and two rings that had be-
longed to Mrs. Protsman. Checks valued
at $352 and $95 in cash in a bureau
drawer allegedly had been overlooked by
the killers.

Information from Tennessee indicated
that Clinard often had been known to
wear cowboy clothing and boots. How-
ever, Clinard reportedly maintained that
he was not in Ohio when the double
killings occurred, according to Spring-
field police. '

That Monday night, the Montgomery
County Sheriff's Office’ received a call
from a woman in St. Louis, Mo. A rela-
tive of William Byrns, she said that the
suspect wanted to go to Dayton to sur-
render to police but had no money.
Sergeant Andrew made quick arrange-
ments for a plane ticket for Bymns and
when the suspect arrived in Dayton, de-
tectives were waiting for him.

It was a 78-mile drive from Dayton
to Springfield, Tenn., the next day, for
Detective Sergeant Andrew and Detec-
tive Wally Wilson. Clinard waived extra-
dition and, on Wednesday, he was driven
under tight security to the Montgomery
County Jail.

As the three suspects were held in
Dayton and the search went on for the
fourth, investigators reportedly picked up
more information about the case. The
news was related to authorities in Louis-
ville, Ky., and a river outside the city
was searched and articles considered evi-
dence in the double murder reportedly
were found.

At this writing, Kennth W. Hulsey,
Donnie Clinard and William Dean Byrns
are in jail in Dayton awaiting action on
the charges against them and the search
goes on for Lloyd W. Kirkham., u

Eprtor’s NotE: The name Kenneth
Gordon is not the actual name of the
person who was in fact a participant in
the incidents described in this article.
The name is used to avoid embarrass-
ment to an innocent person.

WHO INVITED A KILLER TO THE PARTY? continved from page 25

then decided Farris would return to
spend the night there, himself.

At 4 a.m, the young couple still was
fast asleep in George’s room and Harris
was reading. Colored streamers and
other decorations hung about the apart-
ment and glasses, bottles and ashtrays
littered the quiet living room.

Lights had been left on in both the
living and dining rooms, although it
seemed highly unlikely that there would
be any late arrivals looking for the
party. Suddenly, Tom Harris heard the
sound of the front door opening and
closing. Was Mel back, he wondered.

Harris looked up from the book.
Glancing through the hallway, he saw
a man in the living room.

The man was a stranger to Tom Har-
ris. A Negro, with a beard and mus-
tache, he wore a black leather jacket and
dark green trousers. Two green leis were
around his neck.
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“Hello, can I help you?” Tom Harris
asked.

The man walked into the bedroom and
looked Harris over. The short, slender
youth was startled when the stranger
reached into his pocket, made a menae-
ing gesture and said he was going to
rob him.

The, intruder ordered the student to
lay on the bed and to be quiet. Then,
he left the room, returning quickly. He
had gone just long enough to go to the
kitchen and get a butcher knife, which
he brandished.

“Your money,” he ordered, taking the
cash from the student’s billfold.

“Lay there and stay there!” he said.

The stranger walked into the other
bedroom, where George and his girl-
friend were asleep. The two were
awakened to find themselves looking at
a stranger waving a butcher knife and
barking threats. He ordered them to go

into the other bedroom, saying that he
was going to rob them.

Larry George was a tall husky youth
of 20, standing 6 feet, 2 inches tall and
weighing over 200 pounds. As his mind
threw off the grogginess of sleep, he
tried to size up the situation.

Louise Lassiter was an attractive

blonde. Like George, she had been

sleeping in the nude.

“Into the other room!” the intruder
ordered.

The girl pulled a blanket around her
and got out of bed. She walked to the
other bedroom with George, followed
closely by the man with the butcher
knife.

The stranger ordered George to get on
the bed with Harris. He spoke of rob-
bing the youth, indicating that he was
only after what he could find in the
apartment. Then, he turned his attention
to the girl who was huddled in fear.

“I'm going to search her,” he said,
reaching a hand into the blanket.



Larry George made some threats of his
own, warning the intruder not to sexually
abuse the girl. As the intruder closed in
on her, George repeated his warning,
then leaped out of bed and at the
assailant.

Louise Lassiter and Tom Harris
watched in shock and fear as George
struggled with the knife wielder. The
tall nude student seemed to be getting
the best of the stranger as they strug-
gled out of the bedroom and into the
living room.

