


FOOTBALL IS BAGK!

4 SPORTS & HORSE REPORT

NFL Betting
Success 2022

From Someone Who Selected
Over 60% Winners In 2021

Why not get your information from someone who
went a documented 63.3% in BetOnline's MEGA
CONTEST in 20217

With NFL BETTING SUCCESS 2022 you'll read exactly
how he did it.

No sitting around for hours compiling stats, or
taking advice from television personalities who
haven'ta clue.

Easy to follow situations that win, win, and win
again!

Best of all it's 100% FREE - that's right, just sign up
and NFL Betting Success 2022 will arrive in your
inbox within minutes.
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Trim off those excess inches the fast, sure, easy way athletes do.

AIST-AWAY reduces stomach
bulge for Men and Women.

No dumsy weights —no strenuous exercise

— just relax it off!

When you want to reduce flabby fat
around the midsection—or around the
thighs—go to the experts for the best
method. Athletes often have to lose
pounds rapidly in order to qualify in
their weight class. How do they do it?

Crash diets wont do for athletes.
They need their strength and toughness.
Strenuous exercise alone won't do it
For years, athletes have used a proved,
effective weight-reducing method that
gives speedy results, They wear rubber
sweat-suits while they exercise. Body
heat is used to take the extra pounds
off! It’s as simple as that.

Reduce where you want to

But suppose you dont want to lose
weight all over your body. Suppose you
just want to reduce your waistline or
heavy thighs. How can you get the fast,
positive results of the sweat-suit method
right where you want it?

An Olympic athlete thought about that
problem and then came up with an
ingenious answer: WAIST-AWAY. Now
you can spot-reduce stomach bulge by
the rapid, natural body heat method
athletes use,

In order to concentrate body heat in
the desired area, a special material had
to be developed, of rubber-like composi-
tion. Light enough to be comfortable
. 1pliable enough to fit body contours
closely . . . properly textured to hold
the heat while permitting the pores to
breathe. You'll know it's something spe-
cial the minute you feel the unique
WAIST-AWAY material!

Wear it while you work,
exercise, loaf

WAIST-AWAY works while you mow
the lawn, do housework, go jogging, en-
gage in sports, do calisthenics, or just
sit and read or watch TV. Moving about
or exercising speeds up the effect. The
more you wear it, the faster you get
results.

You'll be amazed and delighted when
you see those excess inches shrink. If
you've ever tried strenuous exercise or
massage and have seen how long it takes
to achieve a little weight reduction after
so much effort, you'll see a big differ-
ence after you wear the WAIST-AWAY
Belt just a few times.

No weights to carry

Some reducing belts use weights to work
on the fatty tissue. The WAIST-AWAY
method does not depend on weights or
other gadgets. You don’t tire yourself
carrying around a load of metal because
WAIST-AWAY contains no bulky, cum-
bersome weights.

You feel light, comfortable and re-
laxed when you wear WAIST-AWAY.
That means you can wear it longer and

more often, so results come faster. Never
before was a spot-reducing method so
easy to take

Quick and easy to put on

Animportant feature of WAIST-AWAY’s
ingenious design is the fastening. You
just wrap it around (next to your skin),
place the ends together and presto!—
it’s on. The Velcro® fastening provides

several inches of adjustment without
straps, buckles, or snaps.

The WAIST-AWAY belt comes in
men’s and women’s sizes. Be sure to
specify which you want on the order
form below.

Waist-Away
designer
lke Berger
Olympic

champion ‘ ~
Holder of two ‘ .

Olympic gold

medals for weightlifting, two World
Champion gold medals, and winner of
numerous other championships. World
record lift of 336 pounds made him the
strongest man, pound for pound, in the
world.

Together with his associate, he de-
veloped the WAIST-AWAY and the
IBEM Thigh Belt, based on his long
experience with the rubber sweat-suit in
reducing to his weight class.

Mr. Berger's activities as a physical
fitness consultant showed him the wide-
spread need for an effective method of
spot-reducing. After extensive develop-
ment and trial, the WAIST-AWAY was
perfected and is now available for busi-
ness and professional men, housewives,
athletes.

Send me the following belts (indicate

— women’s WAIST-AWAY

men’s WAIST-AWAY Belts (waist measurement

pair of THIGH REDUCING Belts (thigh measurement

 WAIST-AWAY aids

posture and comfort

WAIST-AWAY’s
better posture. The
heating effect developed by WAIST-
AWAY helps to ease backache and
stiffness, Reduce in comfort!

Firmly but gently,
support induces

Singer TONY MARTIN

wears the WAIST-AWAY Belt
to stay in trim shape for his
personal appearances.

THE BEST QUALITY

Only the very finest materials and
consytruction are used in making the
WAIST-AWAY Belt. IBEM does
not compromise on quality because
we believe that the fast results and
greater comfort you enjoy with the
top quality WAIST-AWAY Belt are
worth the cost.

If you've struggled to reduce your thighs
with exercise, massage, dieting, but have
had disappointing results, take heart.
There’s a new way to slim those thighs
where exercise alone can’t help. IBEM’s
THIGH REDUCER Belts spot-reduce
the heaviness at the top of the thigh
while you walk, work, or just sit. Based
on the same proved, effective principle
as the WAIST-AWAY (see above)—us-
ing body heat to reduce excess fat with
a relaxing massage effect.

Whatever method of thigh reducing
you've tried without success, don’t give
up. IBEM’s new method produces the
same effective slimming results on upper
thighs as WAIST-AWAY does around
the stomach.

Special composition material
IBEM Thigh Reducer Belts are made of

I IBEM SALES co RP 509 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017 (Phone 212-478-5385)

quantity):

Belts (waist measurement ") at

N.Y. State residents add local sales tax
1 enclose [ check, ] money order for $

(NOo c.0.p.)
NAME
STREET
ercisers,
I CITY STATE ZIP.

For Women—the answer to a prayer!

IBEM THIGH REDUCER BELTS

Spot-reduce legs the sure, fast way.

soft, pliable, rubber-like composition.
They’re easy to put

on. The adjustable

Velcro® fastening

keeps them snug as
your thighs get
thinner. (Be sure to
indicate your upper
thigh measurement on
your order.) =
Now you, too,
can wear those
revealing mini-
fashions. Think about
next summer: Get
IBEM Thigh Belts
to slim your thighs
for the smart look
in summer beachwear. )

Show your legs
proudly on the street,

") at $9.95 each ... $

$995 each ... $
”)at $11.95 a pair ... $
Total price $
(NYC 6%) $

71 1 enclose 25¢. Send me the Home Exercise
Equipment Catalog, featuring Motorized Ex-

Cabinets, and many other devices.

on the beach.

Belt Massagers, Exerbikes, Steam

MD-462
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MOVIE '
CAMERA
Electric powered— no
winding! Detachable pistol
grip. Loads in seconds.

Adjustable lens. s 55—0

Black and white
or color.

INTERPHONE SET

Closed circuit
telephones
for home or
office. Signal
bell in both
units, Just
pick up and
talk.

§24 for

DlAMONDs One ct. weight,

five diamonds for $95, guaran-
teed, including postage and in-
surance from 50 year old Bel-
gian firm, Many shapes and

sizes available. s _
Five stones W
for only owl
4 % ‘;?fk; A
& ci ‘%’ Y
, ; b AL I-TEN
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ELECTRIC RAZOR

Product of Swiss Craftsmanship. Shaped to
shave heaviest beard. Maker guar-

antees for one full year. With cord, - $ 70
head guard and brush. —_—

DUTCH
MOTOR-
CYCLE

EL

Double tubutar racing frame. Compiewe
with buddy seat, chrome panels, lock,
claxon, tools, speedometer, Deluxe
Sprintmaster mode! for sporty appeal.

FIELD
GLASSES

7x35 G.C.F.

Clear and powerful. Beautifully
baianced. Lightweight. Protective
lens covers. Center focusing.

JADERIN

$910

Genuine Jade
Solitaire hand
set in delicate
mounting.
Men'’s styles
also avail-

“Jg¢

Yes, only 79 cents.

More examples of thousands
of import bargains you can
get to make fantastic profits
up to 200% and more.

FISHING ROD . .50
FM HI-FI RADIO . - 8.80
RIFLE SCOPE . . . . 1.85
MOVIE TITLE KIT . . . 1.00

BEADED HANDBAG . . . . 1.01
FLASHLIGHT . . . . .

TRANSISTOR RADIO
CARDIGAN SWEATER ..
SPINNING REEL . . . . . .96
STOP WATCH . . . . .

WRISTRADIO . . . . .
MODEL BOAT KIT . . . . 6%
WATER PISTOL . . . . . .05

Pr 1, ts L" $ 19 K} e 3 'l"‘y’
price fluctuation
THE MELLINGER CO., Dept. D216B

1554 S. Sepulveda
Los Angeles, Calif. 90025

-
-y
(]

Buy Below
Wholesale

Start your own BIG PROFIT
Home Import Business...

Import bargains by the thousands give you
profit opportunities beyond your wildest
dreams. Men—women start now in your
own Home Import Business, full or part
time. Cash in now without previous expe-
rience or capital investment. You can make
your first import order 10 minutes after
you get my proven drop ship plan. These
bargains and thousands more go quick to
stores, mail order operators, premium

users, friends, others.

DISCOVER SECRETS OF IMPORT
The Profits are All Yours!

Plan reveals everything to start you importing
immediately. Gives you free membership in
International Traders—famous world wide orga-.
nization that puts you in direct contact with sup-
pliers abroad. It’s easy to buy below wholesale
when we show you how. Rush coupon today for
my FREE BOOK, “How to Import and Export”
—get details about thousands of amazing buys.

Airmail reaches me overnight.

8. L. MELLINGER, JR.
Famous world trader. .

President of The Mellinger Co.

36-POWER
TELESCOPE
& TRIPOD

Sturdy Metai
Construction }

3 section

Extends for
razer-sharp
focus.

JEL

Send No Money!
Do Not Order From Us.

I show you how to get these

bargains and hundreds of others.

Prices shown are direct from

suppliers abroad.
Put covpon

in mail today!

Telescope lets
you see farther.

MINK
COAT
333

Full length
Mink coat
from
Scandinavia.

Latest style.

5995 VOLKSWAGEN

Good used buys
too. 1 yr. oid
Volkswagen
$1125 2 yr.
old $995
others low
as $400.
Guaranteed.

CALENDAR €910
WATCH ‘2—

Swiss movement.
Beautiful styling. Telis
time and date. Sweep
second hand, gift case,
stainless steel back.

Snap in cassette
cartridge and
you're ready.
Mike with
on-off
switch, big
speaker ptus
earphone,

CASSETTE W
RECORDER - $Q30
SOLID STATE MODELS FROM

FREE BOOK TELLS HOw
T0 MAKE MONEY IN IMPORT

IMPogy
EXPoRy

|  The Mellinger Co., Dept.D216B

[ 1554 S. Sepulveda, Los Angeles, Calif. 80025

| Send Free Book showing how { can start a, business of
my own and make big profits. Show me how | can get

| bargains like these, how to buy below wholesale. (if under

l 21, state age.)

| Name : Age.

{ Address -

I City.

| State. Zip Code

i Save 3 days . . . Give Zip No. for fastest reply.

O |
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MD Headline Stories
12 FLORIDA MURDER SUSPECT TRAPPED BY A “DEAD"” WITNESS

S.T. Peters Coral Gables, Florida
18 THE ROBBER KILLERS HAVE NO MERCY ON MICHIGAN DOCTORS

W. T. Brannon Detroit, Michigan
30 “WILL | BE THE MUTILATION-KILLER'S NEXT VICTIM?”

John Dunning Augsburg, West Germany

MD Features
4 MASTER FORGER . . . MASTER ACTOR

Alan Hynd New York, New York
28 A MURDERED EYEWITNESS TELLS NO TALES

Matley J. Byrd Memphis, Tennessee
36 A DIXIE MURDERER GOT AN ASSIST FROM A HURRICANE

Malcoim Burdsall Biloxi, Mississippi
40 THE TEXAS BURGLARS WHO BUGGED THEMSELVES

Redmond Travers Houston, Texas
44 ADD ARSON TO MURDER

Bill Ormsby Bowling Green, Kentucky

National Police Officer of the Month

22 DWIGHT THOMAS, AREA SUPERVISOR, ATFD, Omaha, Nebraska
Bill Billotte

MD Crime Classic

46 DESTINATION: GAS CHAMBER
Ed McCoy Joplin, Missouri
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THE MYSTERY GUILD

INVITES YOU TO TAKE ANY

Amateur sleuth seeks
reason for airliner
bombing, runs afoul of
clandestine group.

Strange disappearance Agatha Christie reveals
of mysterious woman her command of espio- encounters sinister in-
Jeads lover along intri- nage i3 taut, ol trigue in ltaly. A superb
cate, deadly trail. length novels. Uhriller . . . rave reviews

Expert on Etruscan art Macabre tale of revenge
and kidnapped child. By
author Bunny Lake is

Missingand The Nanay.

A oife
vDWHH
et el

Eccentric matron coming year
strangely murdered oe-
fare helpless steuth. An
amusing intrigue

Nero Wolfe hunts Men-
tana kilter. Amusing taie
of Rex Stout's urbane
hero gone west.

A lovely corpse, 5
poisontings, one suicide,
a rape, and 2 lost par-
ents make for top chiller.

Sleuth seeks to prove
9irl’s report of murder.
New Hercule Poirot gem
by Agatha Christie.

Mystery Guild.

The best mysteries by the best
writers—yours at lowest prices!

Every month The Mystery Guild se-
lects the newest books by authors
like Iohn Le Carré, Eric Ambler,
Ellery Queen, Agatha Christie, Alfred
Hitchcock, Rex Stout and others.
Each book is described in advance
in CLUES, the Club’s monthly bul-
letin. Although these brand new,
full-size hard-bound volumes sell
for $4.95, $5.95 or more in origi-
nai publishers’ editions, you pay
only $1.69 plus shipping and han-
dling {unless you take an extra-value
selection at a higher price). You
accept only the books you want—
as few as 4 selections in the com-
ing year. You may resign any time
after that.

Act now! Take any 6
best-sellers for only 99¢

Mail the coupon now to receive
any 6 books on this page for only
99¢ (plus shipping and handling).
If not delighted with your big in-
troductory package, return it with-
in 10 days and membership will be
canceled. Maijl coupon to The
Mystery Guild, Garden City, New
York 11530.

The Master collects 23
macabre stories. 1 chill-
ing novelette, 1 hair-
raising novel.

Doddering town fathers
suddenly assault local
women, Hilarious Brit-
ish mystery-comedy.

Relired general is found
dead—wearing pig mask
Sleuths take on coltege
reels to sotve case.

Kidnappers make white
giri took Negro in dia-
bolic_plot to steal her
inheritance.

TIRYILY EMIRY 01vwsasen ssoy ¢

3 of Ross Macdonald's
best. The Gatton Case.
Yhe Chill. Black Money.
Critics loved them ail.

Agatha Christie’s A 20 great mystery shorts
Pocket Full of Rye, from best works of the
HickoryDickoryDeath, topauthors. Etiery Queen,
The Crooked House. Ross Macdorald, more.

strangest stumper yet.

Jockey barred from rac-
Ing seeks Lo prove he’s
plus child murders. Rit been framed. A classic

24 horror classics for

those with strong nerves.

20 stories, 3 novelettes,
1.

Gideon of Scatiand Yard

Rabbi gets involved in
faces rash of sabotage,

youth hang-ups, sex,
drugs, race relations. ..
and murder!

Unknown poisoner uses Deiightfuliy wacky wom-
restaurant chain tostrike an professor  heips'’ de-
down scores in suspense tective ferret out cam-

thritler. Rave reviews. tale with ingenious plot us murderer.

thrilter.  rave reviews.

OF THESE
BEST-SELLING

MYSTERIES
ALL FOR

99

when you join and agree to
accept only 4 books dunng the

Best-selling thriiler of
Holland drug ring. High
tension plot twists. By
Guns of Navarone author.

Suspenseful coilection
of thriflers carefully
chosen by the Master.
Hair-raising!

Giant anthoiogy of 19
great crime classics by
Agatha Christie, Erle
Stanley Gardner, etc.

Mystery fans! Here's one of the higgest money-saving
offers ever made! Choose any 6 of the best-selling
mystery books on this page for only 99¢!

Yes—that's a total value of up ‘to $41.70 in publishers’ editions—
yours now for just 99¢ with membership in The Mystery Guild! And
mind you—these are all hard-cover, full-length, full-size books you
choose from including spine-tinglers, chillers, thrillers, and who-dun-
nits fresh from the latest best-seller lists! Many have been turned into
the smash movie hits of our day!

If you're like millions of other Americans who enjoy crackling good
mysteries, off-beat puzzles, suspense and spy thrillers that keep you
on the edge of your chair . . . then you'll love the fast-paced new books
(and big cash savings) that are yours exclusively as a member of The

Note:; Book club editions are sometimes re-
duced in size, but they are full-length, hard-
cover books you will be proud to add to your
permanent home library.

THE MYSTERY GUILD, Dept. ON-NJX
Garden City, N.Y. 11530

Please accept my application for membership
in The Mystery Guild. Send me the six books
whose numbers | have printed in the boxes.
Bill me only 99¢ plus shipping and handling.

Each month send me the Club's free bulletin,
CLUES, which describes coming selections and
other book bargains. if | do not wish to receive
the monthly selections or prefer an alternate,
| simply give instructions on the form provided.

| | |
L | L 1L |

I pay only $1.69 plus shipping and handling
for each selection | accept (uniess | choose
to receive an extra-value selection), | need
take only 4 selections within 12 months and
may resign anytime after purchasing 4 books.
NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If I’'m not delighted with
my introductory package, | may return it in 10
days and my membership will be canceled, |
will owe nothing.

mMISS (please print)

ADDRESS

CITY

STATE ZIP

CREDIT
REFERENCE

Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only.
Canadian members will be serviced from Toronto.
Offer slightly different in Canada. 9-MG9




AMERICA'S GREATEST CON MEN

MASTER FORGER

...MASTER ACTOR

Equipped with a photographic memory, Alex Thiel could look at a

millionaire’s signature and, days later, forge it perfectly—right under

the nose of a trusting bank president. Asked to describe the crook,

bewildered witnesses always said, ’He looks just like John Barrymore®

by ALAN HYND

America’s foremost authority on Con Games

years drove Detective Archie Woods of the

New York Police Department’s Forgery

Squad to aspirin, and often something
stronger, was one of the few men in the history of
bad checks who could duplicate a victim’s signature
from memory. All Alex Thiel had to do was to sim-
ply look at a signature for anywhere from 15 to 30
seconds and he could reproduce it, for a period of
up to 72 hours, so perfectly that the owner of the
name couldn’t tell it from his own writing.

Mr. X, as the New York police were to call Alex
Thiel, for want of a better name, from the years
1930 to 1945, found it necessary to resort to a wide
variety of identities during the course of his fraud-
ulent work. Thus, in his long and successful cam-
paign against the credit sides of scores of bank
accounts, our boy was the hard-headed business

n LEXANDER D. L. THIEL, who for 15 long

man, the generous portrait painter, the meticulous
attorney, the flamboyant theatrical producer and
the dedicated physician.

By way of establishing something of a common
ground with the tellers and officers of the banks
where he dropped his forged checks, Thiel was, you
might say, all things to all men. He was—and car-
ried an emblem to prove it when the occasion called
for it—an Elk, a Moose, a Knight of Pythias, a
Knight of Columbus and a Shriner. He was, in turn,
a married man devoted to home, family and fire-
side, a bachelor who abhorred matrimony, a meat
eater, a vegetarian, a bridge expert, a poker player
and a connoisseur of French Impressionist art
(which he really was).

Mr. X seemed to possess a sort of a sixth sense
that tipped him off to the best time, the best bank
and the best name to appropriate in a forgery

(Continued on page 8)



Army, Navy, Marines,
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GEMSTONE SERVICE RING - $69
Designs for Army. Navy, Marines, Air
force, Army Airborne. Vietnam dragon
design for Army and Marines only.
Choice of Red or Biue Gemstone. 10k
White or yellow gold. Solid back.
13 payments $5
1 payment $4
7 MONTHS TO PAY,

25 yeam S’I‘Ui((’
jo %yi/ifary /Oemonne/

\

$ 85 Twice Monthly
Ss Twice Monthly

17 JEWEL
“SKINDIVER" - $99

Self-winding calendar
watch. Shock and water-
resistant — depth tested

at 666 ft. Stainless

steel case.

$5 Twice Monthly

19 payments $5
1 payment $4
10 MONTHS TO PAY

ANITA . $239
Exquisite marquise diamond
engagement ring with
intertocking 4 diamond
wedding band. 14k geid.

$'| 9 Twice Monthly

19 payments $12
1 payment $11
10 MONTHS TQ PAY

SULTAN - $159

Linde synthetic star sap-
phire. Blue or Red. 3

diamonds.
Ss Twice Monthly

19 Payments $8
1 Payment $7
10 MONTHS T0 PAY
3 STAR TIGER -- $139
Linde synthetic Blue Star
Sapphire or Claret Red
Star in 10k white or yel-
tow gold with 2 diamonds.
$7 Twice Monthly

19 payments $7
1 payment $6
AZTEC - $149 10 MONTHS TO PAY
Flashing diamond solitaire in
ruggedly handsome 14k yellow
gold setting.
$700 Twice Monthly
21 payments $7
1 payment $2
11 MONTHS TO PAY

CAPRICORN - $169

Linde star sapphire with 7 fiery
diamonds. Blue or Claret Red
14k gold mounting

58 Twice Monthly
ADVENTURE - $110

Fine solitaire diamond in hand-
some two-tone 14k gold setting

86 Twice Monthly
18 payments $6
1 payment $2

9% MONTHS TO PAY

21 payments $8
1 payment $1
11 MONTHS TO PAY
Full Color Catalog on Request
Diamonds Enlarged

to Show Detail

LINDE STAR SAPPHIRE RING - $189
Air Force and
Army Airborne. Vietnam dragon design
for ‘Army and Marines only,
Claret Red. 10k gold. Solid back.

17 payments $5

1 payment $4
9 MONTHS TO PAY

9041 W. PICO BLVD.,
LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90035 -

COUPON MISSING? Write vour or \
on plain paper to address above.
World wide airmail service.
Ao

2\

(NSl
Clim
DIAMOND SERVICE RING - $89 g
Star set diamond in 10k white or yellow

DIAMOND ON GEMSTONE

. For all services
Blue or gold. Al services including Vietnam
dragon design for Army and Marines

only. Solid Back
17 payments $5

55 Twice Monthiy | payment $4
3 MONTHS TO PAY

$ 8§ Twice Monthly

Wark Jowelors

\

DIVINE LOVE - $189
39 Twice Monthly

21 payments $9
10% MONTHS TO PAY

SN

der
\

i N

JULIE - $235
§ diamond bridai set

5" 7 Twice Monthly

19 payments §12
1 payment §7
10 MONTHS TO PAY

ROMANTIC LOVE - $249

11 diamond trio ring set.
$'| 2 Twice Monthly
20 payments $12
1 payment $9
101, MONTHS TO PAY

ALADDIN - $249

7 tiery diamonds clustered at
crown of this massive 14k gold
dome setting.

$'| 2Twi:e Monthly

20 payments $12
1 payment $9

10, MONTHS TO PAY

LOVELIGHT — $139
11 diamond bridal pair.
$7 Twice Monthly

19 payments $7
1 payment $6
10 MONTHS TO PAY

PRICES SHOWN ARE FULL PRICE.  NO INTEREST OR CRED!IT CHARGES.

MARK JEWELERS (ODG-74) 9041 W. Pico Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90035

Send me (item) Price $
(HERS),

O White [J Yellow Size (HIS)

Color of Stone Initial.

PRINT NAME.
UNIT ADDRESS

APO or CITY.

ladies’ — &6 Men's — 9

SERIAL NO. ENLISTMENT ENDS

SOCIAL SECURITY NO.

Averoge

SIGNATURE
HOME ADDRESS

CITY. STATE

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED — otherwise return merchandise by insured mail
Merchandise shown in white or yellow gold unless otherwise indicated.

- $99

including  Vietnam
dragon design for Army and Marines
only. 10k white or yellow gold. Choice
of Red or Blue gemstone. Solid back.

19 payments $5
1 payment $4
10 MONTHS TO PAY

Yo maosure ring size, wrop this strip around finger,

mork ol proper number on
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JOE WEIDER
PRESENTS

THE TRIIM MASCULINE

Here's where you shop for your “BODY SHAPERS FOR THE 70’s"’—to Shape You Up—
to help You Lose Weight or Gain Weight —and create a more Masculine, Virile You!

MUSCLE
& MAKE OUT!

PUT MUSCLE
IN YOUR MUSCLES WITH ONE TWIST!

Quickly add up to 2” on your arms,
4” on your chest. Build rippling back
muscles. Thick, broad shoulders. The
power to lift girls over your head with one
arm! One twist of the “007” TWISTER
and every muscle in your body ripples
with new vigor and power. Builds strong
muscles FASTI—muscles that make you
an action-packed guy and a super-
charged tiger with the girls! Easy-to-use.
No adjustments. No assembly. Use it
right out of the box for instant muscle-
building fun! Made of chromed-steel
tubing, the TWISTER is tough . .. dura-
ble...like you'll be! Guaranteed to mus-
cle you up or your money back. ORDER
NOW! Only $9.98

GUARANTEE: If after using the TWISTER
3 days you're not convinced you can
quickly twist it for cobra-like muscles in
your arms ... more muscles on your
chest . . . broader shoulders . . . wider
back...a he-man grip and dynamic
power—then return it after 5 days for a
full refund. Fair? So order the *'007"
TWISTER Now, while the limited supply
lasts! This unusual offer may not be
repeated again this year.

S '
Complete,
B jllustrated

007"’ POWER TWISTER
. Manual. Also, illustrated
“Zfconditioning course,
* dealing with the new
aerobics training that
muscularizes your body
with athletic vigor, speed
and agility. Written by
~Joe Weider, Trainer of
Champions. Yours FREE
with your TWISTER.
ORDER NOW!

EXTRA BONUS GIFT: 3
copies of Muscle Builder
magazine, worth $1.80
...yours FREE!

PRICED AT ONLY .

%9.98

WITH COURSE

This “Killer
Karate Krusher”
gives you pulverizing
hand power!

Just 5 minutes a day for 30 days builds
your hands into granite-hard battering-
rams of power! Simply fit your fingers
into the leather grippers, and with your
very first squeeze, you'll instantly start
building invincible new power into every

tendon and ligament
. of your hands

and fingers!

MAYBE YOU
DON'T WANT TO 4
BREAK A BRICK IN A

TWO WITH YOUR BARE FISTS OR RIP
A PHONE BOOK IN HALF—BUT
WOULDN'T IT BE GREAT IF YOU COULD?