“Let him go, George . ..he’s trying to
get away!” the girl shouted.

S they stood in the middle of the liv-

ing room, George had his back turned
toward his friends. Then, the student
stopped struggling, letting go of the in-
truder. The man with the knife released
his grip and ran out the door.

As George turned around, Louise and
Tom saw for the first time that he had
been wounded. Blood covered the front
of his body.

“Call . ..call me an ambulance,” he
said, then fell to the floor. He lay near
the sofa, saying nothing more.

Tom Harris dashed out of the apart-
ment and pounded on a neighbor’s door.

“Call the police . . . get an ambulance!”
he shouted.

A man came to the door, listened to
the youth and phoned police. Then he
ran into the nearby apartment and tried
to give Larry George mouth-to-mouth
resuscitation.

The call was received at police head-
quarters at 4:20 a.nm. In a few minutes,
a police car was pulling up in front of
the apartment and two uniformed patrol-
men were dashing inside and up the
stairs.

Louise Lassiter had tossed on some
clothes and along with Tom Harris she
watched in shock as the policemen
looked at their fallen friend. Soon, one
of the lawmen called headquarters with
a request for homicide officers.

Detective Sergeant Elmer Meyer, in
charge of the homicide crew on duty,
hurried to the scene with Detectives
Clarence Luther, Bernard Gowin and
Billy Armstrong. Neighbors who had
filled the hallway of the apartment

building stepped aside as the detectives.

made their way up the stairs to the
third floor.

Inside the apartment, the lawman ex-
amined Larry George, determining
quickly that he was dead. There were
numerous stab wounds on the front of
the youth’s body and it appeared that
he had been stabbed in the heart.

Sergeant Meyer turned to the grief-
stricken friends of the victim to ask the
questions that had to be asked.

Harris and the girl said they never
had seen the intruder before. He was
described as 5 feet, 10 inches tall, with

a beard and mustache and wearing a
black jacket, dark green trousers and two
green leis around his neck. The leis were
still in the living room, having come
off during the struggle.

“You think he might have been a
student who heard about the party?”
a detective asked.

The girl and Harris replied that they
had no idea.

- “He must have been someone who
knew about a party here,” a detective
suggested. “Why else would he come up
here? He wouldn’t just happen up to
the third floor of this building on the
chance he’'d find an unlocked door. We
talked to the neighbors and none of
them said they heard anyone try their
doors this morning. Are you sure that
the party was over some time before he
came up?’

“That’s right,” Harris said. “1 was
reading and they were asleep.”

Patrolmen cruising the neighborhood
returned to the apartment with nothing
to report. They hadn’t seen any suspici-
ous-looking men on the street.

“He had those leis around his neck,”
Sergeant Meyer said. “He probably had
been to another party. We can cover this
neighborhood to see if anyone fitting his
description had been seen around. But
right now we can check on this.”

He motioned to some blood stains
on the floor that led from the body to
the front door.

“You think he got a lot of the victim’s
blood on him,” Meyer was asked.

“I think that's his own blood,” the
veteran lawman said. “Let’s see where
it leads.”

The detectives followed the crimson
trail out of the apartment and down the
steps to the sidewalk. They noticed that
the blood on the sidewalk led north on
Warwick about half a block to the
corner.

“Yes, he’s been cut,” Meyer said, not-
ing a bloody handprint on the hood of
a car parked at the corner. “He stopped
here. He might be cut on his hand.”

Playing flashlights on the cold dark
pavement, the detectives spotted blood
spots across the street and further north
on Warwick. They followed the blood
for another block where the trail ab-
ruptly ended.

The lawmen spread out in all direc-
tions, but there was no more blood to
be seen on the sidewalk or in the gutter.

“He either had a car parked here, or
got a ride,” Meyer said. “But he’s hurt.
We'll get the word out on that. If he’s
hurt bad enough, we might get a lead.”

The detectives returned to the apart-
ment and took the two witlnesses to po-
lice headquarters. As written statements
were taken from Harris and Miss Lassi-
ter, Sergeant Meyer discussed plans for
following up the investigation.

“There isn’t much point in covering
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the entire neighborhood now,” he said.
“That can be done later, when people
are up.

“But right now there is something that
we can do. Call the Hospital at the
University of Kansas and have them put
the information out on their teletype. If
anyone shows up at a hospital with a
knife wound, we want to know about it.”

The university hospital in Kansas City,
Ks. maintains a teletype setup that
reaches all hospitals in the area. Used to
relay information about medical situa-
tions, local police often keep an eye on it.

At 8 a.m., the day shift came on duty.
Detective Sergeant Arthur Jenkins was
given a detailed account of the investi-
gation up to that minute and Detectives
Gary Van Buskirk, Floyd Smith and
John - King were alerted they had a
murder case to work on. They talked
about covering the neighborhood, but
were interrupted by the ringing of the
telephone.

“It’s from the Menorah Medical Cen-
ter,” the detectives were told. “They got
the teletype message earlier and a man
just came in with a deep knife wound
in his left hand.”

“Get some patrol cars out there to
cover the hospital,” Jenkins ordered.
“Tell them to stop that guy if he tries
to leave.” He turned anxiously to the
detectives and they hurried to their cars.

The Menorah Medical Center was
about 10 blocks from the crime scene.
The streets were quiet on New Year’s
morning. and the detectives made good
time to the hospital where patrolmen
were stationed at the emergency room
entrance.

“He’s in there,” an officer said to
Jenkins. “He hasn’t tried to come out.”

Inside the hospital, the lawmen talked
to a doctor who told them that the man’s
hand had been deeply cut and was be-
ing stitched. The detectives waited until
the treatment had been completed, then
walked into the room and confronted
the man with the bandaged left hand.
They were surprised to find him dressed
in a tuxedo.

“How'd you cut your hand?” one of
the detectives asked.

The man said he had hurt his hand
while fooling around at a New Year’s
Eve party.

“That must have been some party,”
another detective said.

The investigators noted that the man
fit the general description of the intruder
who had stabbed Larry George. When
he stood up, they looked him over close-
ly, noticing something else that height-
ened their interest.

“He’s got a pair of trousers under the
tuxedo pants,” a detective said. “Green
trousers.”

The man identified himself as Samuel
E. Franklin, 30, with an address on
Campbell Street. Franklin was taken to

police headquarters where detectives dis-
covered that his fingerprints matched
those of a man who had been arrested
a number of times in Kansas City in con-
nection with rape and other investiga-
tions.

The witnesses to the attack on Larry
George were brought to police head-
quarters to view a lineup. Tom Harris
identified Franklin as the intruder who
had threatened him and fought with
Larry George. Louise Lassiter thought
he was the man, but was not as positive
as Harris had been. Then, detectives had
another conversation with Franklin,

“Now he admits being there, but de-
nies any attempt at raping the girl,” one
reported. “He said robbery was his only
motive. He claims that he had been to
a party in another part of town when he
heard about the party in the George
apartment. He didn’t say who told him
about it—Just mentioned that he parked
his car about a block from the apart-
ment and that when he left he ran in
the opposite direction and got a ride.

“He couldn’t understand why the vic-
tim protested so vigorously,” the lawman
continued. “He asked me, ‘If you were
being robbed by someone, would you
have resisted so much, or just gone on
and submitted to being robbed? ”

Samuel Jefferson Franklin Jr. had first
come to police attention when, as a teen-
ager in Texas, he was convicted of bur-
glary and robbery in Fort Worth and
sentenced to three years in the state
penitentiary at Huntsville. Upon his re-
lease, Franklin made his way to Colo-
rado, where he was to become well
known to the governor, state legislators,
several judges, newspapermen, police
and, according to authorities, a number
of rape and robbery victims.

E was in his early 20s when he

caused a stir in a Denver courtroom
while appearing on charges of burglary,
larceny and receiving stolen property.
While facing the judge’s bench, Frank-
lin suddenly fell to the floor. A court
bailiff picked him up and discovered an
elastic suspender knotted around his
throat.

Four days later, in another courtroom
on rape charges, he pleaded insanity and
was sent to the state hospital at Pueblo.
A report from the institution indicated
that Franklin was insane and that his
intelligence quotient was 50, about that
of a 7-year-old child.

In 1960, Franklin was committed to
the hospital as legally insane. Authori-
ties reported that despite his youth, he
had a long police record as a sex of-
fender.