Here's a brand new way . .. a fantas-
tically successful system that turns your
hands into fearsome, devastating arse-
nals of power! Based on centuries-old
secrets of Japanese Killer Cults and a
Space Age hand-building principle, my
KILLER KARATE KRUSHER can make
you into a two-fisted tank of power. ..
able to take care of yourself. .. any-
time ...anywhere . . . in all situations!
You'll never again fear any man or turn
away from any challenge. ORDER IT
TODAY! Only $9.95 postpaid. ’

MY GUARANTEE TO YOU: You'll own
fearsome, ferocious, crippling arsenals
of hand power—and become a ‘‘Terror-
Fighter,” able to take care of yourself
in every situation — IN 30 DAYS ~— or
your money back!

i ; ;

My‘‘Killer Karate''Course
..."“The Deadly Art of
Hand Fighting.” Shows

dozens of ways to dis-
arm and counter-attack
any man, whatever his
size! Yours FREE if you
order the KILLER KA-
RATE KRUSHER Now!
PRICED AT ONLY

%.98

KARATE KRUSHER & COURSE

e ESTRUCTIVE
Seur.oEFENSE.

THE END o ree
SKINNY BODY

Drink on as much as 14 pounds in the
next 14 days this’delicious FUN way!

BEFORE—Sames Parker at
a thin 158 pounds.

AFTER 14 days on the
Crash-Weight Pfan, Jim
weighed 175 pounds.

GAINS 14 POUNDS IN 14 DAYS!

HEY YOU SKINNY GUYS! Thousands are doing it
every day. WHY NOT YOU? Here’s a totally new

~ breed of nutritional “wildcat” drink that's guaran-

teed to put an end to your hungry-lookin%, muscle-
poor body .. . through a new, scientifically-blended
milkshake-tasting drink. Crash-Weight Formula #7
Pian puts meat on your frame. Fleshes out your
narrow, shallow chest, skinny arms and spindly legs.
Nobody likes a bag of bones! With my proven Crash-
Weight Plan you just drink 4 milk-shake-delicious,
glasses with ‘your regular meals and take in an
extra 3500 calories daily...to help you pife on
the weight FAST! (It's the calories that count when
you want to put on some handsome weight!) The
nice thing about my weight-gain plan is that it's so
easy to take. No complicated exercises to do. No
bloating, heavy-as-lead foods to force into your sys-
tem. The Formula #7 Pian does all the work. . .you
just sit around, take it easy, be as lazy as you want
—and in a few days you'll see measurable weight
gains pile up! Check the coupon for the Plan and
flavor you want to use to put an end to your skinny
body. Guaranteed to put weight on you or your
money back.

To add up to 14 pounds in
the next 14 days you need:

e 14-day supply of Crash-Weight Formula £#7
e 14-day supply of Appetite-Stimulating tablets, and

Weight-Gaining Course. A
48-page illustrated guide
crammed with step-by-step
instructions in weight-gaining basics. PLUS 3 copies

of Mr. America magazine, worth $1.80...yours FREE!
7-day supply: $8.00 e 14-day supply: $14.98

(Your choice of Chocolate or Vanilia flavor)

PRICED AT ONLY

*3.00

FOR A WEEK'S o,
SUPPLY & COURSE «#




BODV LOOK FOR THE '70°S!

Your Good Looks—Your Health—Your Virility —are Your responsibility. So Start NOW to use one or more
of these ““Body Shapers For the 70’s"’. Shake up your physical fitness program and Light Up the 70’s!

The NEW

4

% HOME FITNESS JOGGER

You'll Start to Look
Better—Feel Better—
Shape Up—Live Longer
and be more Virile in
the Next 14 Days!

ALL THE BENEFITS OF
JOGGING WITHOUT LEAVING
YOUR HOME!

6 minutes on the New Weider
AEROBICS JOGGER gives you
the same benefits as a 3-mile
run. Or the equivalent of
4 hours or more of golf. Or a
full hour's workout in the gym!
Guaranteed to burn calories—melt fat—toughen your
muscles—strengthen your heart and lungs—and viril-
ize your body fast!

WHO EVER SAW A FAT RUNNER?

If you've heid yourself back from getting the rich fit-
ness-building benefits of jogging because you don’t
want nosy neighbors to stare at you or risk being
nipped by unfriendly dogs, forget it! Now with Weider's
New AEROBICS HOME FITNESS JOGGER you can jog for
miles without ever having to step outside the comfort
and privacy of your own home!

That's right. Just set the AEROBICS JOGGER on the
floor in any part of your house, step on its easy-on-the-
feet special spring cushion and jog away to your heart’s
content—and good health!

JOG YOURSELF INTO SHAPE IN JUST
6 MINUTES A DAY
One of the world’s longest distance runners says 6
minutes of jogging on the AEROBICS J0GGER gives vou
the same benefit as jogging two miles! Just 3 minutes
in the morning and 3 minutes at night helps build
healthy heart and lung action, relaxes tensions, tones
muscles. Besides that you'll burn off fat-forming cal-
ories fast, fiatten and toughen your mid-section, trim
your hips and buttocks and slim down alf over.
You owe it to yourself to get back into virile, heaithy
shape this fast, scientifcally-proven way!

EASY TO STORE-—MADE T0 LAST
Weider's New AEROBICS HOME FITNESS JOGGER is sci-
entifically-constructed with special coil springs nestled
in a thick polyurethane cushion, designed to simulate
the action of real road jogging. It's easy on the feet,
too—like running on grass, that acts as a “shock ab-
sorber” to the feet. It measures 20”x22”x 4", is light-
weight and stores easily in the smailest space. The
sturdy hand strap on side makes it easy and convenient
to carry with you on trips, vacations, etc. Order yours
now! |deai for gift-giving, too. Only $9.95

New Aerobic/Circuit Training
“Shape Up" Routine

Same 6-minutes-a-day program you can
use at home, which actors, movie stars,
and models use to quickly Shape Up and
Firm Up their bodies into youthful, virile,
he-man lines. ALSO INCLUDES: techniques
to help your body utilize your food intake
more efficiently and keep you sleek and
slim aH your life—as well as strengthen
your heart and lungs. Indoor and outdoor
methods explained. How much and how
often to jog. How to measure benefits
received . . . everything you need to know
about jogging is here. You're guaranteed
Aerobic visual results in just 2 weeks or money
Fitness Jogwer back. Tested by thousands—inciuding U.S.

8BET Air Force. START NOW TO SHAPE UP —
& Course SLIM DOWN — and VIRILIZE YOUR BODY!

FREE!

—see inches go fast—wear
SLIM GARD while jogging.

aerobics | LYl

Dglm & N
FVIA\luE‘[)nJI'f

with

JOE WﬂDEl’S

Just slip on Joe Weider's New ‘‘Science Weapon’, SLIM
BGARD and instantly start trimming your waist and hips
to a sexy-slim size — without dieting — without tedious
exercise!
And when combined with the ‘‘Slimmer’s Routine” SLIM
GARD can really flatten your pot belly and “puiverize”
unwanted fat away from ail over your body! Here's Proof:
In a controlled University test, students reported waist
losses of up to 314 inches and overall fat Iosses of 17
pounds—IN ONLY 2 WEEKS! They called it a ‘‘small mir-
acle” the way it worked so fast!
Yes. SLIM GARD has really revolutionized weight reduc-
ing. Men everywhere are regaining their youthful, virile
appearance by wearing it under their clothes and letting
it work for them as they sit, stand, walk, run, bend, eat,
watch TV or relax, it turns the snmplest body movement
into a waist-trimming exercise without effort. it can work
‘“‘miracles’’ on your waistline, too.
And remember, SLIM GARD is hidden — no one knows —
nothing shows . . . SLIM GARD's secret is its gentle but
firm ‘‘hugging action that keeps warm air in—cool air
out, trimming inches effortlessly away!
SLIM GARD and the “Stimmer’'s Routine’’ work effectively
for the fat or slender man. Simple instructions are in-
cluded for the man who wants to quickly lose 20 to 40
pounds . . . and for the slender fellow who wants to jose
only a few inches off his waist without losing weight.
And remember, SLIM GARD is hidden — no one knows —
nothing shows . . . except the inches that go. You're
guaﬁnteod impressive results in 14 days or your money
ack!

USE THIS SHAPE UP...

JOE WEIDER

Union City, N.J. 07087
531-32nd Street

Dept. 42-110-P5

‘Dear Joe:
Thanks for letting me know about your

i

|

)

|

|

]

]

1

| “Shape-Up” . . . “Muscle-Up” courses and

| products. Please send me the items checked
below, along with my FREE gifts. | under-

I stand all your products carry a full money-

: back guarantee .. . no “ifs” “ands”

|

|

]

|

|

|

|

|

|

. or “buts”.

| enclose check or
money order for: $

NAME

ADDRESS

CITYy

FREE! THE SUMMER'S

Savvy Slimming Tricks to Shape You Up
and Trim You Down. Here's Part 3 to
the Slimming Formula—the suprisingly
effortiess ‘‘Aerobic /Circuit’”’ training
routine used by athletes, coaches
and models to get into shape fast.
Within 14 days you'll be Firmer,
Slimmer, More Energetic and
Stronger—creating a New, Youthful.
Sexier more Exciting You! IT'S YOURS
FREE—with SLIM GARD!

INSTANTLY LOOK SUIMMER
LOSE P T 3.75 INCHES 1N 74 DAYS!

$o Ahewd

$tart Moving Your Bevt Back &
Frw Hn

stantly . . . dnd Benp ¥ There

{Mliflesttllfgs? f‘t‘lgeears) 90 nly9
MUSCLE-UP COUPON!

with The Slimmer’s Routine
1 007" TWISTER, Free course & 3

Comes in sizes: Medium & Large

D copies of Muscle Builder magazine
...................................... only $9,95

KILLER KARATE KRUSHER & Free “Kil-
ler Karate” course ........ only $9.95

2 O

CRASH-WEIGHT FORMULA #7 PLAN
with Free course {check one):

[] 7-DaySupply ........... only § 8.00
|:]. 14-Day Supply .....ccon... only $14.98
Check flavor desired:[] Chocolate
O Vanilla

D FITNESS JOGGER & Free ‘‘Aerobic/
Circuit Training” course only $9.95

SLIM GARD and the Free “Slimmer's
Routine” ........ccccocovrnnnne only $9.95

Check waist size:[J Medium (30-38)
[1 Large (39-47)

5 SLIM DOWN & MAKE OUT KIT with




project. Even after he had long before
worn his welcome out at most banks
in and around New York, Thiel was
cunning enough always to allow suf-
ficient time to elapse between jobs
so that vigilance was at a low ebb
when he struck. Never once was
there the faintest rumble of suspi-
cion about one of Thiel's forgeries
until Alex’s mission had been ac-
complished.

From the very beginning, when
Thiel dipped into the account of the
owner of New York’s Capitol Theatre
for two checks totaling $162,000, De-
tective Woods had been grimly fasci-
nated by the man’s unique gift of du-
plicating a signature from memory.
All other skillful penmen whom
Woods, the star of the Forgery Squad,
had ever encountered or heard about
had preferred to work in the strictest
privacy where they could avail them-
selves of frequent glances at the
name they were copying and reject
any work that didn’t come up fto
snuff. Mr. X, though, carrying his il-
legal signature in his head, would, in
presenting himself as the proprietor
of the name, sit at the desk of a
bank officer who was watching him
and cross the t's and dot the i’s with
the complete nonchalance of the
owner of the name.

Although Thiel’s first New York job,
at the Capitol, netted him quite a
bundle, Alex didn’t go in for big
hauls as a rule. He was perfectly
satisfied to drop three or four checks
per annum, for a total take of say
twelve to fifteen grand—hut some-
times for much more. This wasn’t
loot to be sneezed at between 1930
and 1945. It enabled Thiel to live
quite comfortably in an apartment he
had on Christopher Street, in Green-
wich Village, and indulge his passion
for an occasional Impressionist paint-
ing—and drugs.

Thiel had, before arriving in New
York from his native Chicago in 1930
at the age of 40, become a narcotics
addict. It was dope, in fact, that was
to eventually become his big problem
——not getting caught at his forgeries.

When not on dope—and he fre-
quently took time off—Thiel, a smooth
cultured man, immaculately attired
and bearing a striking resemblance to
John Batrymore, was quite a hand
with the women. He had a wife in
Chicago, whom he had married while
in his early twenties, but he hadn’t
lived with her for years. He supported
her, though, by sending her a monthly
check which she thought he had
earned as a traveling salesman.

It was in the middle of Thiel’s suc-
cessful career in New York that,
through a singular set of circum-
stances, a perfectly innocent man was

-

A slick-tongued Mr. Suave, this
smart Alex bilked banks for huge
sums while an innocent man went
to prison for one of his crimes

sent to prison for one of Thiel’s illicit
jobs. Alex tried everything he could,
short of giving himself up, in an ef-
fort to save the man but District At-
torney Thomas E. Dewey, who was
later to become governor of New
York State and a Republican candi-
date for the Presidency, was so sure
that he was prosecuting the right
man that he simply wouldn’t listen.

The man who was to become Mr. X
was the son of Gottfried Thiel, a na-
turalized German and a smalltime
architect on Chicago’s North Side.
Alex was one of a family of five, hav-
ing two brothers and two sisters,
none of whom ever got into any
trouble with the statutes.

Alex’s formal education ended when
he was in the eighth grade of a North
Side public school, in the year 1904,
when he was 15 years old and he was
shipped off to a reform school as a re-
ceiver of stolen goods.

When he was 17, Thiel integrated
himself into the fringes of Chicago’s
underworld and became a runner for
a South Side bookmaking joint. There
followed years of dealing in gambling
houses not only in Chicago but in
Philadelphia and New York, with oc-
casional jolts in the can.

Thiel had, from time to time in his
earlier days, when pressed for cash,
signed somebody else’s name to a
check, impersonated the proprietor of
the check and never run into any
trouble. He came to realize that he
possessed a unique gift—the gift that
made it possible for him to simply
study a signature for a few seconds
and then, as long as 72 hours later,
reproduce the signature from memory.

It was 10 years before his arrival
in Manhattan that Thiel decided to
cash in on his unique gift and make
other people’s signatures on checks
his life work. He had by this time be-
come a narcotic addit—a fact that was
not known to his wife because, posing
to her as a traveling salesman, even
when he was in the can, he was sel-
dom at home. So Alex passed off his
reproduced signatures in Chicago, De-
troit and Cleveland.

It was mainly because he had be-
come addicted to Impressionist paint-
ing as well as to dope that Thiel de-
cided to come to New York and live
in Greenwich Village, the physical and
spiritual home of artists. So, checking
into an apartment on Christopher
Street, Thiel palmed himself off as
Major Victor McClay, formerly of the

- United States Army.

It was through underworld friends,
acquired during previous visits to -
New York, that Thiel learned about
Messmore Kendall, owner of the Cap-
itol Theatre and a good-sized chunk
of other Gotham real estate. Kendall
had his office on a top floor of the
theater building.

Our boy, through his previous
years in crime, had no trouble at all
in getting into Kendall’s office after
the last show of the night at the
Capitol. Wearing gloves so as not to

(Continued on page 52 )



s8400™ ~ CASH PRIZES

(NOW ON DEPOSIT IN OUR SPECIAL PRIZE FUND BANK ACCOUNT)

oo winnems i ooe 16th ANNUAL PULZZLE CONTEST

PReseNTeD FOR YOUR ENTERTAINMENT By TOWN & COUNTRY PUZZLE HOSTS

You can solve this puzzle right now. Everything you need is printed here. Get in this fascinating LETTER

game by solving this puzzie now. It sharpens your wits and keeps your mind alert. And it costs VALUES F IRST PRIZE $4,000.00
so little (just the $3.00 entry fee). You get more than that value in fun and entertainment. A-2 ($3,500.00 PLUS $500.00

AND you may win a nice cash prize —up to $4,000.00. B-1 PROMPTNESS PRIZE) 2d PRIZE __$2,000.00

3dPRIZE __ 500.00
4th PRIZE __  250.00
5th PRIZE __  150.00
6th PRIZE .. 140.00
- - TthPRIZE .. 130.00
Wil . SthPRIZE __ 12000
-~ Sth PRIZE .. 110.00
10th PRIZE  100.00
90 PRIZES
EACH $10.00 900.00

Every contestant will be notified of his standing within 30 days after we receive his entry. Part C=4
of our program is devoted to assistance in the training of student nurses. To date we have D=1
awarded 16 Town and Country Scholarships for nurses’ training. E-l
RULES . on
1. Solve this puzzle as you would any other crossword puzzle except that the letters you supply G-2
are determined, not by definitions, but by letter values. -
2. Fill in every empty square with a letter. When completed, every series of 2 or more letters H-1
must spell a word, both across from left to right, and down. Every word appearing in the solution I=1
must be taken from the accompanying ““OFFICIAL WORD LIST” and must be spelled exactly as it J=0Q
is there. Words may be used more than once (no limit). K-1
3. Black squares have no value. Usin% the letter values shown here, add the value of ALL letters 7,1
in each line ACROSS (BOTH THE LETTERS ALREADY IN THE PUZZLE AND THOSE YOU SUPPLY) and M=-2
place these LINE TOTALS at the right of the puzzle as indicated. Then add these LINE TOTALS
correctly, and put your Total Score in the space indicated. Any error in your solution will dis- N-3
qualify your entry. An entry once submitted cannot be changed. However, a contestant may send 0=2

in more than one entry. See Rule 6. P-2 TOTAL  $8,400.00
4. The object of the game is to obtain the highest total score of the puzzle, obeying all the Q-0 -

Rules. (See Rule 7 for ties.) This is a contest of skill. There are no “tricks” planned or allowed. R-3 OFFICIAL WORD LIST

5. Anyone at least 18 years of age, from the 1.5, or Canada (including military personnel abroad), S=-1 AW GO0 MOW PAID WHY
may enter this contest except members and employees of the sponsors, their advertising agents BAA HE MY PUSH WIG
and their immediate families. Each entry must be accompanied by a $3.00 entry fee. This fee is T-2

to cover costs, administrative expenses, and scholarships for student nurses. SU=1 BED HIS NAP RUSH WILL
6. A contestant may send in more than one entry, but each entry must be accompanied by the V=0 BET HOE NEW SAY WIN
$3.00 entry fee. So if you see a chance to improve on an entry you have already sent in, you W=1 BIG HOT NICE SHY WISH
may send another, providing you mail it not later than February 13, 1971, While various members X-0 BY INURN NINE TEA WON
of a family may each enter the contest not more than one prize may be won by one household. Y-1 ) LA NOT TT YE

7. Ties are expected, in which case tiebreaker No. 1 will be required. It will be sent only to 7-0 EEL MAKE NOW Us YES
those who may be tied for any of the prizes. The tiebreaker will be similar to this puzzle. It will =

be the same size, 11 squares each way, but will be more difficult, with fewer letters supplied, EL MAY PA WHISK YOU

and more empty squares. The Official Word List, with more words, will also be supplied. Seven
days will be allowed for solving tiebreakers. Highest score wins highest prize for which there are
ties, and so on.

If any ties still remain, additional tiebreakers up to 4 more may be sent to determine the
winners, Each additional tiebreaker will be more difficult than the previous one, with fewer letters
supplied and more empty squares (but still only 11 squares each way). Each tiebreaker has its
own rules and may have slight changes. If any ties still remain after the 5 tiebreakers, then the
full amount of the prize or prizes tied for will be awarded to each tied contestant. However, in
alt our previous contests, 2 tiebreakers or less were required to determine all winners. There is
never any additional fee for tiebreakers, in OUR contests.

8. Contestants shall not receive from, nor furnish to, anyone outside their own household, all
or part of any solution in this contest.

9. Cut out the entry blank along the dotted lines, enclose your $3.00 fee and mail to Town and
Country, P. 0. Box 1398, Tacoma, Wash. 98401. Entries must be postmarked not later than
February 13, 1971, and received by February 25, 1971.

10. Promptness Prize — $500.00 cash. If you send your entry and $3.00 fee on or before the
date shown on the Official Entry Blank, you will qualify for the $500.00 Promptness Prize. This
Promptness Prize will be ADDED TQ THE FIRST PRIZE ONLY.

11. When we receive your entry and $3.00 entry fee we will send you:
a. Acknowledgment of your entry (LET US KNOW IF NOT RECEIVED IN 30 DAYS).
b. Notification of your standing at this point in the contest.
c. Our latest bulletin of news about our contests.
d. Prizes will be paid about May 31, 1971. At that time we will send you the list of prize
winners and a copy of the highest scoring solution of each puzzle.

12. By entering this contest, you agree to accept the judges’ decisions as final. The sponsors
reserve the right to offer increased prizes, extra work charts and positional word lists. WE
CANNOT BE RESPONSIBLE FOR LOST OR DELAYED MAIL. The sponsors shall decide any questions
that may arise concerning this contest. All entries become the property of the sponsors. This
contest is subject to all Federal, State and Local regulations.

THE ORIGINAL LINE
CROSSWORD-VALUE PUZZLE TOTALS

| ENCLOSE $3.00

- — - casH [ PUT YOUR
First Prize Winners in our 5 latest contests are: CHECK [] TOTAL SCORE
Contest No. 11, $2,000.00 cash was won by Gordon M. Thompson, 1526 Gulf St., Hobbs, New or M. 0. [] HERE X——>
Mexico. (Al prizes were paid in full in July, 1965.)

M OFFICIAL ENTRY BLANK — CONTEST NO. 16
To Qualify for Promptness Prize mail on or hefore Feb. 10, 1971

PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY

Contest No. 12, $6,000.00 cash was won by Mrs. Sadie Pearson, Ontario, Canada. (All prizes
were paid in full in July, 1966.)

Contest No. 13, $8,000.00 cash was won by Richard F. Stanley, Box 26, Judith Gap, Mont.
(All prizes were paid in full in July, 1967.)

Contest No. 14, $8,000.00 cash was won by Betty E. Lee, 856 W. Sammamish Rd. N., Belle- NBE
vue, Wash, (All prizes were paid in full in July, 1968.) Address
Contest No. 15, $8,000.00 cash was won by Audrey van den Eikhof, 150 So. Grand Oaks, . Zip
Pasadena, California. (All prizes were paid in full in May, 1970.) City ... State___________________. Code. .. ____.

Cut along dotted lines and mail to:
Town & Country, P. 0. Box 1398, Tacoma, Wash. 98401
Copyright 1956 Town and Country

(There was an interval of about one year between Contest 14 and Contest 15.)
Will YOU be the winner of the $4,000.00 cash prize this time?
(PLEASE MAKE A CARBON COPY OF YOUR ENTRY AND KEEP FOR FUTURE REFERENCE)
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CRIME

- AMERICA!

The soaring crime rate, and what to do about it, has become one of the most contro-
versial issues of the day. Politicians, and a large segment of the public, clamor for swift,
stringent measures to protect society. At the same time, blithely ignoring the contradic-

tions in their thinking, they cry out for limitations of police power.

The country is full of self-proclaimed experts. Everyone has an answer to the problem,
but the problem doesn’t get solved.

Crime and criminals are commanding unprecedented attention from editorial writers
and producers of television documentaries. Noted writers are turning out books, belatedly,
on such notorious cases as the slaughter of the Clutter family in Kansas, the Boston

Sirangler, Ohio’s Sheppard murder, and others.

None of this is new to our readers. In the pages of our magazines, scant weeks after
the event occurred, they were able to read detailed, in-depth reports on these, and other
headline police investigations, authoritatively written by the country’s foremost crime

reporters.

If you want to gain understanding and a penetrating insight into the war on crime in

America, read America’s leading fact crime magazines:

TRUE DETECTIVE
MASTER DETECTIVE
OFFICIAL DETECTIVE
On Sale At AUl Newsstands




STARTYOURNEW CAREER NOW! wITHOUT OVERHEAD! ANY PLACE! ANY ACE!

UPHOLSTERING JUST ONE

_you don’t even have to ¢
quit your present job!!!

Start learning now. At home, or in the
garage, in your spare time — no outside
¢lasses to attend. If you can tie a knot an
drive a tack, you can learn this business,
quickly, easily. You start learning the
basics right away through the proven MU
Home Training Plan. And before you're
barely into it, you can start doing the
simple upholistering jobs that are all around
you waiting to be done. Chairs, = I
cushions, seats, footstools,

Even before MUI students

finish their training, people

start bringing upholstery jobs

to them, and remember—the

world is full of furniture that
- needs fixing and re-upholstering

and more is wearing out

all the time!

AS YOU LEARN, YOU JUST SLIP
INTO THE IMMENSE FLOW OF
UPHOLSTERY WORK! Think of all
there is! . . . Sofas, tounging chairs
finished in beautiful fabrics, which
MUI tells you how to get at the right
price — even leather and all the new ~
vinyls. And then you have built-ins
and breakfast nooks, ‘boats, trailers
and all the millions of automobiles in
America. Yes, you learn all this and
more! When we finish teaching you, _
(in your own home in your spare time)
and when you get our California
state approved diploma, you know this
business ... as a real professional! .
You will then have one of the most &

fantastic moneymaking skills in G =

America built into your head and You GET SIX BlG

hands! No one can ever take this skill .
FURNITURE KITS

away from you...and no-one can

ever fire you, because you’re the boss

of a business that you can take with

you ... You can make big money from

then on...any time, anyplace you -
want to put out your shingle!

When you read the papers you see there's
a strike here, a lockout there, Detroit lays
off 150,000 men. A plant is shut down
and moved out of state. A new automated
machine eliminates 5,000 jobs. They talk
about dislocated workers and try to do
something about it. What pays the bilis

if you get caught up in one of these
situations? When you know upholstering,
life gets very simple and : 1
fots of fun. it's simple
because where there

are people, there are
uphoistery jobs and lots

of them. it’s fun because
life is fun when the bills are
paid and there's money in
the bank, even enough to
buy those things you've
always wanted for yourself.
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WHEN YOU GRADUATE

“What started as a hobby, now pays me $10 an hour”

Yes, many MUI graduates make better than $10 an hour turning old
wornout furniture into bright new decorator
against what you're doing now! Are you making $150 a week? $200?
$250? Do you put in long hours of dull work, with small raises? ts
that the way you want to spend the rest of your life? Just imagine,
you can make $150, $200, $250 upholstering just one chair or sofa
these days! And if you're the kind of person who likes to work and
earn, you can sometimes finish a job like this in a day. That's pay,
“..and it beats what most college graduat ke!

M, INSTITUTE Box 89 DNS
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wand career opportunities in Uphol-
stering and the MUI home training

program, |
salesman wifl call.
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sending for the free facts on job

f CHAlR ‘can pay.

you as much as
your present
weekly
paycheck!

pieces! Stack it up

WORK THE HOURS YOU LIKE TO WORK!

If you favor a regular 35 hours a week, upholstery lets you
do it and make a really fine living. On the other hand, if
you're really ambitious and want to work 60 or 70 hours a
week, you are starting to talk about some big, big money!
The important thing is that the choice is yours, not some-
body elses! (Not like when you're working for someone else.)
Many students of retirement age just do a few pieces now
and then just to keep things nice and comfortable.

TO GET STARTED, JUST GET THE COUPON IN THE MaIL ... TODAY!
It costs you nothing to get the information and there's no
obligation. No salesman is going to call you. This much and
this much only, every successful MU| graduate must do for
himself — send the coupon today!

YOU'LL GET A BIG ILUSTRATED 32 PAGE BOOK ON UPHOLSTERY
and the upholstery business, and an actual free sample
lesson showing how the fabulously successful MUI system
is taught. For your sake and the sake of your future, do it
now. Cut out the coupon, fill it out, put it in an envelope
and mail it now. Air mail reaches MUI about two days sooner!

- === ALL THE SPECIAL “TOOLS OF FREE

S ) THE TRADE” ARE YOURS...

THIS FREE UPHOLSTERY BOOK may he the most impor-
tant information you ever read. By S

MAIL COUPON NOW!
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FLORIDA
MURDER
SUSPECT
TRAPPED
BY A
"DEAD"
WITNESS

i e

Mrs, Delores Palacino was one of
two women slain by abductors who
invaded Western Union office where
she was day manager. Gunmen also by S. T. PETERS
wounded Bruce Reitz, night manager

When the two women who worked for Western Union were slain,
an arrogant gunman made two mistakes . . . one, he underestimated

Florida homicide men . . . two, he sent a dangerous telegram



T WAS approximately the same
time—about 8:25 a.m. on Monday
July 20, 1970 that the two seemingly
related telephone calls were re-
ceived at the office of the Dade Coun-
ty Department of Public Safety, com-
monly known as the Metro police, in
Miami.

One was from a man who identi-
fied himself as a relief manager for
Western Union. He said that the day
manager, Mrs. Delores “Dee” Pala-
cino, who had reported for work as
usual at about 7 am., had’ disap-
peared under mysterious circum-

stances. He was told that an officer
would be sent to investigate.

The other call was from the ad-
ministrative director of Boystown, an
institution in southeast Dade County,
near the new Tamiami Airport. He

<

Officer Janosky with sketch he drew which helped nab prime suspect

said that three people had been shot
in a tomato field near Southwest 104th
and 137th Avenue. Two were women
and he believed they were dead.
The other was a man and he was
in serious condition with shots in his
head. .

As Detective Lieutenant Robert
Windsor, chief of Metro homicide de-
tectives, hung up, Detective Sergeant
Marshall Frank entered the office,
which is located on the third floor of
the Public Safety Building. Sergeant
Frank had just returned from the
coffee shop a few doors away on the
same floor.

Lieutenant Windsor was on his feet
and there was excitement in his voice
as he called to Sergeant Frank:
“Marshall, what are you doing?”

“Nothing,” Sergeant Frank replied.

“Okay, let's go!” He explained that
there were a couple of bodies in a
field at Southwest 103th Street and
137th Avenue.

As they hurried to the elevator
and took it down to the first floor,
Sergeant Frank’s thoughts were
racing. He was in his 11th year as a
policeman with the Metro force
(which includes all of Dade County
except the city of Miami proper) and
he knows the area like the back of
his hand.

Now he was planning a route that
would take them to the scene in the
shortest possible time. Visualizing
the area, he recalled that it had been
covered with flourishing fields of to-
matoes until a few years ago. For
reasons best known to themselves,
most of the growers had given up
and now there were only three or
four small tomato patches in' the
fields. Weeds seven feet high, pal-
metto, scrub and underbrush had

taken over. There were some bushes,
but few trees.

Sergeant Frank knew that the last
paved road in the area was South-

S

Metro Police Chief Purdy set wheels
in motion for all-out probe of the
cold-blooded assault, double-slaying

west 137th Avenue. By taking this,
they could drive within seven-tenths
of a mile of the scene on pavement.
The balance of the ride would have
to be on dirt roads.

By the time they reached the park-
ing lot and Sergeant Frank had slid
behind the wheel of a police car, with
Lieutenant Windsor in the seat be-
side him, he had the route all
mapped out in his mind.

The alarm had gone out by radio,
meanwhile, and other officers cruis-

13
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Body of one of two female victims is removed from field where they were found

ing in the area had responded. So,
too, had two vice squad officers, De-
tective Sergeants Berra Pitts and
Richard McMillan, who had been
passing the spot on their way to
check in for the day’s assignment at
the Metro building.

They were waiting when the hom-
icide detectives arrived and led them
to the bodies. Two attractive women
in early middle age were lying in a
clearing about nine feet in diameter.
The clearing was some 15 feet from
a narrow dirt road and some distance
from Southwest 148th Avenue.

_ Glancing about before he reached
the bodies, Sergeant Frank noted a
narrow sandy path that led from
148th Avenue to the dirt road. He
wondered why the clearing was there,
since there was no apparent reason
for it to have been cleared in this
wilderness of shrub and weeds.

Was it possible that the shootings
had been premeditated and that the
killer had cleared this spot as a part
of his plan? For the moment, Ser-
geant Frank dismissed the thought
as too fantastic.

Sergeants Pitts and McMillan ac-
companied Lieutenant Windsor and
Sergeant Frank to the edge of the
clearing. The younger of the two vic-
tims appeared to be about 35 to 40,
and she was lying face down on the
ground. The other woman, who was
very pretty and appeared to be in
her early forties, lay face up.

Both had been shot once in the
back of the head.

Sergeant Pitts said that a man who
identified himself as Bruce Reitz, 39,
also had been shot in the head, but
he had managed to stagger to the in-
tersection of Southwest 137th Ave-
nue and 104th Street.

An 18-year-old resident of Boys-
town had just taken a friend to work
at a pancake house and was on his

way back to Boystown in an old car

when he spotted Reitz, who told him
of the shooting and of the two wom-
en in the clearing.

The young man had raced on to
Boystown not far away and returned
with the administrative director, who
had called the police. At about this
time, Sergeants Pitts and McMillan
came along.

The youth and the Boystown direc-
tor gave first aid to Reitz and ban-
daged his head, while Sergeant Pitts
verified that homicide detectives
were on the way and Sergeant Mc-
Millan radioed for an ambulance.

Before he had been taken away,
Reitz had identified himself as the
night manager of the Coral Gables
Western Union office and said that
the older of the two dead women was
Mrs. Delores “Dee” Palacino, day
manager of the Western Union office
in Coral Gables. The other woman,
he said, was Mrs. Judy Lamb, 40,
who shared an apartment with him.

Reitz had been rushed to the Bap-
tist Hospital in south Dade County
in what the ambulance crew said
they considered critical condition, al-
though he still was conscious.

Lieutenant Windsor had many oth-
er duties and he assigned Sergeant
Frank to direct the investigation.
“Maybe we can interview this man
at the hospital before he loses con-
sciousness,” said Sergeant Frank.

More detectives had arrived, along
with technicians from the Metro
crime lab. Two of these, Detectives
Robert Lamont and Anthony Marko-
vitch, were dispatched to the hos-
pital to try to question the wounded
man.

Meanwhile, Detective Frank Wes-
olowski had been sent to the Coral
Gables Western Union office on
Ponce de Leon Boulevard in that city
south of Miami. Three messengers, a
relief manager and other employes
were waiting for him there. Detec-
tive Wesolowski asked them not to
touch anything that might bear fin-
gerprints.

“What happened?” he asked.

From the employes of the office, he
pieced together this account:

Mrs. Dee Palacino already was at
the office with papers and telegrams

Det. Sgt. Pittman and other offi-
cers pooled forces and profes-
sional savvy in the slaying probe



from the night before when a mes-
senger arrived at 7:10 am. It was his
regular custom to go to a restaurant
about a block away and get her a cup
of coffee when she requested it. Nor-
mally, he delivered the papers and
telegrams before he did this. How-
ever, the office wasn’'t opened to the
public until 8 o'clock.

This morning when the messenger
arrived, Dee Palacino didn’t open the
front door; instead, she parted the
Venetian blinds that covered the
glass panel. She mouthed the word
“coffee,” and held up two fingers to
indicate that she wanted two con-
tainers.

The messenger didn’t suspect any-
thing and went on to the restaurant
nearby. He knew that Mrs. Palacino
liked cream in her coffee with sugar
on the side and he ordered two con~
tainers like that. He was waited on
immediately and no more than five
minutes had elapsed before he was
back at the office. He pounded on
the front door, which was still locked,
but there was no response.

The Venetian blinds that covered
the big picture window were rolled
about half way up, as they usually
were, and the messenger peered in-
side. He could see nobody. Then he
noticed that a hand printed and
signed note had been taped to the
front door. It read: .

HAD  IMPORTANT
ERRAND TO
MAKE. BE BACK
SOON.
Dee.

“l laid the coffee on the hood of
the car and waited for a while—I'm

Metro police unit's mobile crime lab was used to good advantage in investigation

not sure how long,” the messenger
told the detective. He said a second
messenger got there about 7:25 “and
we waited together.”

The second messenger said he had
come on a regular trip to bring pa-
pers and to take away other papers.

“It’s unusual for her to leave like
that,” said the second messenger. At
about 10 minutes to eight, he added,
a third messenger arrived, “and we
all waited together until about eight
twenty-five.” He said that the third
messenger went over to the restau-
rant and called the main office of
Western Union in downtown Miami.
George Gohmann, a relief manager
who fills in when a manager calls in
sick or is on wvacation, hurried to
Coral Gables with his brother, Frank,
also a Western Union employe, and
opened the office.

When a customer enters the Coral
Gables Western Union office, he faces
a counter that stretches all the way
across except for a swinging gate on
the right. Under the counter is a
combination lock safe, which has six
locked compartments inside. These
contain small amounts of cash for
making change and one is assigned to
each employe.

A heavy safe embedded in con-
crete is at the rear of the office.
There is a combination lock on top
and it is pulled out. There are two
panels with two keyholes. The pan-
els cannot be opened by one person
because two keys are needed and
only one is assigned to an employe.
In this office, Dee Palacino had one
key and Bruce Reitz had the other.
But no keys were needed today.

When the relief manager and his
brother opened the front door, they

S

found Dee Palacino’s keys, attached
by a bead chain to an orange ball,
hanging on the inside.

“It looked like something was
wrong,” the relief manager said.
“The doors of the safes were closed,
but they weren’t locked. I opened
the one under the counter with the
toe of my shoe. Dee’s compartment
was open and it was empty.

“I used my handkerchief to open
the safe in the rear. It was empty.
They must have left by the back
door, because the bolts there were
open.”

Both keys to the safe in the rear
had been tossed on the manager’s
desk, indicating that both Mrs, Pala-
cino and Reitz had been there, al-
though the office was closed on Sun-
day night and Reitz normally was
not on duty on Sundays.

The relief manager telephoned the
police. “Send a man over here to
Western Union at 1424 Ponce,” he
said. “The girl is gone and all the
money is gone.”

George Gohmann said he was un-
able to estimate the amount of money
that had been taken, but he believed
it was a considerable amount, most
of it from the safe in the rear. That
safe is maintained because money is
taken in after the banks close during
the week and on Saturdays when the
banks are closed all day.

Nobody even considered the pos-
sibility that the day and night man-
agers had absconded with the money.
Both were well liked, and both were
considered honest. Mrs. Palacino was
known for respecting the law and

she kept an orderly office. Every-

thing was always in its place and the
files were neatly kept. She seldom
had been known to deviate from
routine.

She was a very attractive wom-
an, with a neat figure and light-
colored hair. She had been married
10 years to the president of a Miami
realty company and they had a lovely
home in the northeast section of Mi-
ami. She had told friends that her
husband had tried to persuade her
to quit working and devote her en-
ergies to being a housewife, but she
had said she wanted to be indepen-
dent, so she continued her job.

It was generally known that she
was happily married. She had no
children, but she kept three poodles,
which she often leashed and took
for a walk in her home neigbor-
hood. To many in that section she
was known as “The Poodle Lady.”

She had been a resident of Miami
since 1949 and prior to that, she had
told friends, she had been a tele-
phone operator in Tennessee. From
1949 to 1964, she had worked at
various jobs for Western Union and
then, in 1964, she had been appointed
day manager of the branch office in
Coral Gables.

At the restaurant near the tele-
graph office, employes said Dee al-
ways was there no later than 7 am.,
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and that invariably she had fruit
juice, toast and coffee. She often had
a second cup of coffee when the first
messenger arrived. She always chat-
ted with the waitress, talking about
her husband, her poodles, or her or-
chids, which she raised.

Often during the lunch period, she
would stop to talk to a woman in the
cleaning shop. She had induced the
woman to raise orchids and it gave
them a common ground of interest.

“She was a really fabulous person,”
this woman said. “She loved every-
thing gay and bright. She would
lJaugh and talk and it was like a
breath of fresh air coming through
the door.”

A co-worker in the Western Union
office said Mrs. Palacino was “neat,
cool and very efficient, the type of
person who wouldn’t crack up if
somebody pointed a gun at her. She
would have done anything the rob-
ber asked. She felt like me about
the cash—let them have it.”

In talking to the various employes
and friends of the slain woman, De-
tective Wesolowski asked if Mrs.
Palacino had ever mentioned a sus-
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picious person. They all said she
never had. Yet it seemed almost cer-
tain that the killer had cased the
place and that he was familiar with
at least some of the routine. He ap-
parently knew that a considerable
amount of cash was kept in the two
safes.

At Baptist Hospital, meanwhile,
Bruce Reitz clung to consciousness
while doctors gave him first aid in
the emergency room. They gave De-
tectives Lamont and Merkovitch
permission to question the victim
while they worked on him. The de-
tectives asked him to tell all he could
remember and he gave this account:

He shared an efficiency apartment
on Alcazar with Mrs. Lamb but it
was a matter of convenience and
not a romance, he said. The apart-

ment was close to the Western Un--

ion office and also was close to the
real estate development company
where Mrs. Lamb’s job was to ar-
range dinner parties at two hotels
for prospective real estate customers.

Judy Lamb was 40, five feet six

inches tall, weighed 135 pounds and

had dark hair and dark eyes. As it

Police set up guard outside Western Union office, scene of daring abduction

turned out, she was a vietim of cir-
cumstances.

Reitz spent the day with Judy
Lamb at a beach. In the evening they
stopped for a few hours at a bar on
Minorca. They left about 10 o’clock
and went home. They occupied
apartment Number One in a two-
story building. There are two firms
on the first floor and on the second
floor, divided by a corridor, there are
six efficiency apartments, three on
each side.

As they entered their apartment,
a closet door was flung open, and
a man holding a gun jumped out and
took them prisoner. He was the man
who later was to do the shootings.

“Can you describe him?"” Detective
Lamont asked.

Reitz said the gunman was 35 to
40 years old, about five feet 11 inches
tall, weighed about 185 pounds, and
had wavy black hair with long side-
burns in the current mod style. He
wore glasses with black frames and
looked like a Latin, though he spoke
without an accent. He was dressed
in a green shirt, open at the throat,
and gray trousers. He also wore a
green sweater and dark shoes.

Brandishing the weapon, he com-
manded Reitz to go to the Western
Union office and open the safe. Reitz
said he told their captor that an
alarm would go off if the safe was
opened before morning.

“We'll wait,” the bandit said and
settled himself comfortably for an
all-night vigil. Judy slept much of
the time, but Reitz remained awake,
as did the bandit, who kept the gun
pointed at the two captives. He took
possession of Reitz’ birth certificate.

About dawn the next morning, the
gunman ordered Judy and Reitz out
to the street and to Mrs. Lamb’s car,
which he seemed to know about. It
was a 1964 gray-blue Oldsmobile
with 1970 Florida license tag number
1-170682. The man with the gun
forced Judy to climb into the trunk,
then he snapped the lid shut.

Reitz was then forced at gunpoint
to drive to the Western Union office
on Ponce de Leon not far away.
When he and the bandit arrived,
Mrs. Palacino already was there. It
then was about 7 am. The bandit
forced Mrs. Palacino to open the safe
under the counter and took the small
amount of cash from the compart-
ment assigned to her.

Since other employes were not
there yet and each had his own key,
the bandit, seeing the small amount
in Mrs. Palacino’s compartment,
didn’t bother with the others, but
told her and Reitz to open the big
safe in the rear. He seemed to know
that two keys were required to open
it.

Reitz didn’t know how ' much
money the robber took, but he said it
could be from $500 to $2,000.

Then the bandit, waving his gun,
ordered Reitz to send a money-gram
for $4,200 to Atlanta; the message



and money were to be delivered to
Bruce Reitz upon presentation of his
birth certificate. The gunman de-
manded that Reitz’ father be named
as the sender. The message was sent.

The three were still in the office
at 7:10 when the first messenger ar-
rived and tapped on the window.
Acting on instructions from the man
with the gun, Mrs. Palacino parted
the blinds, held up two fingers and
indicated she wanted two containers
of coffee. This was another part of
the routine that the captor apparent-
ly had learned from prior observa-
tion.

Then the bandit ordered Reitz and
Mrs. Palacino out the back door and
into Judy Lamb’s Oldsmobile, with
Reitz behind the wheel, Dee Pala-
cino in the front seat, and Mrs. Lamb
still in the trunk compartment. The
gunman sat in the rear, where he
kept the gun alternately trained on
Retiz and Mrs. Palacino. He forced
Reitz to drive at excessive speed to
the rural section of south Dade
County. They now were about 10
miles from the populated section of
the county.

At Southwest 137th Avenue, Reitz
was ordered to turn onto 104th
Street, which is a dirt road. He drove
along this road to Southwest 148th
Avenue where he was instructed to
turn again and stop.

Wielding the gun menacingly and
keeping the two captives at arm’s
length, the bandit opened the trunk
and let Judy Lamb climb out. After
she had exercised the cramped mus-
cles in her legs, the gunman lined
up the three and told them to march.

While Reitz had been relating this
to the detectives, sometimes halting-
ly, doctors and nurses had been
working over the wounded man. The
examination included X-rays and
these showed that a bullet was
lodged in each side of his head.

The surgeons agreed that imme-
diate surgery was needed to remove
the bullets, but they permitted the
detectives to walk beside the
stretcher and continue to question
Reitz as he was wheeled to the ele-
vator and then to the operating room.

These added few minutes were
very important to the investigators
and helped them to complete the pic-
ture of just what had happened. Re-
alizing they were working against
time, Reitz helped them all he could.

He said the three captives were
forced down a narrow path through
weeds seven feet tall until they
came to the clearing, where all three
were ordered to lie down. Confront-
ed with the gun, all three complied.
The gunman removed two rings off
the fingers of Reitz’s right hand.

“Would you be out too much if I
took these rings?” he asked.

“Yeah, I guess I would,” Reitz said
he replied.

The gunman dropped the rings on
the ground beside Reitz.

“There’s a little bit of good in ev-

ery thief” he said, looking at him.

Then he shot Reitz in the head.
The wound was painful, but it didn’t
cause him to lose consciousness.

Aiming deliberately, the thug then
shot Judy Lamb and Dee Palacino,
once each in the back of the head.
Apparently they died instantly.

Reitz tried to get up and the killer
aimed another shot at his head. It
struck the other side of his head and
Reitz went down. This time, he de-
cided to play dead.

Now the killer apparently thought
Reitz was dead. He hurried to Judy
Lamb’s Oldsmobile and sped away in
the direction of Miami.

It was then about 8 o’clock, or just
a few minutes after. It was then also
that Reitz lost consciousness, but he
wasn’t out long. When he came to, he
realized that the two women were
dead. He was in pain, and groggy,
but he managed to get up and stag-
ger along Southwest 104th Street un-
til he came to Southwest 137th Ave-
nue, the first paved road.

He sat down on the top of a cul-
vert with his head in his hands and,
almost immediately, the young man
from Boystown came along.

A"t the clearing where the shoot-
ings had occurred, eight homicide
detectives, including Sergeant Frank
and Detective Sergeant Marvin Pitt-
man, were combing the area for
clues. They found the two discarded
rings, and other evidence which has
not been disclosed. Technicians from
the Metro crime lab thoroughly pro-
cessed the crime scene, taking sam-
ples of blood, sand, weeds, etc.

When he was satisfied that the in-
vestigation there was almost com-
plete, Sergeant Frank drove to Bap-
tist Hospital. Detectives Lamont and
Merkovitch were just completing
their interrogation of Reitz and he
was being wheeled into the operating
room.

Sergeant Frank had time for just
one question: After the bullets had
been removed and he had been made
more comfortable, would Reitz talk
to a police artist and help him to
sketch a likeness of the killer?

Reitz replied that he’d be glad to.

Sergeant Frank looked questioning-
ly at the doctors.

They said they believed that the
victim, although he would be under
sedation, would be able to talk to the
police artist later that day, either
during the afternoon or early eve-
ning.

Then the operation proceeded. Reitz
had been very fortunate. The bullets
had penetrated the skin and had taken
an upward course, lodging close to-
gether and not deeply embedded.
When they were removed, they were
found to be .22 caliber.

Sergeant Frank, who kept in fre-
quent contact with Lieutenant Wind-
sor, now asked him to arrange for the

(Continued on page 65)

Astonishing resemblance to police
sketch of suspect resulted in this
man being brought in for questioning
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Senseless killing of “doctor’s doctor”
was regarded by the black medical community
as “‘comparable to losing Jack Kennedy”

by W. T. BRANNON

A series of stickups and
muggings was climaxed by the
wanton murder of one of
Detroit’s most beloved physicians,
and the wave of public outrage

highlighted one grim fact:

HEN PATROLMEN William
Gayk and Richard Temansky
in Scout Car 10-8 received the
radio run at 8:54 p.m., Thurs-
day, January 29, 1970, to a party store
on Linwood near Leslie in Detroit,
the message said simply “There has
been a shooting. Investigate.”
“Step on it!” Temansky cried and
Gayk pushed a heavy foot on the ac-
celerator.

>

ROBBER-KILLERS
HAVE NO MERCY ON
MICHIGAN DOCTORS

At the same time, Patrolmen James
Covington and Richard Ivey heard
the message and Temansky’s reply
that they were on the way. Coving-
ton and Ivey, in Scout Car 10-6, had
no radio run of their own at the mo-
ment and, following a long estab-
lished practice, Ivey called in and
said he and Covinton would go to
the assistance of Gayk and Temansky.

Both police cars skidded to a stop

in front of the party store at approx-
imately the same time. Already, a
crowd braving the frigid night air
had gathered in front of the store.
They quickly stepped aside to make
way as the patrolmen leaped from
their cars.

Across the threshold, partly in and
partly outside the store, lay the body
of a well-dressed, middle~-aged man,
bleeding profusely from wounds in his



right shoulder and in the middle of
his chest. He was unconscious. Beside
him was a paper bag which contained
an unopened soft drink.

Women in the crowd were tearful
and the faces of the men were somber.

‘We'll get him to the hospital,” Pa-
trolman Covington said as he and
Patrolman Ivey hurried forward with
a stretcher. The unconscious man was
quickly loaded into their scout car
and they sped to nearby Highland
Park General Hospital. )

“What happened?” Patrolman Gayk
asked a bystander. .

From the statements of four per-
sons, each of whom had witnessed part
of what had happened, Patrolmen
Gayk and Temansky pieced together
this account: :

The victim was Dr. Arthur D. Har-
ris, 49, a distinguished and widely
known obstetrician and gynecologist,
as well as a leader in community af-
fairs, especially those projects de-
signed to help the poor and the dis~
advantaged.

Dr. Harris had gone into the party
store to buy a soft drink. In the De-
troit area, a party store is similar to
what is known as a variety or con-
venience store in many other sec-
tions of the country. It carries nearly
everything a drug store does, as well
as many items normally found in a
grocery store. For the public, one of
its advantages is that it is open at
night when other stores are closed.

While Dr. Harris was making his
purchase, said the 28-year-old store
clerk, two young men outside ap-
proached the window and peered in-
side. They appeared to be watching
the doctor. The clerk said he didn't
recall ever having seen either of them
before. :

After the drink had been put in a
bag and Dr. Harris had paid for it, he
started to leave. The 50-year-old
owner of the store said he had noted
that Dr. Harris, with whom he was ac-
quainted, was in the store, but he
didn’t notice anything wrong at the
time.

The doctor picked up the bag con-
taining the soft drink and started out.
Only a few moments before, it was
learned, a 16-year-old girl had left
the store. She said she had noticed
two young men loitering on the side-
walk outside.

Then she heard a voice say, “Don’t
run or I'll kill you!”

She said she turned and saw one
of the young men with a long black
pistol jabbed into the doctor’s chest.
She was afraid to go back, so she
kept walking. She heard the sound of
two shots being fired, then somebody
shouted:

“Someone’s been shot. Run!”

Moments later two teenage boys
ran past her on Linwood in the direc-
tion of Leslie.

Another witness, a young man 19
years old, said he had been standing
in the driveway of the service station
directly across the street from the
party store. He said he had noticed

four young men, who appeared to be
teenagers, in front of the party store
about the time the shot was fired. He
said two of them ran on Linwood to-
wards Leslie, and the other two ran
on Linwood in the opposite direction.

The owner of the party store said
that few moments after the shoot-
ing, a car had skidded to a stop and
a man had hopped out, reaching in his
pocket as he ran. He showed a police
badge and said he was an off-duty
policeman. The store owner told him
what had happened and the young
man who had seen the shooting from
the service station across the street
told him of seeing the four youths
split into pairs and run in opposite
directions on Leslie. The 16-year-old
girl said that after they had run
past her, two of them had turned east
on Leslie.

The party store owner said the man
with the badge had run back to the
car, in which another man sat in the
passenger side of the front seat. Tires
screaming, he had taken off at a fast
pace until he had reached Leslie,
where he turned east. That was the

Chief of detectives Delore Ricard and
his men pursued all leads in search for
gunmen who fatally shot popular doctor

iast any of the witnesses had seen of
im.

Then word came from Patrolman
Gayk at Highland Park General Hos-
pital. On arrival at the emergency
room, Dr. Harris had been examined
by Dr. Volney Butler of the hospital
staff. Dr. Butler said that Dr. Harris
had suffered two gunshot wounds,
one in the right shoulder and one in
the chest. He pronounced Dr. Harris
dead on arrival at 9:15 p.m., just 21
minutes after the first scout car alarm
had gone out.

Patrolman Gayk said he had tele-
phoned the office of Dr. John Burton,
Wayne County medical examiner,
and Dr. John Thompson, Assistant
Wayne County Medical Examiner,
after a brief conversation with Dr.
Butler, had arranged for the body to
be removed to the Wayne County
morgue for an autopsy and formal
identification.