Franklin escaped from the State Hos-
pital at Pueblo three times, but after his
third recapture, he set about to get him-
self legally released. Petitions were filed,
the legal machinery was put in motion



and in February of 1964, there was a
habeas corpus hearing in Denver.

Franklin contended that he had faked
insanity because, “you can do your time
more comfortable” in the hospital. A
state psychiatrist, however, testified that
Franklin had a serious personality dis-
order and was dangerous to society, al-
though he was legally sane.

When it was announced that Franklin
would be released once probation condi-
tions could be set up, loud objection was
voiced by both police and public. Then,
on Monday, March 30, 1964, a Denver
District Court judge ordered Franklin
released from Denver County Jail under
strict probation conditions. The judge
said that the law did not permit the
court to hold Franklin, but that “our
community has some rights also and
justice is due the community as well as
this defendant.”

Franklin’s attorney commented: “This
case may be unfortunate, but handling
of dangerous individuals is a matter for
the Colorado legislature to decide. The
courts cannot pass the laws.”

The judge ordered Franklin placed on
five years probation and set down 11
conditions which he was instructed to
follow to remain free.

Franklin was to move immediately to
Waco, Tex. and reside with a relative,
the judge ordered. He could not leave
Waco without the permission of Denver
District Court, the Colorado Probation
Department and Texas officials.

Franklin could not use narcotics or
intoxicating liquors, could not associate
with men carrying criminal records, or
with those known as “police characters.”
He could not associate with any persons
he had become acquainted with while
he was incarcerated. The judge also
ruled that Franklin could not marry or
institute divorce proceedings without
first consulting parole officials.

“If the defendant violates any of the
conditions, his probation will be revoked
immediately,” the judge said.

“These conditions are necessary to
try to protect the women of this state.”

A little over a week later, on April 8,
1964, Franklin was placed under arrest
when he reported to probation head-
quarters in Waco. He was accused of
violating conditions of his parole and
was returned to Denver.

The following month, Franklin came
before the same judge again and testi-
mony was introduced accusing him of
violating his parole by not going di-
rectly to Waco, by indulging in intoxi-
cating liquors and by stealing.

Franklin had boarded a bus in Den-
ver, en route to Waco. When the bus
had crossed the state line and neared
Raton, N. Mex., however, a woman
passenger reportedly accused Franklin of
stealing $4 from her purse. At Raton,
police were called.

A Raton policeman testified that
Franklin denied the theft, but had re-
turned the money to the woman. Frank-
lin apparently had been drinking and
spent that night in the Raton jail. The
next day, the court was told, Franklin
purchased . a bus ticket to Las Vegas,
N. Mex. instead of Waco.

A Denver probation officer testified
that he was sent to Waco to return
Franklin to Denver. He said that Frank-
lin had told him he had taken a bus to
Las Vegas, then had gone on to Albu-
querque, N. Mex. There, Franklin had
called a relative in Waco to ask for
money to travel to California, but was
talked instead into going to Waco, the
court was told.

Franklin testified at the hearing, deny-
ing the Raton policeman’s story as well
as that of the probation officer. He
claimed that he had lost his Denver-to-
Waco ticket and had hitchhiked to the
Texas city.

Another probation officer testified that
he had placed Franklin on the bus in
Denver and, that as far as he knew,
Franklin had only $2.80 plus about 60
cents in change after the purchase of the
bus ticket for Waco. Franklin, however,
claimed he had been carrying an addi-
tional $5 in a cardboard box.

A deputy district attorney pointed out
that a bus ticket to Las Vegas cost
slightly more than $3, indicating that
Franklin could have bought the ticket,
but would not have been able to have
paid the woman the $4 allegedly stolen
from her purse. Franklin’s attorney main-
tained that all the evidence against his
client was “hearsay.”

The judge said there was some ques-
tion about the theft, but noted that there
was little doubt that Franklin had been
drinking and had not proceeded directly
to Waco as ordered. The Jurist recom-
mitted Franklin to the State Hospital ‘at
Pueblo for violation of his probation.

As Franklin was hauled struggling
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from the courtroom by sheriff’s deputies,
he shouted: Why are you sending me
back there? I ain’t done nothin’.”

As he struggled, he threw some papers
to reporters—including the legal docu-
ments requesting revocation of his pro-
bation and a letter he had written to
the FBI and the United States attorney.
The pencil-written letter accused au-
thorities of kidnapping him in Texas and
of a “confederated conspiracy” against
him.