Dr. Harris was married, had one son
in Vietnam, another in Wayne State
University, and 12-year-old twins at
home. The officers realized that the
shock of learning about the doctor’s
death would be about as much as his
family could bear. Yet the law re-
quires formal identification by either
a relative or a close friend.

The officers made some inquiries
and learned that Dr, Nemrod Sherman
52, a prominent colleague in the De-
troit Medical Society, was a close
friend of the victim and he was asked
to come to the morgue for formal
identification. He agreed.

Meanwhile, Patrolman Ivey had
teléephoned the homicide bureau at
headquarters, notifying Detective
Sergeant Roy Daugherty of the crime
and relaying a resume of the infor-
mation obtained from the four wit-
nesses.

“Bring them in,” Sergeant Daugh-~
erty said, “and we'll get statements

* from them.”

Sergeants James Stach and Dan
Valentine of the Tenth Precinct sta-
tion had arrived and had questioned
people in the crowd milling in front
of the store. Aside from the four wit-
nesses already found, the others said
that they had not seen anything and
that they had been attracted to the
scene by what sounded like gunfire.
Others said they had not heard the
gunfire, but had seen a crowd gather-
ing and had gone to see what was up.
Still others said they had been at-
tracted to the scene not only by the
presence of the growing crowd, but
also by the police cars arriving.

Lieutenant Bobby Taylor of the Sci-
entific Laboratory was notified and
went to the scene to try to find some
tangible evidence. He did not have
any luck.

Meanwhile, off-duty Patrolman At-
wood C. Stevenson, assigned to the
Morality Squad, who was driving his
own car and riding with a relative,
had gone after the two youths who
fled south on Linwood. They turned
onto Leslie and ran east to Glen-
dale, where they began running north.
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Det. Sgts. Daugherty, Hay and Det. Jennings (1. to r.) probed into
slain man’s background to find leads to his slayer’s identities . . .

The two teenagers apparently
didn’t know they were being followed.
When Patrolman Stevenson's car
pulled to the curb just ahead of them,
they paid no attention. He got out,
walked towards them and it was not
until he had shown them his badge
that they realized he was a police-
man.

Patrolman Stevenson frisked both
boys and found that they were un-
armed. They didn’t resist when he put
them in his car and drove them to the
Tenth Precinct Station. There he re-
ported what had happened and the
two young prisoners were turned over
to officers from the Youth Bureau.

They identified themselves as Alvin
Cronk and Sammy Brooks, both 15,
and said they lived at the same ad-
dress on Pasadena. They said they
knew nothing about the shooting ex-
cept what they had heard as they ap-
proached the party store.

Cronk and Brooks claimed they
heard shots and the breaking of glass
and that someone came running out
of the store shouting, “A man's been
shot! Run!” They said they didn't
want to get mixed up in it, so they
ran,

The two youths were advised of
their constitutional rights, then were
held for further investigation.

In the meantime, Patrolmen Gayk
and Temansky in Scout Car 10-6 con-
veyed the witnesses to the homicide
bureau at police headquarters, where
they made written statements. When
these were studied, they provided the
detectives with some additional infor-
mation.

One witness said that as the doctor
came out of the store, two men closed
in on him and one shoved a pistol
with a long black barrel in his back.
This witness heard.one of the men

say, “If you run, I'll kill you!”

At this the doctor broke and ran
back towards the front door of the
party store. The witness wasn’t sure
whether it was then, or a few mo-
ments later, that there was the tinkle
of breaking glass. The witness heard
two shots fired and saw the doctor
fall in a sprawl across the entrance
to the store.

The owner of the store said that
the doctor had tugged the door open
and just before he fell, he shouted:

“Ppe been shot! Call the police!”

The witnesses agreed that four
males ran from the scene but in dif-
ferent directions. Two of them were
young—in their teens—but the other
two were older, probably in their ear-
ly twenties.

One wore a black hat and a three-
quarter length leather coat.

All the witnesses could say about
the other one was that he was dressed
in dark clothing.

All the witnesses agreed to testify
for the prosecution if the two missing
men were found.

At the Wayne County morgue, Dr.
Nemrod Sherman and Dr. John F.
Burton, the medical examiner, arrived
at about the same time. Both doctors
had been acquainted with the victim
and both formally identified him.

Then it became the painful duty of
Dr. Burton to perform an autopsy on
a man who had been his colleague in
the medical profession.

Detective Inspector Delore Ricard,
chief of Detroit homicide detectives,
had been notified at his home. He sent
Detective Sergeant Heinz Schweiger
to the morgue to witness the autopsy.
One .455 caliber bullet was removed
from the victim’s chest. The other bul-
let apparently had gone through the
fleshy part of the right shoulder, but

was no longer there, it had been lost.

Dr. Burton said that the chest
wound had been the fatal shot.

The victim’s clothing was examined
and in his pockets were found cash
and checks totaling $144.29. Miscel-
laneous other articles were removed
from the clothing and the clothing it-
self, along with the bullet, was turned
over to Sergeant Schweiger, who at-
tached evidence tags. Then he con-
veyed the items to headquarters to
preserve the chain of possession and
deposited them in the evidence room.

These precautions are necessary be-
cause most lawyers now demand proof
that the articles offered in evidence
actually are the items involved.

After they were questioned further
by Youth Bureau officers, the two 15-
year-olds also were questioned by De-
tective Sergeants Edward Hay and
Ronald Jennings, who had been placed
in charge of the investigation by In-
spector Ricard.

Under the Detroit system, the men
placed in charge of an investigation
have full authority over any others
helping on the case, regardless of
rank. The detectives in charge remain
on the case until it is solved, or until
they are relieved. All information
about the case, from whatever source,
is funneled to them.

Both the Youth Bureau and the
Homicide detectives eventually agreed
that the two 15-year-olds had been
running because they were frightened,
as they claimed, and that they had
no connection with the murder. Both
were released.

The murder of Dr. Harris was the
latest in an increasing sevies of
crimes of violence against black phy-
sicians. On December 19, 1969, Dr.
Clarence Leslie had been fatally shot
in the driveway of his west side home.



.

Dr. Harris had just come out of party store (above) when two gunmen accosted
him. As he broke away from them, one man fired and he fell in the doorway

He had been robbed. Despite inten-
sive work by homicide detectives, the
killer was still at large.

Reviewing early reports of the
crime, Sergeant Hay and Detective
Jennings concluded that the two un-
identified young men who looked
through the window of the-party store
and then waited for Dr. Harris to
come out were acquainted with him
and expected him to have a consider-
able amount of money on his person.

Working on this premise, the detec-
tives probed Dr. Harris’ background.
They learned that he was a native
of Alabama who had moved to De-
troit as a boy. He had worked his
way through Miller High School, then
Wayne State University. He had
been an interne and resident at Homer
C. Phillips Hospital in St. Louis, then
had returned to Detroit to set up pri-
vate practice.

Another doctor who had known Dr.
Harris for 30 years had this to say:

“Here’s a guy who came out of the
back farmlands of Alabama and al-
most literally lifted himself up by his
bootstraps. He went through Miller
High and Wayne, always in the top 10
percent of his class, and always hav-
ing to work full time.

“While at Wayne, he worked from
11 pm. to 7 am. as an orderly at
Detroit General Hospital and still
managed to find time for athletics, at
which he excelled, and a social life.”

In 1954, Dr. Harris entered the
Navy as a lieutenant commander and
served in New England. When he was
discharged and returned to Detroit,
he was one of the principal backers in
establishing the Comprehensive Med-
ical Center at the Herman Keifer
branch of Detroit General Hospital.
The purpose of the center is to help
the poor.

On this subject another doctor said:
“To the black medical community in
this town, this is comparable to losing
Jack Kennedy. There was no doctor

who did as much as he did, and no one
who did it as well. It would be im-
possible for anybody to take his
place.”

“He was right down to earth with
everybody,” said still another doctor.
“He was one of the most beloved doc-
tors in Detroit. No matter how busy
he was—and he often worked more
than twelve hours a day—he was
never too busy to talk to the poorest,
or the lowest. He would act like he
had all the time in the world and do
what he could to help them.

“Most of us now carry guns. I just
don’t understand it. Here are blacks

killing and robbing black doctors who
have dedicated their lives to helping
them.” He said he could think of about
seven black doctors who had been
robbed within the past week. “We still
go out, and it doesn’t affect our prac-

* tice, but there is that continual feel-

ing of fear. And now Dr. Harris . . .
Nobedy had anything but love for him,
and now he’s shot down for no rea-
son at all. Why does it happen?”

“More than seventy percent of the
Negro doctors have been robbed,”
said another doctor. “And there are
those whose homes have been broken
into.”

“When a new patient enters my of-
fice,” said Dr. Sherman, who had
identified the body, “I'm immediately
uneasy and keep near my gun until
I know he’s okay.”

“This community has lost one of the
most-—if not the most—important, in-
spirational and exemplary medical
leader,” said another doctor who was
a long time friend of the slain physi-
cian. “There’s nobody who can take
his place. It would take three highly
dedicated and competent men to do
all the work he did.”

All the doctors interviewed agreed
that Dr. Harris was a man who was
very close to his family. Although he
suffered from a heart condition, they
said, he often found time to take his
children out—to football and basket-
ball games, and to participate in
tobogganing and skiing with them.

“He was always talking about his
family,” said one.

Although many black doctors had
been robbed, those questioned said

(Continued on page 67)

Homicide detectives had a lot of questions they wanted to ask these two men
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by BILL BILLOTTE

NATIONAL

POLICE OFFICER
'OF THE MONTH

Area Supervisor, ATFD, U.S. Treasury Department, Omaha, Nebraska

HORTLY AFTER NOON on

the cold day of February 25,

1967, two undercover agents of

the Alcohol, Tobacco and Fire-

arms Division, and a paid in-
former, peered tensely out of a win-
dow of a motel near O’'Hare Airport
in Chicago, Ill.

“Here they come,” one man whis-
pered.

The day was Saturday when most
Americans were enjoying the first
day of the weekend with their fam-
ilies but all three men in Room 102
of the motel were far from home and
it had been a long time since they
had taken a day off from their jobs.

They watched as two cars—one a
two-tone Mercedes Benz and the
other a white Oldsmobile—carefully
circled the motel parking area a cou-
ple of times and then parked.

They saw two men climb from be-
hind the wheels of the cars and saun-
ter into the motel restaurant.

“They’ll be calling soon,” one of
the undercover agents predicted. “I
hope they don’t back out now after
all the work we have put into this
one.”

Dwight Thomas, stocky and bald-
ing at 38, nodded in agreement. Al-
though he had been called into this
investigation in its concluding stages
he had been in more than a score
like it. On some of them he had been
undercover for weeks and months
and, at least on one occasion, for two
years.
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As he and the other men waited
for the expected telephone call, he
thought of why he was present in
this motel room where they could
hear the engines’ roar of the planes
taking off from the runways at
O’Hare.

The other agent and the informer
had been on the case for weeks with
the informer infiltrating a gun-
running group in Canada and then
bringing in the other ATFD agent
to help find a “big time buyer” for a
shipment of M-2 carbines along with
ammunition for the guns.

in the closing moments of the case he
would not have been so eager to
complete it.

The shrill ringing of the telephone
interrupted his thoughts and the oth-
er agent answered while Thomas
stayed at the window.

He heard the agent challenge the
caller for bringing another person
with him, expressing false indignation
that his own position might be jeop-
ardized. Then he agreed to buy a
case of .30 caliber ammunition and
soon left the room.

Thomas watched the agent and a

ity in the sale of the guns. He iden-
tified him only as “Tony.”

The agent reluctantly agreed but
he pressed for the delivery of the

* M-2 Carbines. Parker said he had to

keep “Tony happy because I am
staying under his roof.” ‘

The purchase, again for $600, was
made. That night Parker returned to
the motel and Thomas was intro-
duced to him.

“I guess you are Dave,” he said,
using the first name of the under-
cover identification Thomas was
using. Thomas acknowledged that he

“Because of my position as prosecuting attorney for
the Federal Government | have been in a position to
observe the excellent investigative work of Dwight Thomas
and his men. | am pleased and proud that he is being
given the recognition he deserves by being selected
National Police Officer of the Month

by Master Detective Magazine.”

RICHARD A. DIER
United States Attorney, District of Nebraska

Suddenly, after many leads had
fizzled the undercover agent made a
terse telephone call from a New York
night club to ATFD Headquarters in
Chicago. He said he had set up a
“buy” that could be consummated in
Chicago. But, he advised the agent
who was sent in to help “had to
know how to play the part of a buyer
and that plenty of marked money be
sent with him.”

Agent Thomas was selected to play
the part and was soon winging his
way from the assignment he was on
at that time toward Chicago.

And now as the case neared its
climax he had the old tight feeling
in his stomach, an occupational dis-
ease experienced by all undercover
men,

Had he known how close he and
his associates were to come to death

man (later identified as George
Parker) transfer a case of ammuni-
tion from the white Oldsmobile into
an unmarked government car in
front of the motel while the driver
of the gray two-tone Mercedes
watched from across the street. Six
hundred dollars was paid for the
ammunition. The Mercedes, Thomas
observed, followed the Oldsmobile
after a two-honk horn signal from
the Olds.

The sale of the ammunition had
gone off without a hitch but the un-
dercover men were after bigger game
—they wanted the guns.

Later the same day Parker tele-
phoned the agent with whom he had
been dealing thus far and insisted
the agent buy another case of am-
munition to satisfy the wishes of
another man who had some author-

was -and then asked who the driver
of the Mercedes was.

“His name is Tony,”’ Parker is re-
ported to have replied. “But don’t
worry about him—he’s okay, the
Treasury agents have been trying to
catch him for a long time for doing
gun business but Tony is too smart to
be caught.”

A short time later Thomas, the
other undercover agent, the informer
and Parker left the motel and went
to another some distance away. Tele-
phone calls were made by Tony
while the others sat at a table in the
restaurant,

When Parker returned he said the
gun parts had been shipped to Chi-
cago and that they would hear from
him later.

The undercover agents during the
next couple of days experienced the
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anxious hours that plague every law
enforcement officer attempting to
pierce the mystery of an organized
ring intent on circumventing the law.

They wondered:

Had they made some unsuspected
blunder and scared off the quarry?

Had they spent $1200 for ammuni-
tion only to be frustrated in purchas-
ing the guns that would make their
case in court?

Were the men they had been
dealing with well on their way back
to Canada, laughing how they had
paid expenses on a fun trip to Chi-
cago at the expense of the U.S. Gov-
ernment?

All during the long Sunday of Feb-
ruary 26th they sweated it out in
Room 102 of the motel, listening to
the transports taking off from O’Hare,
envying the passengers engaged in
more prosaic occupations, going home
to their families.

They were afraid to leave the mo-
tel room—knowing a call might come
at any time and that they must be
there to get it and move immediately.

Thomas wondered what his wife,
Molly, and the kids were doing,
knowing that his attractive wife al-
ways had a feeling of uneasiness
when he was on a tough one.

The agents had noted the Mer-
cedes and the Oldsmobile bore Can-
ada license plates and they were al-
most positive the final transfer of the
guns would take place some distance
from the motel in which they were
staying.

The early hours of Monday, Feb-
ruary 27th, brought no encouraging
news. At 1 p.m. the agents were be-
ginning to believe that Parker and
those working with him had decided
to forget about selling the guns.

And then at 2:40 p.m., they got the
word. But it did not come by tele-
phone. Parker appeared at the door
of 102 and said he had the parts to
start the completion of the transac-
tion for the 40 M-2 Carbines. He
asked Thomas to go to the white
Olds outside to help him. Thomas
agreed and they carried two heavy
boxes into the room. .

Later the other agent brought in a
brown paper sack which apparently
had encugh essential parts to com-
plete at least one carbine from the
heavy boxes. Parker produced the
necessary parts to complete a car-
bine and proceeded to instruct him
on how to assemble it.

Feigning ignorance Thomas (who is
an expert on the weapon) asked sev-
eral questions,

Then the gun dealer told Thomas
and the men with him to follow him
“to a nice quiet neighborhood” where
they could make the payoff as they
picked up the parts necessary to
complete the guns.

The rendezvous was a yellow split-
level brick dwelling in the suburb
of Skokie, Illinois, where Parker in-
structed Thomas to park his car be-
side a walk that had easy access to

Though Thomas’ dangerous job often keeps him away from home, he manages to

keep in touch with his attractive family; Clay, 8; Farley, 17, and his lovely wife, Molly

the Basement section of the brick
home. The four men immediately
started unloading the other mechan-
ical parts for the carbines. When
they finished they returned to the
basement.

The other agent turned over the
money Thomas had given him for
payment of the carbines. The total
bill for the illicit sale was $6,400 in
one hundred dollar bills. Parker ex-
pertly counted the money and start-
ed to leave, saying he would return
shortly.

The other agent, who had been
dealing with him so long under cover,
flashed his Treasury Department
badge and told him he was under

arrest.

For a moment the suspect’s face
reflected his amazement and then he

slipped his hand into an opening un-
der his coat to a shoulder holster.

In a moment he had a revolver in
his hand and the agent and the in-
former charged him.

As the other agent closed with the
suspect he grabbed the cylinder sec-
tion of the revolver to keep the an-
gry man from shooting. They went
down in a corner, splintering furni-
ture as they fell. The informer was
also trying to subdue the man as
Thomas drew his gun and moved in
to help the other two.

Seeing an opening in the strug-
gling bodies, Thomas pressed the
muzzle of his gun against the fore-
head of Parker and said:

“Turn your gun loose or you're
dead.”

The other struggling man said:
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“Now, Buddy, you have a piece at

your head.”

The suspect let his gun drop.

“Okay, I give up.”

A moment later Thomas and the
other agent had handcuffs on the sus-
pect while he was still panting from
the exertion of his struggle with the
officers.

Thomas said later they had not in-
tended to make the arrest at that
time but several remarks they had
heard convinced them that Parker and
who ever was associated with him
was about to take off for Canada and
that their case against him would
not have been complete.

On Tuesday morning, with the M-2
carbines (classified by the Federal
Government as machine guns be-
cause of their automatic action)
sealed in the vaults in Chicago,
Thomas was present when Parker ap-
peared before U.S. Commissioner
Bentley Pike in the Federal Building.

Represented by counsel of his own
choosing, Commissioner Pike advised
Parker (as he had been done before)
that he had been charged with the
unlawful possession of machine guns
and assault on Federal officers with
a deadly weapon. He pleaded not
guilty.

His bond was set at $100,000 and
when he failed to post it he was re-
manded to the custody of the U.S.
Marshal. Later the bond was posted.
Thomas said that at the present time
the case is still pending and-investi-
gation into other aspects of the case
is continuing.

Was this case unusual in the ca-
reer of the stocky, hard-muscled un-
dercover agent of 38?” he was asked.

“Hell, no,” he answered with a wry
smile. “And if you say anything
about me—make it plain that all our
agents with any years on them go
through the same tough work. The
only reason I can talk now is because
I have just become the area super-
visor for Iowa and Nebraska and can
no longer operate under cover like I
have for years.”

Thomas said he wanted to be sure
that he was talking for scores of
AFTD agents who are quietly work-
ing on dangerous assignments in ev-
ery section of the country.

“Because they are still under cover
the public won’t even read their
names,” he said.

And then, with official records to
refresh his memory, Thomas let his
mind drift back through the years
to the many cases in which he was
involved.

Like the time a few ‘years ago
when he and another Federal agent

-«

When he served as trooper for six years
with Missouri State Patrol, Thomas (I.)
was assigned to guard President Truman

(Internal Revenue Service) drifted
into Denver after a bookie had been
murdered and his body tossed out on
a country road. The two agents posed
as hoods from out of town

For three months Thomas and the
other agent were under cover as they
worked their way into a syndicate
group in the mile high city at the
foot of the Rocky Mountains. After
three months their investigation re-
sulted in several raids that resulted
in many arrests and convictions.

In 1962 Agent Thomas slept in flop
houses and other dives for weeks as
he posed as a wino in Denver be-
cause an industrial solvent was be-
ing used in a concoction sold to al-
coholics in the skid row area.

As a result of the evidence he came
up with the source of the deadly
drink and it was turned off.

The agent worked in the mountains
and swamps of the south locating the
stills of the moonshiners who still
find it profitable to make “white
lightnin’” without paying the gov-
ernment tax on liquor.

In 1968 Congress, with unrest and
civil strife sweeping the country,
passed the Safe Streets and Gun
Control Acts to give Thomas and his
fellow agents the most dangerous as-
signments since Prohibition days
when the Alcohol, Tobacco and Fire-
arms Division came up with Elliott
Ness, the agent who sent the notor-
ious Al Capone to a Federal prison.

Bombs were exploding in public
buildings, sections of cities were
burning and dissident groups were
showing up with unregistered guns
and automatic weapons with plenty
of illicit ammunition. Under the new
acts the select group of Treasury
Department agents were informed it
would be their job to stem the tide
of the illegal traffic in guns, explo-
sives and ammunition as well as lig-
uor.

Not long after the passage of the
laws Thomas was working in St
Louis, Missouri, and was just begin-
ning to compile evidence that might
bring the activities of a militant
group, the Minutemen, to an end.

He was carrying a pistol, concealed
on his person, but knew that if he
was required to wuse it that he
“would blow his cover” and that
weeks of painstaking investigation
would go down the drain as he was
approached by one of the Minutemen
who had a machine gun cradled in
his arms.

“You seem to be interested in ev-
erything around here,” he said. “T’'ve
got something for you—follow me.”

The Minuteman led Thomas past
an assembly area, where four men
were working, into a brick ware-

house.

Staring at Thomas, he raised the
machine gun into firing position as
the undercover agent trying to keep
his cool, moved his hand under his
jacket toward his concealed hand gun.

Then the Minuteman wheeled and
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fired into a barrel filled with greasy
rags. After the short burst of ma-
chine gun fire died away with the
acrid smell of powder still in the air,
Thomas unobtrusively moved his gun
hand from under his jacket.

The Minuteman grinned.

“When we get this show into full
operation you will have one just like
this baby and then we’ll find out
whether real Americans or a bunch
of agitators are going to run this
country,” he said.

Thomas smiled . back, hoping the
sweat that was running down from
his arm pits wasn’t showing up on his
forehead. He realized, once again,
that he had not been pegged as an
undercover man, the Minuteman had
just wanted to show off his weapon.

The operation never did reach the
stage of perfection confidently pre-
dicted by the Minuteman. It was
halted by Federal agents in a quick,
decisive raid after the short, stocky
undercover agent had faded out of
the picture to move on to another
investigation.

In 1969 Agent Thomas and anoth-
er ATFD agent found themselves
surrounded by a hostile group when
they moved into a purported Black
Panther Headquarters in Des Moines,
Iowa, after it had been reported the
place had been bombed.

As they attempted to ascertain the

facts in the case one of the Panthers
charged them with a .12 gauge shot-
gun in his hands. Thomas and the
other agent grappled with him and
placed him under arrest.

The agents had to fight their way,
through other Panthers to put the
suspect in their car. When they
reached the sidewalk, they had to
jostle their way through a jeering
group of sympathizers before they
could put their prisoner in the car.

The inside of the car was scarred
by lighted cigarettes that had been
tossed inside while the agents were
making their investigation.

One of the longest investigations
in which Thomas was involved was
one where the man involved claimed
to be a legitimate gun dealer in a
small city in Illinois.

Tipped to where he might make the
initial contact, Thomas met him at an
exhibit of guns of a patriotic orga-
nization. Over a period of two years,
interspersed with other assignments,
Thomas under the name of David
Ray Thornton, purchased hundreds
of dollars worth of guns, grenades,
ammunition and machine guns.

During that period he posed as an
ex-convict from Wichita, Kansas.
Eventually the contact Thomas made
at the gun exhibit led to the gun
dealer’s residence in Cedar Park, II-
linois.

Carefully cultivating the man
Thomas finally was led to the drops
where the gun dealer had hidden
weapons he was selling to sources
that were seeking to avoid Govern-
ment registration requirements.

As all ATFD agents are required
to be, Thomas is an expert in all
forms of explosive devices. Often he
cringed as he watched those he was
buying from explain how to explode
them, knowing they did not compre-
hend what they were doing.

As Thomas made each purchase, he
carefully documented each weapon or
grenade and delivered it to a desig-
nated supervisory agent who tagged
the items with dates, price and cir-
cumstances under which they were
bought and filed them away in vaults.

As the man with whom Thomas
was dealing gained confidence that
he was really an ex-convict he told
the agent more and more about the
illegal aspects of his business.

His name was Ronald Shafer.

He asked Thomas why he had been
sent too prison and the agent told him
he had been sentenced to two years
for the illegal possession of machine
guns but that he had been released
on parole after serving a year. Thom-
as told Shafer that because of his
prison record, he wasn’'t too anxious
to get “involved in two-bit transac-
tions” that he wanted to make it fast,
get out and cool off.

“Dwight Thomas exemplifies the hundreds of
dedicated officers who serve in dangerous and
usually unsung assignments as agents of the
Treasury Department. I have observed his
investigative work over the years and I am
pleased at his having been selected as

National Police Officer of the Month.”

JAMES E. HARMON, Chief Special Investigator .
ATFD, U.S. Treasury Dept., St. Louis, Missouri




Before he completed his investiga-
tion Agent Thomas was taken by
Shafer to his unpretentious white
frame home in Cedar Park, Illinois,
where Shafer reached into a dog
house near his back porch and came
up with parts of a Thompson machine
gun. Then he took him to another
part of the yard where he dug up
other parts of the weapon to make it
operable.

Shafer showed him other caches
about the place where he had stored
and was still storing gun parts. Thom-~
as said he told him that if he could
“get the machine guns into Mexico
he could sell them to Cuban revolu-
tionaries for between $300 and a
thousand dollars without any trou-
ble.”

Thomas told Shafer that he knew
his way around and that he could get
rid of machine guns “right here in
the States with a lot less trouble.”

Thomas said Shafer took a long
look at him and said:

“Yeah—I guess you’re right. The
war lords in East St. Louis were
caught with a Thompson not long
ago.”

gHe said that Shafer then asked him
if he wanted to buy some grenades
and that he told the dealer that he
was afraid of them blowing up on
him because he was suspicious of
home-made products where the
timing devices could be goofed up.

Thomas said Shafer smiled and
said that the fuses were *“original
Army stuff” that they had been
stolen from an Army arsenal.

“What would they be good for—
what use would I have for them?”
Thomas said he asked.

The dealer, Thomas said, told him
they could be used as booby traps
or be thrown through a window into
a home or “into a crowd of five or
six guys.” .

Thomas reported that he then
agreed, with some trepidition, to an
exhibition and accompanied him to a
wooded area near Shafer’s residence.

There he watched Shafer pull the
pin on a grenade and throw it into
a mud hole at the bottom of a levee
on a one-land vehicle road.

As the grenade exploded, he later
reported, it threw mud and water
from 50 to 70 feet in the air and that
it left a deep depression where it had
landed. As the two men walked over
to inspect the results Thomas said
that Shafer remarked:

“A man could use one of these
grenades to blow up construction on
certain union deals.”

He reported that Shafer said “the
word was out” to pay some one a
thousand dollars to blow up a new
power plant being built in the area.

Thomas said that as Shafer’s confi-
dence in him increased in the months
that followed he was able to work
other undercover agents into the case
with him and that they purchased
hundreds of dollars worth of gre-
nades, ammunition, handguns and

As area supervisor, Dwight Thomas now has an office in the Federal Courts

Building in Omaha and a pretty secretary Deanne North, to go along with it

machine guns, slowly pulling an ever
tightening net of evidence around the
unsuspecting gun dealer.

He said that at one time Shafer even
invited the agent to go into the gun
business with him and that on another
occasion he asked him to start a teen-
age nighclub with him. He said that
on another occasion he asked him if
he wanted to buy sex films from him.

The end of the trail came for Shafer
on May 28, 1969, when ATFD agents
showed up at his residence and took
him into custody for violations of the
Federal gun laws.

But said Thomas, it was not until he
took the witness stand against Shafer
in Federal District Court in Spring-
field, Illinois, during the week of
Feburary 2, 1970, did Shafer realize
that his old “exconvict friend and
customer” was in reality an under-
cover T-Man.

Thomas said Shafer was convicted
in a jury trial that ended on February

11th and that his attorneys immedi-
ately asked for a new trial but were
refused.

He said Shafer is awaiting sen-
tense.

But, when the stock agent, who is
a veteran law enforcement office at
the age of 38, who now heads the
bureau which controls activities of the
ATFD Bureau in Nebraska and Iowa,
talks about “Molly and the kids” you
see another side of his personality.

He likes to “rough house it” with
his oldest son, Farley, 17, and Clay, 9.

_But, Lisa Faye, who at eight months

is the newest addition to the Thomas
household, is the undisputed queen.
Thomas has stayed in close contact
with his sons despite the demanding
qualities of his profession, taking part
in scouting and their camping ac-
tivities.

Thomas had ‘not become one of the

“top undercover agents with the ATFD

(Continued on page 74)
!

27



28

The State of Tennessee was building a formidable case

against the defendant, and as the trial reached a climax, it was

clear he had only one chance of beating the electric chair . . .

A MURDERED

EYEWITNESS

NLY THE KILLER of Betty

Jean Necessary could really

tell what happened that

afternoon—February 26,

1970—but the fiery young
prosecutor was making a fervent ef-
fort to convince the jurors they could
figure it out.

The man on the witness stand, he
said, was not only a rapist, a liar and
a murderer; he was also guilty of
only being sorry that he was caught.

The vacant-eyed defendant, tug-
ging at the turtle neck of his black
sweater, shook his head and glanced
at the shirt-sleeved, all-male jury.

“I didn't do it,” he said. “All I done
that day was drink some whiskey and
sell some diamonds.” :

This incongruous statement only
added fuel to the furious verbal as-
sault being waged by District Attor-
ney General Carl Kirkpatrick. Point-
ing his right forefinger at the accused,
he electrified the packed courtroom

‘with a hypothetical account of the

slaying.

“You'd seen that little girl before,
and you wanted her,” Kirkpatrick
charged. “So you walked up to that

by MALLEY J. BYRD

cave and planned how you'd get her.
You took off your tee shirt and
ripped it up to be ready . .. When
you saw her walking up the road by
herself, you knew you had your
chance . ..”

Shaking his head torpidly, the de-
fendant seemed only half-cognizant
of the harsh censure being heaped
on him. Relentlessly, Kirkpatrick up-
braided him with his account of
events that winter day.

“When she walked into those
woods, it was you behind her with a
gun in her back. And when she got
scared and threw down her books
and ran, you hit her in the head with
that gun and made her walk to where
the clothes were found . ..

“Then you tied her and gagged
her and ripped off her clothes and
raped her on the spot. And then you
put that coat over her shoulders and
walked her to the cave ...”

By now the slack-jawed defendant
was staring at Kirkpatrick as if mes-
merized, an expression of almost total
vacuity on his face. Still the prose-
cutor bored in, his voice the only
sound in the room.

TELLS NO TALES

“And then you shot her in the front
and she fell to her knees. Then you
pumped four shots into her back
while she was on her hands and
knees . . . and then you buried her
while she was still alive!”

As the prosecutor’s accusing words
faded from the room, spectators
glanced at each other uncertainly.
There was no atmosphere of sym-
pathy for the defendant, nor any
manifest air of hostility. It was, as if
this audience of Tennesseans waited
only to hear a drama involving a be-
ing from another planet run its in-
exorable course.

The 26-year-old defendant, Fred
J. Bowen, was not from another
planet. He was an unemployed res-
taurant worker and former janitor
from Indianapolis, Indiana.

At one time he had lived and gone
to school in Kingsport, Tennessee.

After becoming an eighth grade
dropout, he had a few brushes with
the law, then headed north to seek
his fortune. Nobody knew whether
he found it, but on his last trip home
he claimed to have $12,000 worth of
diamonds.
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Prosecutor told jury Betty Jean (above) was raped and slain “cruelly,
slowly . . . with her hands tied behind her back and a gag in her mouth” .

About a year before, on an earlier
visit, he married a buxom 20-year-
old girl from the Bloomindale neigh-
borhood of Kingsport. On subsequent
visits to Kingsport the couple stayed
with relatives of Bowen'’s bride.

They were in Bloomindale visiting a
grandmother of Mrs. Bowen, when
Betty Jean Necessary, a pretty 12-
year-old, sixth grader disappeared on
her way home from Kingsley School
in Kingsport.

For two days the search for Betty
Jean gripped the attention of Kings-
port. Then, on Saturday morning,
February 28th, a search party found
the missing schoolgirl. She had been
raped, beaten, shot -five times and
buried in a cave.

The cave was located in a patch
of woods about 400 yards from the
pretty victim’s home. Her school
books and part of her clothing were
found scattered nearby. Clues to the
identity of her killer were scarce, but

the few which officers did find indi-
cated the killer knew the area.

In an all-out effort to solve the
crime quickly, Sheriff Bill Wright
called more than two dozen officers
into the investigation. Some were
Kingsport police officers, some agents
of the Tennessee Bureau of Investi-
gation, and others were members of
his own staff.

Before evening shadows fell across
the mountains of East Tennessee,
more than 100 persons had been in-
terviewed. Over a dozen were ques-
tioned intensively. Suspicion gradual-
ly centered on the visitor from In-
diana.

Sheriff Wright and Deputy Bill
Chapman located Bowen, told him he
was under arrest, then transported
him to the Kingsport police station.
There he was questioned by TBI
Agent James F. Keesling and Sher-
iff's Deputy John Bishop.

Two days later he was indicted for

murder by the Sullivan County
grand jury. Now, on Tuesday, July
21, 1970, Fred Bowen was going on
trial for his life at the Sullivan Coun-
ty Courthouse in Blountville, Ten-
nessee.

On the bench was Circuit Court
Judge John K. Byers. State’s attor-
neys were Attorney General Kirkpa-
trick and his assistant, Kingsport At-
torney Edgar Calhoun. The court-
appointed defense counselors were
Burkett MecInturff and Shelburne
Ferguson Jr., both of Kingsport.

Tight security prevailed through-
out the courthouse as attorneys be-
gan selecting a jury from the 50 ve-
niremen summoned. For the first time
in local memory the defendant’s route
frfgf)m jail to courtroom was cordoned
off.

Attorney General Kirkpatrick, .in
his opening remarks, declared he
would seek the death penalty. It was
the first time he had ever done so in
Sullivan County, even though he was
in his fourth year as prosecutor and
had tried several dozen capital of-
fense cases.

All of the trial’s first day was con-
sumed by the jury selection process.
By the time it ended, Prosecutor
Kirkpatrick had challenged three
prospective jurors, and defense at-
torneys had asked 14 veniremen to
“step down.”

Most of the rejected jurors were
dismissed “for cause” after indicating
they opposed capital punishment, or
saying they had already formed
strong opinions on the accused man’s
guilt or innocence. The 12-man panel,
when completed at 8 p.m., included
two bachelors and ten married men,
seven of them fathers.

Judge Byers then adjourned court
for the night, announcing that two
alternate jurors would be selected
next morning. The alternates were
chosen quickly and the prosecution
called TBI Agent Keesling as the
first witness for the State of Tennes-
see.

The investigator was sworn, then
told the court how he had joined the
search for Betty Jean Necessary be-
fore her body was found. Keesling
produced an aerial photo of the
Bloomindale neighborhood and point-
ed out key locations for the benefit
of the jury.

“This is where we found the little
girl’s books,” he said. “This is her
home. This is the pond where we
found the death weapon. This is the
house where the defendant was vis-
iting. And here is the cave where
we found the body.”

Keesling described the cave as
“being located in the side of a sink-
hole.” Betty Jean’s body had been
stuffed inside, he said, and “sprinkled
with just enough dirt to cover her up.”

The dead girl’s hands were pro-
truding from the dirt, he said, and
were bound behind her with three
pieces of make-shift binding.
She lay face down in the cave, knees

(Continued on page 50)
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DID THE SAME

Investigators were closemouthed
about their chances of nabbing
the sex-motivated phantom,

but as his toll of attractive
victims—one after another—
reached a total of 9 slain,
terrified women in the

area fearfully asked:

“WILL |

ERROR CAME to Augsburg at
m precisely 11:15 on the evening of
May 23, 1966, but, at first, no
one recognized its grisly face. In

fact, no one, with the exception
of two persons, even realized that the

terror had begun. One of these would
not reveal the knowledge. The other
could not.
\ Even Sepp Holzhauer, the middle-
E I I H by JOHN DUNNING
30




MAN KILL ALL 3—AND 6 MORE?

Anneliese Ayeale

aged farmer crossing his pasture on
the outskirts of Augsburg on the
morning of May 24th, did not immedi-
ately grasp that he was being con-
fronted with one of the most fearsome
scourges that his city had ever
known. He was only aware that the
corpse of a woman, a woman lying in
a most unusual and obscene posture,
lay sprawled in his field. Having made
certain that the woman was quite
dead, he did what any other normal
citizen would have done. He called the
police.

Augsburg is not a very large city.
Some 200,000 souls live and pursue
their various interests in the old Ba-
varian town roughly 30 miles to the
west and slightly north of Munich,
West Germany. Like all other German

cities, Augsburg has suffered greatly
under the intermittent wars that have
rolled over Central Europe since time
immemorial, but in 1966 there was
peace. Theoretically, there should
have been no dead bodies lying in
Augsburg pastures or elsewhere.

Even so, Inspector Karl Schreiber,
chief of the modest Criminal Investi-
gations Department of the Augsburg
police, was not particularly perturbed.
After all, murders do occur even in a
city the size of Augsburg which was
one of the reasons that there was a
Criminal Investigations Department
in the first place.

A tall, rangy man with a lean,
somewhat weather-beaten face, he lis-
tened quietly as Detective Sergeant
Martin Fliesser reported the details of

Hedwig Saschnew

the call which had just been received
from Sepp Holzhauer. The time was
17 minutes past nine of a Tuesday
morning and outside the office window
spring was beginning to make itself
apparent.

“What does he mean by ‘an obscene
position’?” the inspector asked when
Fliesser had concluded his report.
“Was she raped?”

The short, stocky, blond-haired ser-
geant shrugged and threw wup his
hands eloquently. “He’s only a simple
farmer,” he said. “I gather the legs
were spread and that the lower half
of the body was exposed. Do you want
to go out?”

“I suppose so,” said the inspector,
getting up from the desk and casting
a sorrowful look at the masses of
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paperwork covering it. “Get the keys
to the car and we’ll both go out. Have
you advised the doctor and the ambu-
lance? We'll have to bring the body
back down to the morgue.”

“They’re "on their way out,” said
the sergeant, making for the door.

Five minutes later, so were he and
the inspector. The drive lasted less
than 10 minutes for most German
cities are compact.

Arriving at the pasture, which ran
alongside a main state road, they

found the ambulance already drawn
up beside the fence and police medical
officer, Dr. Bernt Kuhlmann, in the
field examining the corpse.

“Here’s her handbag,” he called.
“Lying beside the body. I haven’t
touched 1t.”

* “Go take a look at it, Martin,” said
the inspector, walking off in the di-
rection of whete Sepp Holzhauer
_stood leaning on the fence. “See if
there's any identification.” Pausing
beside Holzhauer, he asked, “Are you

-«

Judo expert demonstrates (left) how
mutilation killer might attack a helpless
victim and shows class of terrified wom-
en how they can defend themselves . . .

the one who called the station?”

“It’s my field,” said the farmer, as
if that explained the call.

“Did you touch the body?” the in-
spector asked.

“T felt her wrist to see if she was
dead,” said Holzhauer. He did not ap-
pear to be very shocked by the dis-
covery of the dead woman, but this
did not surprise the inspector. Farm-
ers, accustomed to slaughtering ani-
mals, are often remarkably callous to
human death.

The inspector climbed through the
fence and walked over to Fliesser and
the doctor. “Well?” he said.

“Middle-aged female,” said the doc-
tor. “I'd judge her at close to forty.
She’s been strangled, apparently man-
ually. Looks as if she may have been
raped too. You see the condition of
the body.”

The inspector nodded. The condition
of the body was, indeed, significant.
The corpse lay on its back, the legs
spread wide apart. The blue-flowered
dress had been pushed up around the
woman’s waist and whatever under-
wear there had been was missing.

“What in Heavens Name does that
mean?” said the inspector, pointing at
the victim’s body.

“Sex freak of some kind,” said the
doctor. “He apparently did it to her
after she was dead.”

“And when would that have been?”
the inspector asked.

“Last night,” replied the doctor,
shrugging. “I'll tell you after the au-
topsy. Seven or eight hours at least.”

“Pve got her personal identity pa-
pers here, Chief,” said Fliesser, hold-
ing out a folded identity card such as
all German citizens are required to
carry at all times. He had drawn on a
pair of thin rubber gloves to avoid
obliterating any possible fingerprints.
“Her name’s Hedwig Saschnew.
Thirty-nine years old. She was a reg-
istered prostitute.”

“I gathered as much from the make-
up,” the inspector said. “Well, it's a
dangerous profession. More prosti-
tutes are murdered in Germany than
any other single group. He rob her
too?”

“Tt looks like it,” said the sergeant.
“There’s no money in the handbag.
I've got it in a plastic sack. I'll take it
down to the lab and they can check
for fingerprints.”

“Do that,” said the inspector, “and
let me know what they find. Better go
over the ground here thoroughly too.
The murderer may have left some-
thing behind.”

The murderer however had not left



Sergeant Hans Maierhanser, on his own
time, coached women in self-defense. . .

anything behind nor had he left any
fingerprints. The only prints which
the police laboratory could find were
those of Hedwig Saschnew herself.

“Which means,” theorized the in-
spector, “that he was either wearing
gloves or he wiped the bag after
touching it. Seems to be a thoughtful
type. He ' may prove hard to catch.”

Although the inspector did not real-
ize it, he had just given voice to the
understatement of the year.

“Do you want to release the infor-
mation about what was done to the
genitals in the wanted -circular?”
asked Fliesser.

“No,” said the inspector. “It won’t
help catch him and we can use it
later as a cross check. Theoretically,
no one knows what he did except us
and the real murderer. You sometimes
get false confessions in cases like
this.”

No confessions came later, false or
otherwise, nor was there any clue as
to the identity of the strange killer.
The autopsy had shown that the wom-
an had not been raped. She had, how-
ever, had intercourse on the evening
of her death and the police knew with
whom. :

It was with a sergeant stationed
with an American army unit in Augs-
burg. Witnesses had seen Heide Sasch-
new get into the sergeant’s car at

shortly after eight at the Augsburg
railway station on the night of the
murder and the sergeant did not deny
it.

He would have made an excellent
suspect. The only thing was, the au-
topsy had proven beyond a shadow of
a doubt that Heide Saschnew had
died at not one second earlier than
11:15 on the night of May 23rd. By
this time, the Sergeant had been in
barracks for over an hour. He had
checked in at shortly before 10. It
was utterly impossible that he could
be the murderer.

According to the sergeant’s state-
ment, he had concluded his affairs
with Heide Saschnew at approximate-
ly 9:15 and had then let the woman
out of his car in front of the Augs-
burg railway station where he had
found her. He had then returned to
his barracks.

There was no doubt but that the
sergeant’s statement was true. Some
time after 9:15, Heide Saschnew had
got into another car. This time, no one
saw her. It was the last car that she
ever got into.

“I hope there’s not going to be any
more of this,” said Inspector
Schreiber. He did not like unsolved
cases on the books.

It was a vain hope. On the evening
of August 30, 1966, terror once again
stalked the streets of Augsburg and,
once again, it was not immediately
recognized. When Uli Voss, office boy
and general runner-of-errands in the
offices of the Augsburg city planning
office, knocked on the apartment door
of city clerk Anneliese Ayerle at
shortly before noon on August 31st,
he expected at most to find that the

4]1-year-old woman was sick. As she
had not appeared and as she did not
have a telephone in her home, the
office had sent him to her apartment
to find out what had happened.

Something terrible had indeed hap-
pened. Pushing open the unlocked
door, Uli Voss found his colleague
sprawled on the living room carpet
in a shocking position. She was, of
course, dead.

“You're quite sure it was the same
man?” Inspector Schreiber asked,
standing over Dr. Kuhlmann as he
knelt examing the corpse.

“Quite,” replied the doctor. “Look
at that.” He pointed with his elbow at
the exposed lower part of the body.
“Practically a trade mark. It’s not
likely that two people would think of
doing that to a woman. Besides, she
was strangled just like the first one.”

“The apartment’s been rummaged
through,” said Sergeant Fliesser,
coming in from the bedroom. “I can’t
find any money. I wonder why she
didn’t scream. There are six families
living in this house. Someone would
have heard her.”

“She probably did,” said the in-
spector. “The thing is, the summer
fair is going on right now in that
square down the street. It makes an
awful noise and there are so many
young girls screaming on the rides
that  another scream  probably
wouldn’t be noticed.”

“I suppose you want the apartment
gone over,” said the sergeant.

“By millimeters,” the inspector
said. “We’ll leave the body here until
the boys from the laboratory are fin-
ished. I don’t want to overlook any-
thing. This is apparently becoming

Homicide detectives believe these field glasses belong to the phantom attacker
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an epidemic we have to stop.”

Once again, there was no clue to
the murderer, no fingerprints, nothing
that he had left behind and, once
again, there was a single, slender
tantalizing lead which led to nothing.
A stranger had been seen going into
the house, a man of average height,
possibly in his twenties, with his hair

parted on the left side. A description

that would fit 30,000 men in Augs-
burg. It was all there was.

“Nonetheless, that was very possi-
bly the murderer,” mused the inspec-
tor. “He was seen going into the
house at almost exactly half past ten
and the doctor says that Miss Ayerle
was murdered at approximately elev-
en o'clock.”

The doctor had more to say. “This
woman was not raped either,” he re-
ported, “but the preoccupation with
genitals indicates that the crimes were
sex oriented. We are dealing here
with a very sick man.”

“But not so sick that he forgets to

‘take along any money or valuables,”

observed Sergeant - Fliesser. “He
cleaned out the apartment.”

“I am not concerned with the state
of his health,” said the inspector. “I
want him out of circulation.”

Apparently, the mysterious mur-
derer had decided to cooperate with
the inspector’s wish and had taken
himself out of circulation. For over a
year, there were no further incidents.
The two cases remained unsolved,

Probers checked tobacco shop (above) for clues after body of owner Maria Ganser was found s'rranled behind store

but at least, things were quiet. Un-
fortunately, they were not to remain
so.
On the evening of September 9,
1967, Mrs. Berta Kundis, a 71-year-
old widow who lived alone, was
strangled to death with one of her
own warm, sensible stockings. The
murderer took every penny of loose
cash in the house and left Mrs. Kun-
dis in an obscene and undignified
position. He had also taken the time
to do certain things to the elderly
woman’s private parts.

“It's him again,” said Dr. Kuhl-
mann with a deep sigh. “He’s come
back.”

“And the fair is going on a half
block away,” said the inspector, who
remembered the preceding cases very
well. “She wasn’t strangled manually
this time, however. Are you sure it’s
the same one?”

“Look for yourself,” said the doc-
tor, pointing. “You saw the other
two.”

“We've got to find some clue!” the
inspector said a little desperately.

There was no clue, however, and
this time the circumstances were even
more difficult. Mrs. Kundis had been
murdered on the evening of the ninth,
but the body had not been discovered
until the fifteenth. It was no longer
possible for the doctor to say at even
approximately what time the murder
had taken place and, by the time the
questioning began, no one in the

neighborhood could remember having
seen any stranger enter the widow’s
house.

“Combine all three cases in one
file,” the inspector instructed Fliesser.
“T'm very much afraid that we have
not heard the last of this yet.”

He was only too accurate in his
belief. For the next few weeks, the
inspector led a harrassed existence
as the local newspapers discovered
that there were three unsolved mur-
ders of women which had apparently
all been carried out by the same man
and this same man was still at large.

The details of what the strangler
had done to the corpses were not re-
leased. The inspector was still keep--
ing them confidential for purposes of
cross-checking. For the time being,
however, there was nothing to cross-
check. The investigations were placed
on a permanent basis and a squad of
detectives under Sergeant Fliesser
was assigned to the difficult task of
tracking down the man who had now
become known as the terror of Augs-
burg. But did not have very much to
do: there was nothing to track down.

During the fall and winter of 1967,
there were few women in Augsburg
who were willing to leave their houses
after dark unaccompanied and the
sale of locks and bolts in the local
hardware stores doubled and tripled.

Nothing happened and by the spring
of 1968, the atmosphere became some-
what less tense.. The reign of terror



appeared to have ended.

At shortly before midnight on May
22, 1968 another widow, Mrs. Fran-
cisca Schoeffel, was found strangled
in her home. The body of the 68-year-
old woman was still warm and 2,500
dollars which she had only drawn out
of the bank the week before were
missing.

“Now, at last, we have a lead,”
said the inspector hopefully, rubbing
his hands. “The murderer must have
known that she had the money in the
house. Therefore, it was someone who
knew her. I want every person that
had the slightest contact with her
brought to the station and we'll grill
them all until we get the truth.”

“Not much point in arresting her
female friends,” said Dr. Kuhlmann.
“This was obviously a man and, for
that matter, the same man that you've
been looking for in the other cases.
Look at that.”

“I saw it,” nodded the inspector.
“I've seen his trademark often enough
by now to recognize it.”

Both he and the doctor had been
pulled out of bed at half past mid-
night, 40 minutes after the body had
been discovered, the time lapse being
accounted for partially by the length
of time that Mrs. Verena Bayer had
lain in a faint followed by hysterics
upon discovering the body of her old
friend, sprawled in her own living
room.

“It wasn't merely her being dead,”
she told the inspector, “it was the
shape he left her in. Francisca was
always such a modest, respectable
woman. She’'d have died of shame to
be exposed like that!”

“She died of strangulation,” the in-
spector stated, “and as far as we
know, he only did what he did to her
after she was dead. Why did she take
the money out of the bank and how is
it that you knew about it?” )

“She was going to lend it to me,”
said Mrs. Bayer. “I have an unfin-
ished floor at the top of my house
that I could convert into an apart-
ment and rent out. She was going to
put up the capital for the conversion
and then I'd pay her back out of the
rent. That’'s why I came tonight. She
was going to give me the money.”

The inspector made good his
threat. He had every person sum-
moned who had known Francisca
Schoeffel well enough to even wish
her the time of day. All were ques-
tioned and all were almost immedi-
ately released. Every single person
within the circle of the woman’s ac-
quaintances either had a checkable
alibi or was incapable of the murder.

“The two and a half thousand dol-
lars must have been pure coinci~
dence,” -said Sergeant Fliesser.
“We've even questioned everyone who
works in her bank. There simply isn’t
any connection.”

“I've just received a report from a
witness who says that he saw a
strange man in the street in front of
Mrs. Schoeffel’s house on the night
of the murder,” said the inspector.

“Medium height? Hair parted on
the left side? In his twenties?” asked
the sergeant.

The inspector nodded disconsolate-
ly “Right,” he said. “It was the same
man.”

Who this same man was, however,
remained a mystery. Despite an al-
most frenzied effort on the part of the
police, no hint as to his identity
could be found. The residents of

Augsburg were in a state of terror
and literally hundreds of tips and
suggestions poured into the headquar-

ters of the criminal police. Each was
exhaustively checked. Each was
found to be valueless.

The investigations were still pro-
ceeding at top pitch and housewives
were doing the family shopping in
convoys of six and eight on the morn-
ing of September 23rd when Kurt
Scheffel, a retired railway employee,
decided to go for a walk in the woods
outside Augsburg. It was a fine au-
tumn day and the woods, a part of
the estate of the famous Prince Fug-

(Continued on page 58 )

Composite sketch of the Terror of Augsburg was made from witnesses’ descriptions
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Homicide probe of the double slaying was impeded by onslaught of Hurricane Camille, causing delay and erasing evidence . . .

by MALCOLM BURDSALL

It took Mississippi homicide investigators a long time
to crack the savage slaying of two pretty girls,
but there was a good reason for the delay . . .

A DIXIE MURDERER
GOT AN ASSIST

FROM A HURRICANE
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HE MISSISSIPPI Gulf Coast,
often called the summer tourist’s Riv-
iera, has always been a place of con-
trasts. For years garish nitespots,
luxurious lodging places and wide-
veranda-ed mansions have faced the
man-made beach south of U.S. High-
way 90. Everything there was opulent.

Two blocks inland you found the
dwellings of the working -classes.
Small frame houses—crowded shoul-
der to shoulder on narrow sandy lots
—sheltered the fishermen, laborers
and workers in the service trades.

This is where you'found Fayard
Street, Biloxi, Mississippi, a public
way rich in children and little else.
This is how it was on Tuesday night,
July 22, 1969.

Three blocks away, in a plush re-
sort hotel, over 100 voluptuous daugh-
ters of the Magnolia State paraded
their charms in a beauty pageant.

Inside the little two-bedroom house
at 135 Fayard Street, two other pretty
girls lay sprawled on their backs—one
on a bed, the other on the floor—blud-
geoned to death by a nocturnal intru-
der.

There was no connection except ge-
ography between the Miss Hospitality
Contest and the double murder, of

¢

course, but the nearness of the two
scenes struck an investigator as por-
tentous when they arrived at the death
scene.

“I hope those beauty contest people
don’t panic,” he said. “But after all,
a sex killer can strike anywhere.”

The double murder had not been
medically classified as a sex crime at
that stage of the investigation, but
the indications were obvious. Autop-
sies performed later verified the con-
clusion that sex was—in some manner
—involved.