There was a feeling among authorities
that Franklin might not be safely con-
fined in the hospital, After all, he had
escaped three times. The case was called
to the attention of Governor John Love.

After Franklin had been back in the
hospital one day, he was transferred to
the State - Penitentiary at Canon City
for “safekeeping,” under an executive
order from the governor.

Samuel Franklin continued his efforts
to be freed and on January 28, 1965, a
petition for a writ of habeas corpus was
filed with the Colorado Supreme Court.
Franklms attorney said that the petition

“presents unique constitutional ques-
tHons.”

Under attack was a section of the in-
sanity laws ordering the discharge of a
defendant from a mental institution on
a finding that he is no longer insane.
The law also permitted a judge to im-
pose conditions of probation when a
defendant became restored to sanity
and released, allowing the judge to re-
commit the defendant to a mental insti-
tution if those conditions were violated.

Franklin asked the Supreme Court to
order the warden of the penitentiary to
show why he should not be released
from custody, claiming that a section of
the insanity laws violated his rights un-
der the due process clause of the 14th
Amendment of the Constitution. He
claimed three violations:

Imprisonment at the penitentiary with-
out having been convicted of a crime.

Imposition of a probationary period
after he was adjudged legally sane and

never had been convicted of a crime.

Allowing a trial court to impose, with-
out a conviction or charge, a term of
probation or confinement in a state in-
stitution at the discretion of the judge.

A special study committee appointed
by the governor recently had recom-
mended that persons found innocent by
reason of insanity should not be released
from an institution untl free of any
abnormal mental condition that would
make them dangerous to themselves or
to society. The Denver judge heading
the committee noted that there was no
definite test under current law regarding
release. The committee stated that the
proposed test “is primarily designed for
the protection of the public, so that a
person who may be legally sane under
the right-wrong test, but nevertheless is
78

dangerous, shall not be released and
thereby be a potential danger to mem-
bers of the community.”

The state supreme court denied Frank-
lin’s petition.

In March, 1965, Franklin was back
before the same judge in Denver district
Court. His attorney had filed a motion
asking that statute under which Frank-
lin had been imprisoned be declared
unconstitutional, claiming that his client
had been jailed without having been
convicted of a crime.

The attorney asked the judge to dis-
qualify himself “because this court has
shown bias and prejudice in these mat-
ters.” The judge denied the charge and

.said he was reading from a Proba-

that since Franklin wasn’t under any
specific sentence, he could remain in
prison forever, with virtually no chance of
release during his lifetime.

A 15-member District Court Review
Committee at the State Hospital at Pueb-
lo made a study of Franklin’s case and
on April 8, 1965, issued a report that
appeared to put Franklin a step closer
to freedom. The committee reported that
Franklin had a “sociopathic personality
disturbance” but was legally sane under
the law,

The superintendent of the hospital
concurred with the committee’s findings.
The next step was for Franklin to go
to the hospital for 30 days. If he were
found legally sane, Denver District Court
would have no choice but to release him,

it was reported.

The hospital superintendent reportedly
stated:

“Mr. Franklin has now recovered to

. the point where, in my opinion and
_ judgment,

he is no longer insane as

1 defined by Colorado law.”

Franklin was found to have an anti-
social reaction, but the committee re-

_ ported that the then 27-year-old prison-

er “makes a good appearance today and
is polite, cooperative and rather humble.
“It is the feeling of this committee

that this man is no longer insane, and
~ consequently, transfer to the Colorado

tion Department report when he called
Fraonklin “a danger to society.”
Franklin’s lawyer claimed that al-
though there were loopholes in the state’s
insanity laws, the rights of no individual,
“no matter how heinous the crime he

may have been committed,” should be
disregarded.

The judge said he found nothing un-
constitutional about the statute that
spelled out the procedure under which
Franklin was reconfined. He gave Frank-
lin’s attorney until April 5, to file further
motions.

The lawyer said he would appeal the
case, asserting that Franklin would rather
have a sentence imposed than continue
under his current status. He charged

. Psychopathic Hospital for observation is
. recommended.

“In the event that release is consid-

 ered, it is recommended that he go to

California to reside near or with a rela-
tive and work obtained for him there,”
the committee concluded.