It was 3 p.m. on Wednesday when
Shirley Henderson, occupant of the
house next door, walked out on her
front porch to find a small boy wear-
ing bloodstained clothing in the yard.
She recognized him as David Shep-
herd, three-year-old brother of one of
her neighbors. The youngster was cry-
ing,

“What’s the matter, David?” she"

asked.

“Sister’s dead! They’re both dead!
I want to go home,” the youngster
sobbed.

Shirley Henderson walked next
door and entered the shotgun-style
house, (one room behind another),
consisting of a porch, living room, two
bedrooms, kitchen, hall and bath. In
the bedrooms she found the bodies of
her neighbors.

One girl was in the back bedroom,
stretched out on a bed, wearing only a

Ambulance men remove bodies of Katherine, Suzanne after coroner’s examination...

blue shirt. The other girl, nude arms
and legs outflung, lay on the floor of
the front bedroom. Both had been
beaten savagely about the head.
Bloodstains streaked the bed and
floor.

Clutching the little boy by the hand,
Shirley Henderson ran back to her
own house and telephoned Biloxi
police headquarters. Minutes later
Fayard Street was swarming with
police cars,

Word of the killings spread quickly
through the area after the police cars
arrived. Soon a crowd had gathered in
the front yard, standing huddled in a
light drizzle to watch officers scurry
in and out of the house.

Police Chief Louis Rosetti, one of
the first officers to arrive called the
Harrison County coroner, Mrs. Gladys
Gorenflo, and asked her to come to
the scene. Then Chief Rosetti and
Detective E. P. Vincent began ques-
tioning neighbors of the slain girls.

They were identified as Miss Kath-
erine J. Waggoner, 20, of Woolmarket,
Mississippi, and Miss Suzanne M.
Shepherd, 19, of Orange Grove, Mis-
sissippi. They had been living in the
little shotgun house three blocks from
the beach for about three months.

Neighbors said the brunette Shep-
herd girl, who was apparently preg-
nant, had told them she was expect-
ing a baby in less than a month. They
also quoted her as saying she was
married to a serviceman then sta-
tioned in Vietnam.

Miss Waggoner, a blue-eyed bru-
nette, had been working as a waitress
at the Question Mark Lounge on the
beach. She had quit that job only
three days before.

Other area residents said the girls
sometimes had visitors, both male and
female, but except for the Shepherd
girl’s little brother—who stayed there
most of the time—they were the only
occupants of the house,

Detectives Vincent and Montgom-
ery found a six-foot stepladder in the
yard next to the bathroom window.
The window screen had been pried
loose and was lying on the ground.

The house was not disturbed, as it
would have been if ransacked by a
prowler seeking valuables. In fact, the
house and furnishings were so modest
as almost to preclude the likelihood of
a robbery motive, unless the killer
was really desperate. .

Detective Vincent looked over the
premises and commented: “I think
just one person is responsible, and he
must have caught them by surprise.
They were probably sleeping when he
entered.”

The coroner, Mrs, Gorenflo, arrived
and told ambulance attendants to
move the bodies to a funeral home as
soon as Identification Officer James
Robinson finished photographing the
murder scene. Then, said Mrs. Goren-
flo, she would impanel a coroner’s
jury to conduct an inquest.

While Officer Robinson dusted for
fingerprints and photographed the
slaying victims, Chief Rosetti ques-
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tioned the little Shepherd boy. The
child could tell him little more than he
could see for himself.

“He must have slept through the
whole thing,” said the chief. “He
knows nothing about what happened.
He just found them later.”

At the inquest, Coroner Gorenflo
described the girls as “victims of the
most brutal beatings I have ever
seen,” and asked the jurors to order
autopsies. The request was approved.
There was little else the coroner’s
jury could do except return a verdict
of “beaten to death by a hand or
hands unknown...”

While officers swarmed over
Fayard Street searching for clues and
constructing dossiers on the victims,
Coroner Gorenflo telephoned Dr.
Irwin Joffe, a pathologist, and asked
him to do postmortems on both girls.

The physician went to the funeral
home and began his examinations at
9 p.m. that night, just six hours after
the bodies were found. He confirmed
the cause of both deaths as blows to
the head which caused skull fractures
and brain damage.

No death weapon had been found
then, but Dr. Joffe said the wounds
were “consistent” with a small, heavy,
lengthy object such as a tire tool.
There were no injuries except those
on the heads of the victims.

The pathologist could not ascertain
exact times of death, but estimated
them at 15 to 24 hours before his ex-
amination. This placed the fatal
attacks between 9 p.m. on Tuesday
and 6 am. on Wednesday.

Both girls had sexual intercourse
“of some nature” shortly before or
after death, said the pathologist, but
the exact time could not be deter-
mined, nor could it be determined if
the relations were forced or voluntary.

The Shepherd girl was indeed
pregnant, said Dr. Joffe, just as the
neighbors had reported, and the
pregnancy would have terminated in
about 10 days. Her unborn son raised
the count of murder victims to three.

Calling the triple slaying, ‘“the most
brutal murder I can remember in
twenty years as a policeman,” Chief
Rosetti ordered an “around the clock”
investigation.

He told his men to gather anything
that might yield a clue from the mur-
der house and send it to the FBI lab-
oratories in Washington for process-
ing. By Friday, two large cardboard
cartons of household items, bed cloth-
ing, blood specimens and other ar-
ticles were on the way.

The FBI specialists were asked to
examine each item with a view to es-
tablishing the presence of a third
adult in the house when the girls died.
If any such evidence was found, Biloxi

>
Detectives found a ladder and an open
window slayer used to get at the victims

investigators wanted leads on his
physical characteristics such as height
weight, race, etc.

Included with the physical evidence
were several smudged fingerprints
lifted from furniture. There was also
a thumbprint lifted from the bathroom
window. And there were soil sweep-
ings from the bathtub. Admittedly

. the soil sweepings amounted to a very

long shot, but Biloxi police were grab-
bing for any clue.

A canvass of the neighborhood pro-
duced information that both girls were
daughters of retired Air Force ser-
geants. Miss Waggoner had been pay-
ing rent on their little house with well
fare checks issued locally.

Their landlord described the pair
as, “well-mannered, soft-spoken and
so quiet you’d hardly know they were
there.” He said they had talked

about going to work as sales represen-
tatives for a photographic studio.

In an effort to run down every pos-
sible lead, investigators canvassed all
local photographers. Nothing came of
the quest and Chief Rosetti concluded
the projected sales jobs. were just
something the girls had heard about
and discussed.

Neighbors on both sides of the
street were questioned, but no scream
or unusual noises had been heard at
the house. Then. Miss Marsha
Varnado, a friend of the Waggoner
girl who lived in a duplex next door,
said she could account for Kather-
ine’s activities until 1:45 a.m.

She and Katherine went out togeth-
er, said Miss Varnado, and visited sev-
eral taverns and restaurants along
the beach. At one of their stops, she
said, Katherine met a man she knew
and left with him.

“I didn’t know him,” said Miss Var-
nado. “I do remember he was driving
a red automobile.”




About an hour later, she said, she
went home and stopped at her friend’s
house to knock on the door. Receiving
no answer, she went to her own apart-
ment and went to bed.

Later, she said, she awakened to
hear a child crying. She thought noth-
ing of it because the houses were
close together and the neighborhood
had many children. The crying soon
stopped and she fell asleep again.

Was the crying child the slain Shep-
herd girl’s little brother?

Investigators questioned him again,
trying to coax him to remember some-
thing, but to no avail. If it was he cry~
ing, his young memory had not re-
corded the fact.

Investigators learned from the
Varnado girl that a yoeng man, Rich-
ard Rose of Hattiesburg, visited the
two victims occasionally, and he had
been at the house several nights be-
fore. Rose was located and inter-
viewed.

He said a blond young man, a mem-
ber of the Air Force stationed at near-
by Keesler Air Force Base was leav-
ing the house as he arrived. The air-
man was angry, said Rose, and the
girls said they were afraid of him.
Rose, however, could not remember
the man’s name if he ever heard it.

On Friday morning, while police
searched for the murder weapon in an
expanding circle that began at the
house, services for Katherine Wag-
goner were held in a Gulfport
funeral home, Final rites for the Shep-
herd girl were on Saturday morning
at Bayou View Baptist Church where
she was a member. ~

Investigators, including two Gulf-
port detectives detailed to the case,
attended both services to observe
people in attendance. They had spe-
cial instructions to watch for young
Air Force men, or for a man driving a
red car. They saw neither,

On Friday night, Chief Rosetti said
three men with records as sex offen-
ders had been picked up and ques-
tioned. After they provided alibis for
Tuesday night they were all released.

All police officers, sheriff’s deputies
and highway patrol investigators
working on the case gathered for a
closed meeting on Saturday morning.
Investigation director Vincent - said
the conference was “to put all the evi-
dense together and see what we've
got.

After the meeting adjourned, Vin-
cent candidly admitted to a reporter
that they didn’t have much. “We've
questioned a lot of people and we've
considered several suspects,” he said.
“But so far nothing has panned out.”

Over the week end, several more
suspects were questioned, but all were
cleared and released. The thumb print
left on the bathroom window screen
had a vital part in this phase of the
investigation.

Director Vincent explained, “We are
questioning suspects, then using the
print in a process of elimination be-
fore releasing the subjects.”

By Monday, investigators had

searched every yard in a five-block
radius of the house for the murder
weapon. Then they doubled back to
search some more.

“It’s probably something with
length,” said Detective Montgomery.
“It's probably blunt, and it probably
resembles a chair or table leg or piece
of pipe. Look everywhere!”

Two days later, Chief Rosetti re-
vealed that two suspects were heing
taken to Highway Patrol headquar-
ters at the state capital for polygraph
tests. They were two of the suspects
who had been questioned earlier and
released.

When we questioned other people,
these two names were mentioned
more often than any others,” said De-
tective Vincent. “They were picked
up again this morning and they of-
fered to take lie detector tests.

Next day, when the tests were eval~
uated, they proved negative. The sus-
pects were released again. But there
was one promising new lead. While
the suspects were being tested the
mé'u'der weapon search finally paid
off.

Detective T. J. Delahousey and De-
tective Herbert McDonnell, searching
underneath houses on Fayard Street,
found a heavy piece of brass pipe
about 20 inches long and one inch in
diameter. It was coated with a brown-
ish substance. McDonnell studied the
pipe and made an educated guess
“'I}‘)h,i,s could very well have done the
job.

No time was lost in forwarding the
pipe to FBI headquarters for process-
ing. A report on the pipe came
back on August 5th, along with par-
tial results of tests on the evidence
sent earlier.

Blood samples from the evidence
matched samples of the victims’ blood.
No other types were identified. Tests
on a possible murder weapon from the
house were negative, but tests on the
brass pipe indicated the stains on it
had been made by human blood. And
imbedded in the dried blood, FBI
specialists said, was a short length of
human hair which was “consistent
with” hair samples from the Shepherd
girl’s head.

The pipe yielded no fingerprints.

The next day a man who really.

qualified as a “prime suspect” was
being questioned. His name was Ever-
ett Jones, and he was a patient at the
Keesler Air Force Base medical cen-
ter.

Sergeant Earl Batia of the Biloxi
Police Department, who located the 35
year-old Jones after receiving a tip
from a military man, said he had
twice been listed as a deserter by the
Air Force. Recently he had been work-
ing as a bartender in Biloxi.

While working in local taverns and
lounges, Jones allegedly frequented
the Fayard Street
Batia had information that he knew
one, and probably both, of the slain
girls.

On July 25th, two days after the
double killing, Jones checked into

neighborhood..

#

This man was in jail on non-support
charges when police allege he started
talking to cellmate—told too much . . .

1

the Air Force medical center for

. treatment of a leg wound. When mili-

tary authorities turned Jones over to
civiian authorities for interrogation,
Detective Montgomery said, “the na-
ture of his wound, and how it was in-
flicted, could be considerable inter-
est to us.”

Offered a chance to take a polygraph
examination, the suspect said he
would be glad to do so. He was
promptly transported to Highway
Patrol headquarters for such a test,
but it was never administered.

After Jones was returned to Biloxi,
Detective Montgomery said, “Due to
the physical condition of the suspect,
and to medication he received for his
leg wound, we were unable to com-
plete the examination. We obtained no
accurate results, nothing of value.”

Everett Jones said he was willing
to undergo another test later. He
was then returned to the Air Force
medical center for additional treat-
ment of the leg wound. .

On August 11th, a second report
came from FBI laboratories on the
two boxes of evidence which had been
sent there. The results were disap-
pointing; they told officers nothing

(Continued on page 1)
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No one was more surprised than Houston
detectives when they finally reached

the climax in their probe of a will o

the wisp robbery ring which had gotten

away with several million dollars worth

of loot—never before had police captured

an oddball outfit like

THE TEXAS
'BURGLARS
WHO BUGGED
THEMSELVES

by REDMOND TRAVERS

HEY WERE diminutive rascals,
unlikely, either of them, to
intimidate a bathroom scale,
and both possessed the fresh-faced,
sort of bashful mien that supposedly
characterizes the typical American kid
and against which not even the most
hard-nosed cop. is proof.
But this was a classic case of looks

Dbeing deceptive. Both these young-

sters were as slippery as eels in a tub
of lard, and one, the older, was as
versed in the deadly arts of explo-
sives, weaponry, and the various
methods of killing and maiming as
any fictional commando.

He could, and did, make a pistol
out of a piece of plastic, some string,
a bit of cloth wadding and a nail from
a shoe heel. Not that they were dan-
gerous. They weren't. They were just
burglars, and they perfected the ne-
farious profession to the point of it
being an art. They might still be at
large and practising their specialized
trade had they not attempted to put
an even higher gloss on their activi-
ties.

They were brothers, and close, as
brothers should be, confiding in each
other, sharing equally the proceeds of
their spoils. They operated by a quix-
otic code that excluded any animosity
toward their natural foes—the po-
lice.

“The law is just doing its thing,”
the elder, Jack, remarked to the
younger, Larry. “We've got our job,

too.

“The police department will be glad
to know we're helping them stay in
business.”

As understatements go, that one
deserves a niche of its own in the
criminal archives of Houston, Texas
Burglary Squad officers. The latter
estimate the brothers pulled 300 jobs
over a five-year span, latching onto
loot valued at $3,000,000!

The brothers deny this vehement-
ly. They maintain they pulled 600
jobs, and their hauls totaled $5,000,-
000 on the retail market! .

“And I ought to know,” Jack told
this writer with an air of injured dig-
nity.

“After all, we were the ones keep-
ing track!”

-«

This swank home, complete with swim-
ming pool, is one of several hundred
robbed by a pair of youthful thieves
who. claim their loot topped $5 million



Houston is the nation’s sixth larg-
est city, with a population of over 1,-
200,000, and a booming economy that
makes its unemployment rate the low-
est in the nation, less than 3 percent.
It has its pockets of poverty, its ghet-
tos, its blighted districts, but it also
has a larger than normal upper mid-
dle class, and a helluva lot of just
plain rich people who live in swank,
sprawling homes that are, in many
cases, veritable treasure houses.

Last year in Houston, there were
more than 25,000 reported burglar-
ies. Most of them were committed by
professional burglars, a lesser num-
ber by rank amateurs who were
quickly nabbed. In their freshman
days, Jack and Larry also got caught,
were cheerful about the whole thing,
and cooperated with police in trying
to pinpoint the places they burglar-
ized, but they couldn’t recall many of
the addresses.

“Next time, you ought to carry a
tape recorder and camera and make
notes on the locations, so it'd be eas-
ier on us,” a detective quipped to
Jack.

The idea intrigued Jack. So when

With Det. Stolarski (right), Detec-
tive McWilliams holds tape recorder
which burglar duo used to make a
vocal diary of their lucrative crimes

he got out of prison in December of
1969, paroled after serving a year of
a three-year term, he did just that!
And he was also more careful in his
planning and execution of jobs.

As Jack puts it: “Larry and I have
covered Houston in the last month.
By that I mean, we know which ones
(areas of the city) are weak and
which are strong on security.

“The goal we must meet is to sur-
vive in these days and times.”

Jack and Larry were the nerviest
of burglars, operating only by day
and hitting only residences, although
Jack had plans to expand the opera-
tions.

But D. J. McWilliams and L. M
Stolarski put a crimp in the plans.
Stolarski and McWilliams are mem-
bers of the overworked, understaffed
Houston police Burglary and Theft
Squad. They were aware, as was
every other man in the squad early in
1969, that two busy burglars were
working overtime raiding plush homes
in the city, usually in the posh West
End or exclusive River QOaks, on the
fringe of the skyscraper district.

Experienced burglars can break in-
to a home, loot it, and be gone with
their swag in five to 15 minutes. Al-
though he receives only a fraction of
the worth of the stolen merchandise
when he “fencies” it, a clever burglar
can make $500-$1,000 weekly, more if
he has better-than-average luck in
uncovering hidden caches of cash.

The investigating of burglaries and
thefts does not carry the glamorous
aura of homicide investigation or the
dangerous hallmark of Robbery Squad
work, for while some burglars are
dangerous, most shun violence except
as a last resort. Catching burglars is
tedious, sometimes frustrating work,
with little credit attached by the gen-
eral public. :

Yet, Burglary and Theft detective
are perhaps the most valuable of offi-
cers; they deal directly with the high-
est costs of crime, for burglary costs
society 10 times what armed robbery
costs the citizenry.

When Detectives McWilliams and
Stolarski had studied the circumstan-
ces of a dozen or more of the burglar-
ies handed them to investigage, they
were certain many of the break-ins
were the work of the same two men.
Several persons in the vicinity of
homes burglarized had seen two
youths around the houses victimized
and, in some instances, had even seen
the men leave with television sets,
stereos, rifles and other items.

“Why, I didn’t think anyone would
burglarize a house in plain sight of a
neighbor working in the yard,” ex-
claimed the neighbor in question. “I
thought they were TV REPAIRMEN,
and I heard one of them say loudly,
‘We’'ll get this back soon as possible,
ma’am.”

Said another: “Well they pulled up,
got out and walked into that house
like they had business there. They
seemed to know what they were do-
ing.”

The detectives agreed. The thieves
certainly knew what they were doing,
all right.

Unfortunately, most of those who
had seen the burglars, or two youths
suspected as the burglars because of
their proximity to the raided homes,
had not gotten a license number or an
adequate description of the vehicle
used, with the exception of two in-
stances—and in both these instances
the cars, traced, proved to be stolen.

In most instances, too, the victims
of the burglaries could not give ser-
ial numbers or other identifying char-
acteristics of the guns, stereos, ra-
dios, television sets and jewelry
stolen.

The failure to list serial numbers,
or to otherwise mark valuables, some
thing every homeowner should do
with valuable items, entailed even
more work on the part of Detectives
McWilliams and Stolarski. They had
to patiently extract from the victims
the names of the stores from which
the items were purchased, or the
names of the persons from whom the
valuables were acquired, then back-
track each piece of stolen goods to
its original seller.

In this manner, they acquired a size-
able list of serial numbers of stolen
items, and were able to inspect the
stock of used merchandise stores,
pawn shops, radio-TV outlets and
used appliances dealers. A list of the
serial numbers of stolen guns was
posted in every gun shop in Houston
and surrounding communities.

The officers did recover some $30,-
000 worth of loot-in the space of a
few weeks; but the merchandise re-
covered amounted to only a minor
portion of the amount stolen, and in
every instance, the buyer had acted
in good faith, unaware that the goods
were “hot.” None could recall the
faces of the people who'd sold them
the guns, TV sets, stereos, or what-
ever, for they dealt with scores, some-
times hundreds of people daily. But
the buyers had records of the seller’s
name and address, and a notation as
to the proof of identity produced,
driver’s license, credit cards, and
other widely acceptable data.

The detectives checked out all of
the addresses and names, and were
not surprised to learn that the sellers
had used either the victim’s own
identification, with the thief’s own
picture substituted, or counterfeit
identification.

“They’re moving most of it through
fences,” one detective told newsmen
who inquired about the large amount
of goods and guns that had vanished.

A “fence” is a middle man between
thieves and burglars and the custom-
ers who buy stolen goods. He’s the
man who makes the biggest profit
with the least risk. He buys goods for
no more than 20 percent of estimated
value—usually far less—and sells it
to customers for several times what
he pays for it, but the buyer is more
than willing to purchase, for he
knows he'’s getting goods at less than
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half what he’d pay wholesale.

Fences operate out of bars, ga-
rages, hole-in-the-wall stores, out of
their homes, and sometimes on street
corners. Few are known to police,
although some are suspected, but
they are clever enough to avoid any
real danger of being caught, and if
they are, it’s often difficult to con-
vict them.

“Well, how’d 1 know it was stolen?”
the fence who operates a second-hand
store exclaims in a tone of wounded
innocence. “The guy said his wife was
in the hospital and he needed some
dough fast, and all he had of value
was a color television set. Naw, I
didn’t get his name—but he comes in
here all the time to buy clothes!”

Detectives McWilliams and Sto-
larski, aided by the pawnshop detail,
kept a close surveillance on the known
fences, but with little luck.

Then, in March of 1969, the detec-
tives ostensibly got a break. A silent
burglar alarm installed in a swanky
West End home went off in the of-
fices of the private security firm
maintaining the guardian service.
The monitor called police and pair of
patrol cruisers, their officers under
orders to proceed without red lights
or sirens, swiftly converged on the
home.

A new pickup truck was in the
drive. Two of the officers stopped
their car at the curb, leaped out and
ran around back to foil any escape
through adjoining yards. The other
cruiser blocked the truck, and its
officer team alighted, guns in hand,
just as two young men emerged, car-
rying a beautifully-carved, handsome
ly-designed radio-stereo complex.

“Set it down easy, and put up your
hands, then lean up against the
wall,” one radio patrolman command-
ed, gesturing with his pistol.

“Hey, what is this?” protested one
man. “We got orders to pick this up
and take it to our shop for repairs!”

The explanation evaporated, how-
ever, when the owner of the home was
contacted at his office by telephone.
“No, no, they had no permission to
take anything from the house,” the
man declared. “What I can’t under-
stand is, where's the maid? I talked
to her an hour ago.”

That was cleared up when the ser-
vant returned while police were at the
house. She had driven to a nearby
grocery to pick up some items she
needed to prepare the evening meal.

“T must have left the kitchen door
unlocked,” she confessed with no
little embarrassment.

She had. The two suspects, who
identified themselves as Carl Hobbs
and Krause Mueller, said the bur-
glary was committed on impulse.
They had seen the woman leaving, and
Mueller had noticed that the door to
the kitchen, which had a side ent-
rance facing on the driveway, seemed
to be ajar. Such had proved the case
when they checked it, and the two
young men might have looted the
house in just the few minutes the

maid was gone had they not tripped
the silent alarm when they moved the
$3,000 radio-stereo-TV combination.

At the police station, Hobbs and
Krause were arraigned and given
their constitutional warnings by a
corporation court magistrate, and
both said they’d willingly talk with
the officers. The story they told made
the detectives feel like they’d encoun-
tered their phantoms of the West
End, although the descriptions didn’t
jibe.

The youths admitted that even if
the burglary was done on impulse, it
was not their first, or their second.
In fact, as near as they could recall,
they had hit some 100 places in and
around the plush areas of Houston.

“We had cased another job in the
area when we spotted the door open
at that house,” said Mueller.

“Yeah, we'd have hit the other
house, too, the one we planned to hit,”
Hobbs added.

The two youths could pinpoint some
of the homes they had burglarized
and looted, but couldn’t recall the
addresses of others. They could re-
member some of the loot they'd taken,
but not the nature of other merchan-
dise. They would hit only in daylight,
a procedure they considered a matter
of nerve, poise and appearances.

“T always tried to drive a new car,”
said Hobbs. “You don’t want to look
like you came off Skid Row when
you're pranking around those houses.

“pull up and get out like you've got
business there. If there’s someone
home throw some kind of story on
them.”

But the youths denied ever fencing
any of their goods. They had market-
ed it themselves, they maintained.
“We made $200 to $300 a day, selling

sl

stuff in bars, or down around the
waterfront,” Hobbhs was quoted.

“People want a bargain, even if
they know they’re buying stolen stuff.
They figure the person who stole it
will go to jail, not them. Sometimes
they’ll ask if it was stolen in Harris
County, and we tell them no.”

Mueller backed his partner. “We're
not exactly Robin Hoods,” he said.
“But we always try to pick a rich
neighborhood because the people in
those neighborhoods usually have in-
surance. They don’t really lose any-
thing, the insurance company does.
And there’d always be a whole lot
more left than we'd take.”

Both seemed to regard their crime
spree as a “big game,” and said so.
Two days later they passed out hand-
written guides for burglary protec-
tion which they had drawn up in
their cells for police and newsmen to
study.

“T don't really think we're telling
the police anything they don't know,”
Hobbs said to a newsman. ‘But if
people did these things, a lot less
would get beat out of their stuff!”

® Suggestion: Install a burglar
alarm, or, as an alternative, get a
sign for doors and windows claiming
the house is protected by a burglar
alarm. “I wouldn’t take a chance that
the sign was real or fake, because
there’s too many other houses to hit,”
said Hobbs.

® Suggestion: Leave a radio play-
ing loud enough to be heard from the
front or back doors.

® Suggestion: Hang a ‘“Day
Sleeper” sign on the door knobs.
® Suggestion: Shut the garage

door when the car is gone.

® Suggestion: Turn on some

lights after 6 p.m., or whenever it be-
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This man is charged with acting as
“fence” for goods allegedly stolen
by suspects (photos, opposite page)

Along with color TV sets,
-radio-stereo consoles and jewel

gins to get dusky or dark.

® Suggestion: Stop delivery of
papers during vacation times. Arrange
for a neighbor to pick up mail, even
mow yard once for you.

“Sometimes, of course, the neigh-
bors couldn’t care less,” shrugged
Mueller. “We've taken stuff out while
people were working in their yards
next door. Some neighbors just don’t
want to get involved.”

While the stories told by Mueller
and Hobbs were intriguing and help-
ful to police—and grist for the news
mills—Detectives McWilliams and
Stolarski began to doubt they were
the two burglars they had been seek-
ing.

Their doubts were based on more
than just a discrepancy in descrip-
tions. In too many cases, the mercha-
ndise and jewelry Hobbs and Mueller
admitted they’d stolen didn’t jibe with
loot reported taken from homes the
officers suspected the pair might have
raided.

Too, many of the homes they claim-
ed to have burglarized, and the ad-
dresses of which they recalled with

Y,
the burglars are accused of stealing
numerous rifles and other firearms.

clarity, had not been burglarized at
the times cited by the two youths, and
some of the houses cited had not been
hit at all.

“They pulled a lot of burglaries, but
not as many as they claim, in my
opinion,” said an investigator who
had worked on the case, Sheriff’s De-
tective Hugh Irby. “But they’re good
burglars. They have to be, because
they got by with it for a long time.”

But Detectives McWilliams and
Stolarski were certain their particu-
lar pair of catmen were still at large
because while Hobbs and Mueller en-
tertained interrogaters with talks of
invasions and thefts of scores of
homes, the rash of burglaries in the
West End and River Oaks continued,
and reported glimpses of two youths
who might well be the ones perpetrat-
ing the crimes matched those first
garnered by the detectives.

“But they couldn’t be more than
kids, thirteen or fourteen, if that old,”
expostulated one man. “Heck my fif-
teen-year-old girl is bigger than either

(Continued on page 78)
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The Kentucky blaze looked like a torch job right from

the start, but when the suspicious fire lieutenant discovered

the woman’s face had been battered and her skull

fractured, he was pretty sure someone had decided to

DD ARSON TO MURDER

by BILL ORMSBY

AGING FLAMES had been knocked down but
thick smoke was still pouring from the small
frame house when Bowling Green, Kentucky,
Fire Department Lieutenant Melvin Watson
assigned a couple of firemen to accompany
him into the four-room structure at 428 Sec-
ond Street.

“You think the old lady is still in there, Lieuten-
ant?” a firefighter asked.

“That’s what I understand,” Watson replied. “If
she is, we’ve probably got a fatality on our hands.
We’ve lost the whole back of the house, and even if
she got into that front room, she couldn’t last long
in this smoke.”

Large flashlights carried by the firemen did little
good against the thick, fog-like smoke as the men
groped their way through the charred remains of the
wood frame residence of Mrs. Eva McDaniels, a 76-

year-old widow who lived alone in the little one-bed- .

room house which was covered with imitation brick
tarpaper siding.

Hoping the old woman had miraculously survived
the acidic smoke in the unburned portion of the
house, Lieutenant Watson and his men searched the
front part of the home first. After looking in vain
under and behind every piece of furniture large
enough to conceal a human being, the firemen con-
tinued their search in the kitchen and rear bedroom,
where the fire apparently had originated about 12:15
that morning, June 20, 1970.

“This thing sure had a helluva start on us,” Lieu-
tenant Watson commented as he studied the gutted
interior of the two rooms.

“Yeah,” said one of his men. “I imagine we were
here within five minutes after the alarm sounded,

and look at it—another few minutes and there
wouldn’t have been anything left but the founda-
tion.”

Nothing in the kitchen had escaped the inferno
and the flames in the bedroom had destroyed every-
thing that would burnm, including an oldfashioned
iron bed which had melted and twisted grotesquely
like so much wire around the bare springs.

But even more grotesque was the sight which met

-the firemen’s eyes when their lights stabbed through

the smoky darkness and settled on a large stack of
charred magazines and newspapers near the door
which led to the kitchen.

“Christ! Is that a body?” one of the men said,
edging closer to the debirs.

When the firemen’s flashlight beams were directed
on the pile of smoldering embers, a pair of charred
human legs became visible. At least the bones be-
came visible, since all the flesh had been burned
away. Lieutenant Watson poked a fire hook at the
water-soaked stack of partially burned papers, re-
vealing the rest of a human form.

“This is a case for police and the fire marshal’s
office,” the fire department official said to his col-
leagues. “This woman never crawled under that stuff
by herself. And look at the blood on her face—that’s
not from fire!”

Returning to the fresh air outside the gutted
house, the sweating, grimy-faced fire lieutenant ap-
proached Police Patrolman Alexander Maxwell and
recommended that he contact the detective division
of the Bowling Green Police Department. In the
meantime, Lieutenant Watson reported his findings
to fire department Major Lester Lawrence, who con-
tacted Warren County Coroner J. C. Kirby and



County Attorney Henry Potter.

Among the first investigators to ar-
rive on the scene were city Detective
Sergeants Gary Raymer and John
Hayes, and Sheriff’s Captains Audie
Montgomery and Glen Wood. While
Sheriff Hubert Phelps’ officers at-
tempted to locate witnesses in the
large throng of spectators who had
been attracted to the early-morning
blaze, Detective Sergeants Raymer
and Hayes assisted Coroner Kirby in
examining the partially charred
corpse.

“Her face is pretty well busted up,
isn’t it, Coroner?” Detective Raymer
asked.

“Yes, but it's impossible to tell
right now whether or not she was
dead before the fire broke out,” Kirby
said. “She’s been struck on the head
a number of times. I'll order a cranial
autopsy as soon as we get her to the
morgue. In the meantime, I'd suggest
you keep everyone out of the house
until the fire marshal’s had a chance
to look around. I don’t think there'’s
any doubt that this fire was set to
cover up murder, from what I can
see here.”

Detective Sergeant Hayes said,
“Give us a call as soon as the autopsy
is done, Coroner, and in the mean-
time, we'll see what we can find
here.”

“Can you tell yet what kind of in-
strument she was hit with?” Sergeant
Raymer asked.

“Not exactly,” the coroner replied,
“but from the looks of the marks on
her face, I'd say it was similar to a
hammer or section of pipe. I don’t see
any indication of a knife or other
sharp tool being used.”

After the corpse and suspected
crime scene were photographed, Cor-
oner Kirby ordered the body re-
moved to the morgue at City-County
Hospital for an autopsy. Meanwhile,
police and sheriff’s investigators be-
gan the twelfth homicide probe they
had conducted in Bowling Green and
Warren County since the first of the
year.

It was only six days earlier when
the same detectives who were probing
the death of Eva McDaniels were in-
vestigating the senseless, cold-blood-
ed murder of William S. Morrow, a
57-year-old Bowling Green tree sur-
geon, who was killed and robbed for
90 cents and two cigarettes.

After stabbing Morrow in the back
repeatedly with a filed-down butcher
knife and kicking his face to a bloody
pulp, three youthful suspects tight-
ened a leather belt around the vic-
tim’s neck and threw his body into
the Barren River.

The horrendous case was brought
to light the next night when Clarence
Cline, 28, came to police headquarters
in Bowling Green and told Detective
Major Harry Ashby and Detective
Sergeant Raymond Raymer that he
had witnessed a murder. He report-
edly told the officers he felt it was his

(Continued on page 60)
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Bludgeoned body of Eva McDaniels is transfered to ambulance (above) after firemen
had found the woman in burning bedroom, partly concealed by old newspapers . . .

During fire at victim’s house, man at ceiter (flanked by Det. Sgts. Raymond Ray-
mer, left, and Gary Raymer) was seen struggling with two men on porch of house
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MD-CRIME CLASSIC

There was no lack of opportunity, during Charlie’s career

as a bad man, for him to change the course of his destiny.

He had a talent for getting paroled and winning second chances,

but he remained grimly determined to do it all the hard way . . .

DESTINATION:

GAS CHAMBER
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F, AS THE old legend has it,
a man’s whole life flashes
through his mind in the two
seconds before he knows he
will die, the “taped replay”
which unrolled in Charlie
Odom’s consciousness as he awaited
his moment of truth in the State of
Missouri’s death house must have un-
folded something like this:

The very early years were a series
of blurred images in which, here and
there, with increasing infrequency, a
familiar friendly face stood out. He
had been asked about these people be-
fore, but he had difficulty relating
them to himself. All he could recall
was that for some reason they stuck
in his mind, and that during the many
stretches he had spent in prison, or
reform school, or correctional home,
when he was badly depressed and felt
the need for something to make him
feel good, he would let his mind roll
back until these faces emerged.

As a matter of fact, he once con-
fided to a state psychiatrist, “I'm not
even sure they were real. Maybe I
imagined them. ...”

Imagination or not, however, the

-«

Rape of a little girl capped long
criminal career of Charlie Odom,
landed him in Missouri’s gas chamber



faces had become a part of his psyche,
deeply imbedded therein, and they
were so real that they always looked
the same. At the very least, the psy-
chiatrists conceded, “They are real to
Charles Odom.”

The tape of memory rolls on, but
like those end-of-the-year reviews of
the world’s events for the preceding
twelve months, a lot of things are left
out; so what appears is actually but
a series of highlights out of the past.
That’s how it was with Charlie.

The first really strong memory to
reappear in any playback of his life
would have to be the incident which
occurred when he was nine years old.
That was when they took him away
from his mother.

The details were always fuzzy, and
they never cleared up. He never knew
exactly why, but from this point on,
even those meager patches of bright-

ness in the boy’s existence, few as they
were, disappeared. Now his life be-
came a kaleidoscope of changing
guardians, different homes, new sets
of companions of his own age or suffi-
ciently older to torment and bully
him. That was when a couple of other
things entered his life, things no nine-
year-old kid should know about . . .
suspicion, distrust.

That, too, according to the psychia-
trists was when he learned “defen-
siveness,” the tricks of protecting him-
self against the aggressiveness of those
stronger than himself, of staying out
of their path, or of doing things to
win their favor. Everything had to
have a reason. There was no such
thing in Charlie’s life as a spontane-
ous act of selflessness. If he did some-
thing for somebody else, there had to
be a stronger motivation. He was
forced to do it—out of fear of author-
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Accused man always begged for “second
chance,” then immediately resumed his
headlong race toward date with death.
Here, handcuffed, he heads for prison

ity, in the case of his guardians; out
of fear of physical pain, in the case
of bigger kids; out of desire for some
minor benefit to himself—call it a
childishly picayune profit motive, if
you will.

At the time the State of Missouri
was trying to send Charlie to the gas
chamber, Prosecutor Stewart Tatum
would thunder in the crowded court-
room:

“They talk about love and affection
—that little Harvey didn’t get any
love and affection. . . . Well, you've
got to give before you can receive, and
I challenge you to name one instance
where Charles Harvey Odom ever
loved anything.”

Was that when Charlie—somehow
the names Charlie and Harvey were
used interchangeably to address him
throughout his life—was that when he
started on the long road to the gas
chamber?

Or did it really start on August 2,
1946, when he was picked up by
Troopers of the Missouri Highway
Patrol at his “home”—the latest of
many such foster homes in which he
grew up—to answer questions about
two burglaries the week before?

This was in Newburg, Missouri, and
Charlie was 14 years old at the time.
Former servicemen who spent time at
Fort Leonard Wood will remember
Newburg. The hugh, sprawling Army
installation and the small town are in
the same general area of south central
Missouri.

Anyway, that was the first time the
law ever put the arm on Charlie
Odom. It was the first time, too, the
police ever experienced the brash,
bold, arrogant attitude which would
becomes familiar to cops all over the
mid-South in the next fall years.

Under questioning, he sneered pa-
tronizingly and admitted the details of
his couple of penny ante burglaries
with as much pride as if he’d robbed
the mint. On July 28th, he had busted
the glass in the front door of a local
grocery store. His loot was $25 in
cash and eight flashlights, the skinny,
pen-type flashlights one carries in the
pocket like a pencil.

That was his first job. The night
after that, Charley and another kid
busted into a local restaurant. They
didn't score very big here, either.
Eight bucks in cash. Two bottles of
soda pop. A handful of cigars.

Big deal.

One of the troopers who was in-
volved in that incident would later
admit that Odom showed no remorse
when they brought him into ju-
venile court to answer for his sins.
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But since it was his first offense, and
because he was only a 14-year-old
kid, the judge remanded him to the
juvenile court authorities of Phelps
County, Missouri, on the premise that
as a first offender, he was prime ma-
terial for their presumed skills in the
art of rehabilitation.

Everyone concerned in the incident
had the best of intentions, but it's un-
likely the outcome would have been
any different even if they’d had the
worst intentions. In any event, the at-
tempt to “rehabilitate” Charlie Odom
was a complete bust.

It was still a couple weeks short of
six months after this court hassle—
Charlie’s first—when the kid was
picked up again for gquestioning about
the burglary of a county hardware
store. The loot in this instance was
rather more impressive than Odom’s
first foray into larceny. Two pistols
had been swiped from the hardware
emporium, a .38 and a .45, together

with 250 rounds of ammunition of

both calibers.

By no stretch of the imagination
could anyone say that Charley was
developing as a criminal mastermind
at this time. About the only talent he
was showing was one for getting into
premises. He had no talent whatsoever
for outwitting the law. He made it
ridiculously easy, in fact, for the local
constabulary to solve the hardware
store burglary.

Seems like Charlie took the two
shooting irons out back of the home
where he was then living and began
popping away at everything in sight
by way of target practice. Since the
exercise was not only noisy but dan-
gerous, neighbors called the sheriff
and complained. Some deputies drove
out and discovered Charlie Odom
making like Billy the Kid or Jesse
James, another local boy out of an
earlier era.

Now by this time Charlie had seen
enough John Garfield and Jimmy
Cagney movies to know that he
shouldn’t give the cops the time of
day, and that’s how he played it. But it
didn’t make a bit of difference. There
were those two pistols—the .38 and
the .45—that he had in his belt when
the deputies found him out back of
the house.

Inasmuch as they bore the same
serial numbers as the guns stolen from
the hardware store, they constituted
the kind of circumstantial evidence
prosecuting attorneys dream about.

This time, though still only 14,
Charlie Odom was sent away, for a
year, to the Missouri Training School
for Boys at Boonville, Missouri. At
that institution, he lost little time in
winning a reputation with the authori-
ties as an incorrigible. All efforts to
impress on him the fact that he
should be contrite or penitent or
sorry for his misdeeds met with sin-
gular lack of success.

During two separate terms at the
Boonville Reformatory, Charlie es-
caped four times. By that time he was

Loaded pistol, girl’s clothing in suspect’s

being considered very seriously for
transfer to the more secure confines
of the state prison in Jefferson City.
It seemed that the most popular sub-
ject at the reform school was how to
bust out successfully, and a crop of
star pupils was being produced.

The increasing number of escapes
was embarrassing; newspapers were
being openly contemptuous of the
whole juvenile correctional program,
and in March 1948, Governor Phil M.
Donnelly declared he’d had it. He is-
sued orders that 75 of the worst in-
mates at the reformatory should bé
transferred to the state penitentiary.
The governor’s action, followed a
series of incidents which, added to
the large number of escapes, com-
pounded the embarrassment to his
administration. These incidents in-
cluded one strangulation, one at-
tempted strangulation, repeated epi-
sodes of violence, a wave of unnatural
sex acts, and general defiance of dis-
cipline,
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car helped jury reach guilty verdict

Young Charlie Odom easily feil
within the category of the “75 worst”
inmates, but he missed being shifted
to the state pen on a “technicality,”
for want of a better word. Inasmuch
as he had only 13 days remaining of
his sentence when the governor or-
dered the transfer, Odom’s name was
taken off the list of transferees.

Two weeks later, he was released
from custody.

But Charlie’s failure to make it to
the state prison at this time was really
of small consequence, because a year
later, he arrived there to begin serv-
ing a five-year sentence on a burglary
conviction.

Within two years, however, appar-
ently because the parole board was
under the impression that Charles
Harvey Odom was still “salvageable”
and because the prison was crowded,
he was released by commutation of his
sentence by the governor of that time,
Forrest Smith. That happened on Au-
gust 22, 1952.



Less than a year later, Charlie was
back at the same old stand, the state
prison-—this time to do a three-year
sentence, again on a burglary convic-
tion.

On the evidence, and admittedly
with the benefit of hindsight, it is ap-
parent that although the Missouri
Parole Board had not yet grasped the
situation, Charles Harvey Odom obvi-
ously had. He may not have been the
greatest intellect ever confined in the
Missouri big house, but he had figured
that all he had to do was to “get
along” on the inside, and that such
behavior would soon put him on the
outside again.

Was he ever right! In less than a
year, he was paroled for “good be-
havior.”

The time would come when a lot of
voices would be raised to question the
judgment of this action. In any case,
the wisdom, of lack thereof, of the pa-
role board’s decision to release Charlie
Odom was not long in doubt. In 1954,
only months after being paroled,
Charlie was sentenced to a ten-year
stretch in the Kansas State Prison at
Lansing, Kansas, after yet another
conviction for burglary.

He began serving his sentence early
in 1955, and the Kansas parole board,
apparently no more hip to Odom’s
habitual criminal tendencies than
their counterparts in Missouri, put
him back on the streets again in Feb-
ruary 1961, again for the usual offi-
cial reason—‘‘good behavior.”

Shackled suspect reenacts the vicious ra
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Apparently, it was only a mild at-
tack of good behavior from which the
patient recovered rapidly. For it was
only six months after his release from
the Kansas State Prison that Charles
Harvey Odom committed the most seri-
ous crime of his lengthy career—the
brutal, senseless rape-beating of little
Margie Moore, a hideous crime which
could have been prevented if Odom
had been kept behind prison bars,
where his record so obviously in-
dicated he belonged.

When he was released from the
Kansas prison, Odom went back to
his most recent home, in Wellington,
Kansas, which is the county seat of
Sumner County, on the Oklahoma
border in the south-central part of
the state. There he found employment
as a laborer on the city payroll. Ev-
ery now and then he’d be picked up
and questioned by detectives investi-
gating burglaries in the Wellington-
Wichita area, but he managed to con-
vince them he was clean each time,
and so he escaped further arrest.

On July 22nd, Odom decided to
drive to Springfield, Missouri, to visit
relatives. He stayed overnight in
Springfield, and at about two o’clock
on the afternoon of Sunday, July 23rd,
he started back to Wellington., His
route took him through Joplin, Mis-
souri. .

Driving through the residential dis-
trict of Joplin, Charlie Odom caught a
glimpse of a pretty little girl playing
with her dog. Margie Moore, then 13

pe attack of a lovely 13-year-old girl
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years old, was visiting her grand-
mother with her dog, “Happy,” a
small, friendly terrier type animal of
uncertain lineage. They were playing
in an alley behind her grandmother’s
house. Margie was an eighth grade
student in one of Wichita’s .junior
high schools, but she was spending
the summer with her grandmother
while her parents worked in Wichita.
Her father was employed at the Boe-
ing Aircraft plant in Wichita.

After his first glimpse of Margie,
Odom drove around the block slowly;
he couldn’t forget the pretty little girl
with the long wavy hair. Abruptly he
turned a corner and drove three
blocks to a service station to have his
car filled with gasoline and to ask the
station attendant about the highway
out of Joplin to Kansas.

Then Charlie drove slowly back
through the residential neighborhood
toward the alley where he had seen
the pretty young girl playing with
her dog.

Ann Dell, a 14-year-old girl who
was playing down the street at the
time, nudged her friend, Betty Ellis,
and said, “There goes that man with
the bushy hair again.”

Charlie Odom stopped his car at
the end of the alley and called to
Margie Moore from his car.

This incident caught the attention
of James Blade, a Joplin painter, who
was remodeling a house across the
alley from Margie’s grandmother’s
home.

Blade later recalled: “This fellow
had a road map in his hand and ap-
parently he asked the girl for some
directions. I heard her reply: ‘I'm
afraid I can’t help you."”

“What happened then?” a detective
asked the housepainter.

“Well,” Blade continued, “I went
on with my painting until I heard the
car door open and then I looked
around. The guy had grabbed the girl
by the arm and he had a pistol in his
other hand. I saw a look of terror on
her face as he pushed her into the
car. Then he grabbed her dog and
threw him in the back seat and drove
away.”

“T jumped off my ladder and ran
across the alley to a house and asked
the woman there if a little girl play-
ing with the dog in the alley was a
relative of hers. She said that was her
granddaughter, and I told her, ‘Well,
you'd better call the police because
somebody with a gun just forced her
into a car,”” Blade told the police.

Although stunned by the abduction,
the painter had the presence of mind
to get a description of the car—a
white over blue Chevrolet with license
number SU 1-0204—which he gave to
the police.

Blade figured the abduction had oc-
curred at 4:20 o’clock. By 4:30 a com-
plete description of the car was being
broadcast over Joplin police radio and
to the highway patrols in both Kan-
sas and Missouri.

(Continued on page 63)
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A Murdered
Eyewitness

(Continued from page 29)

pulled up to her stomach.

Betty Jean’s dark blue coat was but-
toned across her shoulders. There were
four bullet holes in the back, one in
front. Spectators shuddered as Agent
Keesling added:

“I got hold of the coat and pulled. It
slipped from her shoulders and she slid
back into the cave.”

A strip from the youngster’s brown-
flowered, bell-bottomed slacks was
wrapped around her face and tied be-
hind her head. Underneath that strip,
said the officer, other strips of tee shirt
were holding a cloth gag that was
“crammed into her mouth like a fist.”

The slain girl’s blouse and bra were
down around her waist, torn and bloody.
One shoe was on the ground, the other
on her foot. In addition to the five bullet
wounds, there was a half-inch cut on the
girl’s forehead that exposed the skull.

“We gathered soil samples at the
scene,” said Keesling. “Then we had an
ambulance transport the body to Hol-
ston Valley Community Hospital for an
autopsy.”

Before the autopsy was performed, he
said, photographs were made of the
body. The prosecution prepared to intro-
duce those photographs as evidence and
Defense Attorney MclInturff sprang to his
feet with a vigorous objection,

“Such photographs have no bearing on
the guilt or innocence of the defendant,”
he said. “They can only be highly in-
flammatory and prejudicial.”

After a heated argument between op-
posing lawyers, Judge Byers ruled that
the jurors could view the pictures. The
defendant stared impassively at the offi-
cer as he testified, his head cocked to
one side like a mildly interested spec-
tator.

Then Agent Keesling began telling of
Bowen’s conduct and comments while
being interrogated. Again there were de-
fense objections on the grounds that the
defendant was not aware of his consti-
tutional rights.

Spectators leaned forward to hear the
lawyers argue. Then they leaned back as
Judge Byers sent the jury out so that
defense attorneys could question their
client off the record.

Bowen took the stand to claim Agent
Keesling and Deputy Bishop had never
advised him of his constitutional rights.
He said all he knew about such rights
was “whether I'm innocent or guilty,
and I'm innocent.” :

The defendant said he could ‘“write
and read some—the little words,” but
didn’t understand what Keesling was do-
ing when he read him his constitutional
rights. Bowen admitted he “talked quite
a bit” to the officers, but said he was
“threatened” into doing so.

“A short guy—I don’t know his name
—offered to take a pop bottle and beat
out my brains,” said Bowen. “And Kees-
ling said, ‘T'll blow out your brains with
a thirty-eight!”

“What else did he say,” asked De-
tense Attorney MecInturff. <

“He said, ‘If I don’t see you sent to
the penitentiary, I'll quit my job,’”
Bowen replied.

The accused said he “nearly had pneu-
monia” and was “feeling bad” when ar-
rested and questioned. He claimed he

had asked for a lawyer.

Both investigators disputed these
statements. Bowen “didn’t appear ill,”
Keesling asserted, and gave “sensible
answers” when questioned.

“He said he didn’t want a lawyer, that
he just wanted to talk to us,” said the
TBI agent. He said he then took notes
on what Bowen said and drafted a
statement from his remarks, but that
the defendant refused to sign the state-
ment, claiming he couldn’t read or write.

Deputy Bishop denied that Bowen was
threatened in any fashion, and said he
even tried to buy the suspect a Coke
from a hallway dispenser, but that his
offer was refused.

When the jurors came back, Judge
Bowen ruled that Agent Keesling could
quote the defendant, “since it does not
appear there was any attempt to deny
this man his constitutional rights.”

After hearing the rest of Keesling’s
testimony, some spectators were won-
dering what all the fuss was about. The
defendant had obviously talked a Iot,
but his statements did not appear to be
self-incriminating.

The agent said Bowen told him that
on the afternoon Betty Jean disappeared
he visited a relative’s restaurant in
Kingsport, then went to the house where
he was visiting and picked up his
brother-in-law.

They drove to a liquor store and the
brother-in-law bought two fifths of
booze with money Bowen furnished. Af-
ter they drank the whiskey, Bowen and
his wife argued over the drinking and
because Bowen had gotten his pants
muddy.

Bowen explained the muddy pants to
his wife, said Keesling, as a by-product
of a ‘stroll across a field to practice
archery. But the mud and the barley-
corn together roused her temper so
much she clouted Bowen with her purse,
said Keesling.

The officer said he asked Bowen if
he owned a .25 caliber pistol (the caliber
of the alleged death weapon) and Bow-
en denied ever having one. Bowen did
admit owning other handguns of other
calibers, said Keesling, but insisted he
never owned a .25 caliber.

“I asked him if he shot and killed
Betty Jean Necessary,” said the officer.
“He stated flatly that he did not.”

W hen Agent Keesling left the stand,
the prosectuion pulled a march on the
stork by calling an expectant mother
as a witness out of turn. She was Mrs.
Eva Ketron of the Bloomindale neigh-
borhood, and she was two days overdue
to give birth to a baby.

“We heard you might go to the hos-
pital any time,” said Assistant Prose-
cutor Calhoun. “So we thought we'd
better put you on the witness stand
while we can.”

The housewife smiled and nodded.
Then she testified that she knew the de-
fendant, and that late on the afternoon
of February 27th, she saw him stop his
car near her home and throw something
into a pond. This testimony didn't sound
important to spectators unfamiliar with
the case. To residents of Bloomindale,
however, it was significant. They knew
that the death weapon was allegedly re-
covered from a pond near Mrs. Ketron's
home.

After the mother-to-be left the stand,
several other witnesses supported Agent
Kessling’s version of the crime and the
investigation. Then Prosecutor Kirkpa-
trick surprised spectators by calling the
defendant’s wife as a witness.

According to law, she couldn’t testify

. against her husband, and her appear-

ance touched off heated -defense objec-
tions. She had, however, given investi-
gators a statement during the investiga-
tion.

It was this statement she was to be
questioned about, said Kirkpatrick, and
Judge Byers permitted the woman to
take the witness stand. Judge Byers told
the jurors not to regard Mrs. Bowen’s
remarks as evidence against her hus-
band, but to weigh them in evaluating
her credibility.

Questioned about giving officers a
statement, Mrs. Bowen said she did so.
The statement was read and she was
asked to deny or verify it.

The buxom brunette admitted quoting
her husband as saying, “I killed some-
body today. I didn’t mean to do it, but
now we can’t live here anymore.”

Mrs. Bowen, according to the state-
ment, went on to say Bowen told her he
buried his victim. He was crying at the
time, she said, and had been drinking,
so she didn’t take the admission too seri-

ously.

The defendant stared fixedly at his
wife, as if interested mainly in what
she had to say. He looked like anything
but a man whose spouse might be giving
highly incriminating testimony about
him,

Mrs. Bowen was followed to the stand
by her brother, the defendant’s former
drinking companion. He testified Bowen
gave him money to buy the whiskey
they shared that day in February.

“Bowen had plenty of money,” said
the brother-in-law. “He claimed he got
it by trading and selling some diamonds
he brought from Indiana.” While they
were drinking, said the man, and after
Bowen was under the influeéhce, he ad-
mitted killing somebody during the af-
ternoon.

He quoted Bowen as saying: “I shot
somebody today. I was shooting in the
bushes. When I went there, they was
dead.”

Later, said the witness, after he asked
Bowen who he killed, the defendant re-
plied: “You take everything too serious-
ly. I was only joking.”