Five months later, a judge received

. another report that appeared to be a

setback for Franklin, The report came
from two psychiatrists at Colorado Psy-
chopathic Hospital. They were of the
opinion that Franklin could distinguish
right from wrong and refrain from do-
ing wrong—the test for legal sanity under

- Colorado law.

However, one doctor stated: “He does

. have an abnormal mental condition
- which would be likely to cause him to

be dangerous to others...in the rea-
sonably forseeable future.

“For this reason, I recommend that
he should not be released from commit-
ment.”

The other psychiatrist wrote that al-
though he considered Franklin legally
sane, he is “potentially a dangerous per-
son,

Observers pointed out that when the
judge had released Franklin in February
of 1964, he was bound by law to free
him, even though doctors had said he
was dangerous. However, it was pointed
out, the judge had more leeway this
time, because of a law passed by the
1965 General Assembly. Under the new
law, the judge could refuse to free Frank-
lin if he felt the man was dangerous,
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even though legally sane under Colo-
rado’s “right and wrong” test.

The judge refused to free him.

Franklin’s fight for freedom continued,
this time using a federal court as the
battleground. Filing a petition for his
release and for $180,000 damages, he
sued the judge, the superintendent of
the Colorado State Hospital at Pueblo
and a staff psychiatrist at the hospital.
Franklin accused the three of conspiring
to violate his civil rights, because he
was imprisoned at the penitentiary al-
though he had not been convicted of a
crime.

1t was March of 1967, when a United
States District Judge turned down Frank-
lin’s petition, noting that state law per-
mitted confinement of legally sane per-
sons if psychiatrists consider them dan-
verous to society.

A vear later, however, in March of
1968, Franklin was in the news again.
District Judge Don D. Bowman, in Den-
ver, ordered Franklin conditionally re-
leased after ordering him to spend an
additional 90 days at the State Hospital
readjusting from maximum security to
the complexities of normal life on the
outside.

The judge’s order was based on re-
ports from two psychiatrists recommend-
ing that Franklin be released. Franklin
was to be placed under supervision of
the Denver Probation Department and
13 conditions were attached to his dis-
charge.

The recent mental examinations had
indicated that Franklin was ready for
the outside world and his release was
to be granted on that basis, it was re-
ported. And so, three months later, de-
spite a public outcry, Samuel Franklin
was on the street again. But he wasn’t
to be under the supervision of the Den-
ver Probation Department for a very
long time.

Moving to Kansas City, Mo., he was
arrested numerous times for sex offenses
and stealing. Police said that Franklin
was a suspect in a number of rape cases,
but that some complainants would not
prosecute and others had failed to
identify him. He kept moving in and
out of the hands of authorities as the lead-
ing suspect in a number of cases.

In November of 1969, he pleaded

guilty to a charge of stealing from a

person, but while he was free, awaiting
sentencing, he allegedly left town, avoid-
ing a probable jail term.

N January of 1970, an 18-year-old

Baylor University (Texas) coed was
abducted from a campus parking lot and
raped three times. Two days later, she
reportedly identified Franklin from po-
lice photographs and charges were filed.
Kansas City police arrested Franklin in
a closet of his home in Kansas City,

-but authorities said that before Frank-

lin could be released for trial in Texas,

he had to serve the Kansas City sentence
for stealing.

When he was released from the county
jail in August, there was no hold placed
against him, because Texas authorities
had failed to obtain a governor’s war-
rant for extradition, it was reported.
And so Samuel Franklin again was a
free man—living on Campbell Street with
his wife . ..

On New Year’s Day, 1971, Franklin
was charged with first degree murder
in the slaying of Larry George. The
following day, a Saturday, he was ar-
raigned before Magistrate Robert E.
Berry, who ordered him held without
bond.

Police continued talking with Frank-
lin and reported that he had admitted
committing as many as 15 rapes. But
detectives were quick to point out that
some of the crimes had occurred while
Franklin was in the county jail and that
he could not possibly have been in-
volved in them. After talking with some
of the victims, however, police did, in
fact, charge Franklin with two counts of
rape.

Although the charges were filed on
Monday, January 4, Franklin was not
taken from the jail for arraignment in
Magistrate’s Court. About 11:30 AM,
he was brought to the nurses’ station
in the jail for treatment of his wounded
left hand, which apparently had be-
come seriously infected, causing a high
fever.

The medical staff reportedly recom-
mended that Franklin be isolated to
prevent the spread of the infection and
he was taken to the 12th floor of the
Jackson County Jail and put in a private
cell.

Samuel Jefferson Franklin Jr., who had
labored for his liberty for so many years,
was to make one last desperate try for
freedom.

That afternoon, Franklin was found
dead in his cell. Authorities claimed
that he had hung himself with a bed-
sheet which he had tied to the bars
located above a vent in the ceiling. He
was pronounced dead by a doctor at
2:20 p.M.

Later, a psychologist told newsmen
that Franklin’s repeated crimes should
have been interpreted as cries for help.
If Franklin was, in fact, suffering from
serious mental problems, the psycholo-
gist concluded, he might have been at-

" tempting to call attention to himself

through his anti-social behavior, uncon-
sciously hoping for capture and treat-
ment. a

Eprror’s Note: The names Melvin
Farris, Louise Lassiter and Tom Harris
are not the actual names of the persons
who were in fact participants in the
incidents described in this article. The
names are used to avoid embarrassment
to innocent persons.
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equipment you now have — you can take advantage of
this introductory offer from Columbia House!

To receive your 7 tapes or records for $3.98, just fill in
and mail the postpaid coupon provided (no stamp
needed — just fold in half, seal with paste or tape, and
drop it in the mailbox). Indicate which type of recorded
music you prefer . . . cartridges, cassettes, reel tapes
or records . . . and your seven selections will be sent
promptly. Also be sure to indicate the field of music in
which you are mainly interested — in order to help us
serve you better.

As a member you will receive, every four weeks, an in=-
formative music magazine — describing the regular se-
lection for the month, and scores upon scores of alter-
nate selections from every field of music.

If you do not want any selection in any month —
merely return the special card by the date specified.
If you want only the regular selection, do nothing — it
will be shipped to you automatically. Or use the card
to order any of the alternate selections offered. And
from time to time, we will offer some special selec-
tions, which you may reject by returnina the <pecial
dated form provided — or accept by doing notning . ..
the choice is always up to you!

Your own charge account will be opened upon enroll-
ment . . . you pay for your selections only arter you
have received them. They will be mailed and billed to
you at our regular prices: cartridges and cassettes,
$6.98; reel-to-reel tapes, $7.98; records, $4.98 . . . plus
a mailing and handling charge. (Occasional special
selections may be somewhat higher.)

Fantastic bonus plan. Your only obligation is to buy
seven selections during the coming year. After doing
s0, you have no further obligation — and you may can-
cel membership at any time. If you decide to continue,
you will be eligible for our generous bonus plan —
which can save you at least 33% on all your future
purchases! This is the most convenient way possible
to build a music collection at the greatest saving pos-
sible! So don't delay — mail the postpaid coupon today!

Columbia
House
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COLUMBIA HOUSE, Terre Haute, Indiana 47808 SEND THESE SEVEN

Please accept my membership.. | am interested in this type SELECTIONS FOR $3.98
of recorded entertainment: (check one only)

{7 8<Yrack Cartridges (894-3/AN)
[ Tape Cassettes (B94-4/A0)
1 Reel-to-Reel Tape (433-2/BX)
[ 12” LP Records (N30-2/72)

Send me the seven selections indicated at the right, for which
{ will be bitlled only $3.98, plus mailing and handling. My
only membership obligation is to buy as few as seven selec-
tions during the coming year, under the terms outlined in this
advertisement. | may cancel membership any time there-
after. If 1 continue, | will be eligible for your bonus plan.

MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS (check one box only)
(O Easy Listening [0 Today’s Sounds 3 Country

(Please print) First Name tnitial Last Name

AOrESS, . i\t vvnirsresaraersaseciriotiraritosaceraarnateriirevossasns sesraese

Do you have a telephone? (check one) [] YES [] NO

APO, FPO addressees: write for special offer
CANADIANS: mail application to USA address. Enroliment
plan may differ, Prites slightly higher. Serviced from Canada,

FOLD IN HALF ON THIS LINE, SEAL AND MALL

FIRST CLASS
Permit No. 1050
Terre Haute, ind,

BUSINESS REPLY MAIL

No Postage Stamp Necessary if Mailed in the United States

Postage will be paid by
COLUMBIA HOUSE

Terre Haute, Indiana
47808
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