As the parade of witnesses continued,
and as the audience grew until all stand-
ing room was occupied, it became ob-
vious that the most damning testimony
against him was coming from the de-
fendant’s in-laws. They clearly were not
trying to provide him with any alibi.

His wife’s mother told of watching
him batter “something white” to pieces
against a cinder block. She identified
bits of white plastic as fragments left on
the block. .

Bowen'’s father-in-law testified he saw
the defendant purchase a .25 caliber pis-
tol, then test-fire it into a garbage dump.
This, he said, was before Betty Jean was
slain,

On Thursday, the fourth day of the
trial, Bowen gazed phlegmatically at
Deputy Bishop as that officer identified a
battered, rush-splotched .25 caliber pis-
tol with shattered pearl handles.

The gun, said Bishop, was recovered
with a magnet from the pond where
Mrs. Ketron watched Bowen throw
something. Bishop identified a .25 caliber
slug as one recovered from the garbage
dump test site. Bowen also identified a
brown wool sweater as one confiscated
from Bowen when he was arrested.

The next witness, Betty Jean’s father,
Walter Necessary, told of his daughter’s
disappearance. Then he identified some
cllothing as that she wore when last seen
alive,



When a battery of expert witnesses,
all FBI technical specialists, began
trooping to the stand, the mountain of
evidence against Bowen grew percep-
tibly taller. It was, said one observer, as
if the prosecutors intended to sew Bow-
en up in a scientific net.

FBI stains expert Allison Sims said
two of eight stains found on Bowen’s
brown sweater were made by human
blood. Sims could not classify the blood
as to type, he said, because some chem-
ical substance in the fabric interfered
with his tests.

Myron Scholberg, an FBI hair and fiber
specialist, then testified that pubic hairs
taken from Bowen were “microscopical-
ly identical” to loose hairs recovered
from Betty Jean’s body. He said in
making over 10,000 such examinations,
he had found identical specimens from
both victim and suspect ‘“only about
five or six times.”

Scholberg said he found “many brown
fibers” on the strips of tee shirt material
used to bind the victim, and on the re-
mains of her bell-bottomed pants. All
these fibers, said Scholberg, matched
others taken from Bowen’s sweater.

Richard, Flack, an expert minerals ex-
aminer for the FBI, was the next wit-
ness. He said soil samples from Bowen’s
muddy pants had “all the physical char-
acteristics” of soil samples from the
death cave. The same, he said, was true
of reddish-yellow clay samples from a
pair of boots identified as belonging to
the accused. :

The most impressive scientific testi-
mony came from Frederick Smith, FBI
firearms expert, who had examined the
alleged death weapon and several slugs.
He said bullets from the victim’s body,
and the one recovered from the garbage
dump, all matched. -

Smith identified the gun from the
pond, said he had compared it to the five
slugs, and added: “My tests indicated
these bullets were fired from this pistol
to the exclusion of all other weapons.”

As a clincher, Smith said, fragments of
plastic—found where Bowen was seen
beating “something white” on a cinder
block—definitely came from the synthe-
tic pear! handle of the little pistol.

After the expert witnesses had finished
testifying, Judge Byers adjourned court
for the day at 4:30 p.m. He explained to
the jury that opposing attorneys had
been working until midnight all week
and needed some rest.

Friday morning, after brief testimony
by the 28th state witness, the prosecu-
tion rested. Under Tennessee law, Bow-
en had to be the first defense witness
if he was to testify at all. His attorneys
put him on the stand.

His testimony, in substance, was a
blanket denial of any guilt or any
knowledge of Betty Jean’s murder. Asked
by Defense Counselor McInturff if he
killed Betty Jean, Bowen replied:

“No, I did not!”

H e told the court that when he came
to Kingsport from Indianapolis, he had
$12,000 worth of diamonds, and that he
“swapped or sold” about $5,000 worth
during the week. He was not asked, and
did not say, how he acquired the gems.

Bowen testified he was a former men-
tal patient, that he had suffered head
injuries in various accidents, and that
he “blacked out” occasionally. He de-
nied ownership of the boots from which
soil samples matching those from the
death scene were taken.

“I was wearing slippers that day,” he
claimed.

Bowen also denied telling his wife or
brother-in-law that he killed anybody.
During the argument with his wife, he
said, “the name of a girl who had lied
on me” came up for discussion.

“I did say I'd like to kill that red-
headed bitch,” he said. “That’s the only
time I mentioned killing anybody.”

The defendant admitted buying a .25
caliber pistol, as his father-in-law had
testified, but claimed he sold it to “some
guy at a truck stop” the morning be-
fore the murder. He didn’t know the
buyer, he said, and hadn’t seen him
since. He denied throwing anything into
a pond. o

“Not to my knowledge, I didn't,” he
said. “I can’t remember some things.”

Denying he had battered a gun on
cinder blocks in his father-in-law’s
yard, Bowen said, “It was a piece of
metal from my tape recorder.”

The defendant repeated charges that he
only talked to officers after being threat-
ened, then denied telling TBI agent
Keesling that he never owned a .25 cal-
iber pistol. In short, his entire self de-
fense strategy was to deny everything.

On cross-examination by Prosecutor
Kirkpatrick, he said cuts and scratches
on his face when arrested were inflicted
by his wife during their family argu-
ment over muddy pants and booze.

Isn’t it a fact,” asked Kirkpatrick,
“that your wife bites her fingernails and
they stay bitten to the quick?”

“I don’t know,” said Bowen. “I don’t
check my wife’s fingernails.”

It was then that the prosecutor
launched his fierce verbal assault, shak-
ing his finger under Bowen’s nose, tick-
ing off—step by step—his reconstruction
of the rape and murder of Betty Jean
Necessary.

Bowen only shook his head, staring
blankly at the prosecutor in a manner
that gave credence to theories expound-
ed by the next witness. That witness
was Dr. Sheldon Gelburd, a psychologist,
who described the defendant’s mentality
as “dull normal to mentally defective.”

Dr. Gelburd quoted in-laws as saying
Bowen was given to “standing and star-
ing.” He said this indicated brain dam-
age, which could cloud one’s awareness
and “lead to a warped view of the
world.”

Prosecutor Kirkpatrick got the psy-
chologist to agree that approximately
one-fourth of all Americans fall in the
dull normal to mentally defective cate-
gory, and that such classifications are re-
lated to reading ability.

Then the state called as a rebuttal wit-
ness a psychiatrist, Dr. Robert White,
who said he had examined the defen-
dant and found no evidence of brain
damage. Dr. White said Bowen was not
mentally ill when examined, knew right
from wrong, and probably knew it at
the time of the slaying.

Finally, late on Friday, all the testi-
mony was in. Judge Byers recessed court
until next morning. When court recon-
vened the room was jammed with spec-
tators avid for the oratorical finale.

Defense Attorney MclInturff offered a
three-pronged argument against convic-
tion of his client. He said that most of
the state’s evidence was circumstantial,
some of the testimony was suspect, and
Bowen was not really responsible for his
own actions.

Prosecutor  Kirkpatrick, answering
each contention, declared Bowen was
guilty beyond the shadow of a doubt,
that he knew right from wrong, and that
there were no mitigating circumstances.

Like two maestros conducting different
compositions, McInturff and Kirkpatrick
went at their verbal point-counterpoint
duel with vigor.

Said MeclInturff: “They’re asking you
to take a life without a single eyewitness
that can say he killed the girl.”

Replied Kirkpatrick: “There are no
eyewitnesses because he killed the only
one.” .

Asserted McInturff: “He lives in a
world of fantasy. He indulged in a flight
from reality by picturing himself as a
big diamond merchant. I am convinced
that if he did it, he doesn’t know that he
did it. They are asking you to execute
a mental defective.”

Answered Kirkpatrick: “His story
about the diamonds was no hallucina-
tion. He did deal in diamonds and other
goods. He isn’t brilliant, but he falls in
the same category as one out of four of
us. Does that excuse us from following
the law?”

Pleaded McInturff: “I'm just as sorry
as anyone about this girl's death, but
adding one more tragedy will not help.
Don’t resort to barbarism in this case.”

Retorted Kirkpatrick: “The death pen-
alty for a crime of this nature has been
part of the history of mankind since the
beginning of time. The death penalty
is needed . . . to protect you . . . from
acts as those committed upon the body
of Betty Jean Necessary.”

MecInturff urged the jury to: “Remem-
ber they crucified the Savior of man
“when he wasn’t guilty, and I'm not say-
ing Fred Bowen falls in that category,
but he is a human being and I'm asking
you to show him mercy.”

Kirkpatrick concluded: “He didn't
show Betty Jean any mercy. She didn’t
die in dignity, or instantly; she died
cruelly, slowly, nakedly on a cold Feb-
ruary afternoon—with her hands bound
behind her back and a gag in her
mouth.”

After the last emotional phrase faded
from the courtroom, and as the jurors
shuffled out with Judge Byers’ instruc-
tions ringing in their ears, spectators
sat looking at each other and exchang-
ing predictions.

Most of them expected a conviction,
but would the verdict permit the defen-
dant to live or require him to die? That
was the question the audience pondered.

After an hour and 45 minutes, during
which time the panelists had lunch, jury
foreman Dawson Hughes sent word by
a baliff that a verdict had been reached.
It was brought in. Judge Byers told
Bowen to stand.

The defendant blinked a few times,
stared down at a desk top, then fixed
his characteristically blank gaze on the
jury. Finally he stood up.

Standing slouched, Fred Bowen lis-
tened to Judge Byers read the verdict
which ended, “with death by electrocu-
tion.” Then the judge told him he would
be executed on April 26, 1971, three
days after his 27th birthday.

Among  spectators filing silently from
the courtroom was Betty Jean Neces-
sary’s mother. She had remained dry-
eyed throughout the trial, even when
brutal details of her daughter’s death
were recalled.

Defense attorneys served notice they
would ask for a new trial. Judge Byers
gave them 30 days to do so. Unless they
succeed in overturning the verdict, Fred
Bowen must die for what Prosecutor
Kirkpatrick called, “the most brutal
crime imaginable.” ¢ o0
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Master Forger. ..

(Continued from pagé 8)

leave any fingerprints Thiel (and we .

know all this because of a very long
confession he was one day to make) ex-
amined Kendall's check book and found
much to his liking—a balance of slightly
more than half a million dollars.

Flipping the checkbook, which had
been about half used, back to the very
last page, Thiel tore out the three checks
that made up that page. Then, just on
the off chance that somebody should get
to that last page, find it missing and get
suspicious, Thiel introduced a cute trick.
He had come with a rubber stamp that
bore just two words:

CHECK IMPERFECT

and he stamped these two words on the
stubs of the three missing checks.

Thiel now put one of the checks into
the Protectograph, an anti-forgery de-
vice supposed to protect people like Ken-
dall from people like Thiel, and ran it
through for $76,000. Then, warming up
to his work and in a burst of generosity,
he ran through a second check for $86,-
000. Pocketing the third check, for which
he was to have no use, Thiel now sat at
Kendall's desk and studied the man’s
signature.

Next day, Alex sauntered into a trust-
ing trust company over in Newark, New
Jersey and, palming himself off as Mess-
more Kendall to a vice president of the
bank, said he wished to open a checking
account for an enterprise he was about
to start in Newark. He pulled out the
smaller of the two checks—the one for

76 grand—and, as the v.p. looked on,

dashed off Kendall's signature to the
stolen piece of paper.

“'m in mo hurry for this money,”
Thiel said to the banker, “so you will
have plenty of time for the check to clear
at my New York bank.”

The check cleared, from our boy’s point
of view, beautifully. A day after the
clearance of the first check, Alex popped
up at the bank again, this time to deposit
the second check. He had, between the
time of depositing the first check and
the time of the second deposit, repro-
duced, for himself, Kendall’s signature,
since he couldn’t trust himself with a
duplication job if more than 72 hours
elapsed. So, relying on his own version
of Kendall's signature as a guide, he
dashed off the forged name in the bank
employee’s presence on the second check.
The second check cleared, too, so that our
hero now had a balance of $162,000 in
his Newark account. )

Thiel had timed things so that he
opened the account in Newark early in
the month, thus giving him almost a
month to commit his theft before the New
York bank on which the forgeries had
been drawn sent out its monthly state-
ment to Messmore Kendall. Thus, after
the second forgery had cleared, Alex be-
gan to draw on his account and, by the
end of the month, he had made with-
drawals of $148,000, in checks for cash,
leaving a balance of $14,000, for one of
the biggest individual thefts in the his-
tory of American bank forgery.

It was when the lightning struck in
Kendall’s office with the arrival of his
monthly bank statement that Detective
Woods was summoned. The 40-year-old
ace of the Forgery Squad was a tall, thin

‘man with sharp penetrating eyes behind

silver-rimmed glasses. What Woods
wound up with was simply a description
of the man who was to become known

as Mr. X. About 40 years old. Conserva-
tive though expensive dresser. Blondish
hair, turning gray. Waxed moustache.
Blue eyes. Pasty complexion. Manicured
fingernails. Soft spoken with a trace of a
Mid-western drawl and a hearty, con-
fidential laugh. Cultivated as all hell and
bearing a striking resemblance to John
Barrymore.

“The damned trouble was, here at the
very beginning,” Detective Woods was
to tell me, “I knew I was dealing with
somebody new—and a rascal who could
carry a signature in his head.”

Thiel took a couple of years off after
the Capitol Theatre iob, permitting Archie
Woods, not knowing which way to look
for a clue to the solution of the crime,
to stew in his own syrup. Alex was, dur-
ing those two years, on and off the dope.
When he was off it he frequented a
speakeasy known as the Stork Club,
which was run by a man named Sher-
man Billingsley. It was at the Stork that
Thiel integrated himself into what was
to become known as New York's Cafe So-
ciety and he usually wound up a night
by taking some doll from the Stork down
to Christopher Street to see his etchings.

It was during the two years between
the Capitol Theatre crime and his next
job that Thiel mapped his plans for the
future. The smart thing to do, he decided,
would be to take a bank for a compara-
tively trivial sum—say five grand. That
would not raise so much official hell as
would a big bad check. A few five-grand-
jobs per annum, Thiel told himself, and
he would have a really fine life for him-
self.

It was in May of 1932 that Thiel
hopped up to Greenwich, Connecticut
and presented himself to a vice presi-
dent of the Putnam Trust Company.

“My name.” said Thiel, “is White—W.
Foster White and I have—ah—something
of a problem.”

“And what is your problem, Mr,
White?” asked the v.p.

“T would like to open an account with-
out my wife knowing it.” Thiel coughed
and feigned embarrassment. “You see,
I'm having a little marital difficulty so I
can't let you send my monthly state-
ments to either my home or my office.
In fact, I can’t have you get in touch
with me in any way—even by telephone
to my office.”

“But this is most unusual, Mr, White,”
said the v.p., who liked to stick to the
rules.

“It’s not unusual when you know the
facts,” said our boy, in his most confi-
dential, heart-warming tone. “My wife’s
sister, you see, is the telephone operator
at my offices.”

“Oh, said the v.p. in a burst of under-
standing and sympathy, “and she listens
in on everything?”

“Absolutely. And gets first look at all
the mail that comes in for me.”

“Thiel’s predicament put an entirely
different light on things.

W. Foster White, the man Thiel was
passing himself off as, was a prominent
manufacturer whose home and business
phones were in the Manhattan telephone
directory. Thiel had let himself into
White’s offices a couple of nights before
he appeared in Greenwich and taken a
check from the back of the book after
stamping the stub IMPERFECT.

Now, sitting there at the Greenwich
banker’s desk, with the banker looking
at his every move, Thiel dashed off a
check for five grand, made out to cash.
Then reaching into his memory for the
signature of W. Foster White, gleaned
two nights previously, Thiel dashed off
White’s signature.

The Greenwich banker explained to
Alex that he wouldn’t be able to draw
on the check until it had cleared the
New York bank where it was drawing
on. “Quite understandable,” said Thiel.
“Quite.” .

Thiel always dropped his baddies
early in a month so as to have plenty of
time to cash in and clear out, thereby
fuzzing memories before end-of-the-
month statements were mailed out to the
people whose accounts he had drawn on.
Thus it was about four weeks before
the real W. Foster White, riffling through
his checks from his New York bank,
noticed the one for five grand that he
had apparently cashed in Greenwich,
though he knew only too well that he
hadn’t.

It was this check that brought Detec-
tive Woods back into the picture. Woods
had just one thing he wanted to see: the
checkbook from which the Greenwich
check had been taken. When he exam-
ined the checkbook his eyes popped.
There, on the stub from which the
Greenwich check had been taken, was
stamped the word: IMPERFECT.

“This,” Woods explained to White, “is
the same son of a bitch that pulled that
Capitol Theatre job. He carried a stamp
with him to mark stubs imperfect when
he stole checks.”

Up to Greenwich rushed Woods. And
what kind of a description did he get of
the forger from the bank v.p. who had
dealt with him? A description that
matched, in important details, that which
Woods had obtained at the Newark bank
where the forger had deposited the two
big Messmore Kendall checks—about 40,
waxed mustache, nicely turned out,
smooth of tongue, and looking a lot like
John Barrymore,

But if Archie Woods thought he had
achieved a single damned thing toward
an early pinch of his man simply be-
cause he had connected the Greenwich
job with the Capitol Theatre job he had
another great big think coming,

After the Greenwich caper, Thiel had
a fine five years. Between 1932 and 1937
he averaged anywhere from 15 to 25
grand a year—with no taxes. It was now
that he began casing his banks before
opening fake accounts in them, the bet-
ter to get on the right side of the v.p.’s
he’d have to deal with in opening fake
accounts, Thus, when he was dealing
with a v.p. who wore a Masonic pin our
hero would be a Mason. And so on down
the line.

Thiel had one great thing going for him
during this period between 1932 and 1937
when Franklin D. Roosevelt was going
strong in Washington. The average bank-
er felt his blood pressure going up at
the mere mention of Roosevelt’s name
and when Thiel felt the need of further
ingratiating himself with a particular
v.p., he’d start talking about Roosevelt.
“Isn’t it terrible,” he’d say, “what that
man in Washington is up to now?” Or:
“When under God’s heaven is FDR going
to stop spending so much of our money?”

As a rule, the gimmick that .Thiel
used in hoodwinking a bank for five
grand or so was the one used in Green-
wich: He was having trouble with his
wife, and his wife’s sister worked in his
office, so would the bank be kind
enough not to do any writing or phon-
ing? When asked, under these circum-
stances, where he wanted his monthly
statement sent, Thiel, having a hard job
keeping himself from bursting out laugh-
ing, would say: “Oh, for the first month
or two, let me just call for it here at the
bank.” .

(Continued on page 54)
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—even more startling, now save up to $16 a month,
up to 50 gallons of gas each month,
without changing a single part on your car!

Laboratory reports . . . PLUS road tests d

tord

on India proving

grounds reveal you may now get as much as 37 miles of driving from each gallon
of gas . .. save up to 50 gallons of gas each month .. . save up to $200 on your

car each year!

Six months ago, for perhaps the first time
in history, the United States Government
issued patent protection to_an invention
that has been classified ILLEGAL! Sound
strange? Not really here’s why:

I'm sure you’re familiar with the famous
gasoline-economy tests run by all the
major oil companies. Well, do you know
thai the remarkable new invention de-
scribed on this page is actually banned
from these tests because it is TOO
EFFECTIVE! Do you know that because
this invention saves so much gasoline . . .
that because it Eives so much economy,
it is actually ILLEGAL for a test-driver
to fit one on_his car! And do you know
that because it boosts gasoline mileage up
to 11 more miles per gallon . . . it has
actually been QOUTLAWED in every
recognized cross-country economy run . ..
simply because the officials who conduct
these tests were forced to rule that it gives
all cars that have it AN UNFAIR AD-
VANTAGE!

In other words, if you are a person plan-
ning on entering one of these cross-coun-
try economy runs . . . then this message is
not_for you. YOU JUST WON'T BE
ALLOWED TO USE THIS NEW IN-
VENTION—-SORRY, BUT IT’S SIMPLY
ILLEGAL. BUT - if you are a person
who is not interested in setting any rec-
ords . . . who is only interested in getting
more miles per gallon than you ever
dreamed possible — and doing it the very
same way that many of America’s leading
corporations are doing at this very mo-
ment — then what you are about to read
is perhaps the most thrilling and exciting
news in automotive history.

TEST DRIVERS REPORT UP TO

11 MORE MILES PER GALLON -
The name of this great new invention is
the G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER . .. and
there is no ketter way to describe to you
the increased performance and economy
it will give you . . . than to tell you of the
“bombshell effect’” it had on research sci-
entists and testidrivers, who simply refused
to believe their own gasoline gauges when
they first tried it out. Look:

CUTS GASOLINE COSTS TO

AS LITTLE AS 1¢ A MILE
1. When the G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER
was first tested by the same research labo-
ratories used by Ford, General Motors
and Chrysler . . . results were so over-
whelming, (a staggering increase of up to

LOOK HOW EASY IT IS!

68 per cent) . . ., it actually lowered gaso-
ll\ilnli I%osts to as little as ONE CE! A

2. When tests were made by the world’s
leading auto rental system with this incred-
ible money saving invention . . . and then
test-run on the road and on such world fa-
mous proving grounds as.the Indianapolis
Speedway . . . the test-drivers of these
vehicles were absolutely amazed to see big
8 cylinder sedans get better gas-mileage
than small European economy cars!

3. When large tieet owners and some of
the nation’s largest taxi fleets tested fthis
great new invention to determine just how
much gas it would save them . . . the re-
sults were so dramatic that within 30 days
they reported savings of not hundreds . . .
but thousands of gallons of gas the very
first month alone!

UP TO 500 MILES OF DRIVING
FROM A SINGLE TANK OF GAS

Yes, from test after test . . , road tests,

laboratory tests, tests by some of the
world’s most famous drivers . . . come re-

R

: 30 DAYS OF DRIVING |

"ON A SINGLE TANK OF GAS!

o

HERE IT IS — IN ACTION — The miracle G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER, caught by the eye of ultra
high-speed cameras at one of the world’s most famous proving grounds, Yes,

here on the big

viewing console you see dramatic picture-proof of tests conducted by leading automotive

authorities at the Indianapolis Speedway . . . tests that PROVE you can now actually

take

ordinary gasoline . . . feed it into your engine in a new and different way . . . trigger it into

piston-driving energy . .

. and unleash a blazing source of

power for your car. For full

documented proof of just how this amazing new discovery can save you up to $200 in gasoline

bills in the next 12 months . . .
indianapolis test driver.)

read the rest of this page. (Tests performed by official

BEST PROOF OF ALL!
World’s Leading Rent-A-Car Company
Road-Tests Amazing New Invention
For 3 Solid Months , . . Then Orders
Fleet Of Cars IMMEDIATELY
EQUIPPED!
they report “Savings of up to 54 gal-
lons a montk per car”

Yes, from one of the nation’s largest
automobile fleet owners comes the
most dramatic proof of all . . . A
company that spends more money on
gasoline in one weekend than the
average person spends in a lifetime

. . they Yested this incredible new
invention and here is what they found.
BOOSTED GASOLINE MILEAGE A
WHOPPING 32% ON ALL CARS
TESTED. Wouldn’t you like to save
up to $207 a year on your car? For
full details read the rest of this page.

ports of cars that drive for hundreds and
hundreds of miles ON A SINGLE TANK
OF GAS! Reports of test cars from Ford,
General Motors, Chrysler that get more
miles per gallon today than when they
were brand new! Reports of big, uxury
sedans_that weigh 2142 times more than
small European cars . . . yet get better
mijeage, better performance and huge
dollar savings thanks to this new miracle
invention,

IF IT WORKS SUCH
MILEAGE-MIRACLES, HOW
COME THE CAR
MANUFACTURERS HAVEN'T

THEIR CARS? — THE ANSWE
IS THAT TWO ALREADY HAVE!

ONLY, instead of costing $100 to $150
(like the European booster-units) . . . the
G.T. ENERGY CHAMBER costs but a
mere fraction.

That’s because after years of intensive
research automotive experts have finally
found a way to simplify these booster
units . . . reduce the number of parts in
each unit . . . .mass produce them . . .
slash costs to a mere fraction . . . and
make them available at a price so low it’s
almost too ridiculous to mention. Why do
you realize what this means to you if you
are a person who is determined to save
yourself up to $16 a month on your gas
bills . . . up to 50 gallons of gas each
month . . . yes, up to $200 a year on
wasted gasoline.

INSTALLS IN MINUTES —
PAYS FOR ITSELF IN AS LITTLE
AS 15 DAYS!

It means that no matter what kind of car
you now have . . . no matter how old that
car may be . .. no matter what condition
it is in . . . no matter how many miles you
pile on each month . . . here at last is the
automotive discovery you’ve long dreamed
about . . . and has now come true.

Because, from this day on you too can
now save up to 500 gallons of gas each
and every year. NOW you too can drive
for weeks and weeks on end without ever
stopping at a service station, Now you too
can drive across 6 states of the union on
just a single tank of gas, blaze a trail
from New York to Chicago on just 2 or 3

tankfuls, In other words, perform mileage
miracles that only yesterday you thought
were impossible.

So if you too want to achieve the same
wondrous results as America’s Jargest
automotive fleet owners, by Indianapolis
test-drivers, and by research scientists at
the very same testing laboratories used by
Ford, Chrysler and General Motors, then
take advantage of this special Free-Trial
introductory offer. Remember, all you risk
is the few minutes it takes to fill out the
special reservation coupon below, and you
have a lifetime of driving convenience and
economy to gain.

THIS OFFER EXPIRES IN
15 DAYS - YOU MUST ACT NOW!

Now the price of the G. T. ENERGY
CHAMBER on this special introductory
offer is not the 15 or 20 dollarevyou might
expect . . . but only $5.95. Why, you’ll
save up to 10 times that amount in gaso-
line savings in no time at all . . . not to
mention the hundreds of gallons of gaso-
line and hundreds of dollars in money
you save year after ycar.

However, due to the enormous demands
of trucking companies, car-rental com-
panjes, taxicab fleets and other large
users, only a limited number of G. %‘
ENERGY CHAMBERS can possibly be

allocated each month for consumer orders.
Therefore, all orders must be filled on &
first-come, first-served basis. So to take
advantage of this limited introductory
. mail the no-risk coupon today!

offer . .

ORDER TODAY — ON FULL, MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

AMERICAN AUTOMOTIVE UNITS INC. Dept. 2009

minutes. Total savings on gas: up to

— enable your engine to extract more
$200 a year! Y g

piston-driving power, more raw, blazing
energy and more gasoline economy . .. L

| 4806 BERGENL .
By now you are probably wondering just | INE AVE. » UNION CITY, N.J. 07087 {
what is the G, T. ENERGY CHAMBER Please rush me the sensational G. T. Energy Chamber immediately! I understand
.. and how does it work? Well, to make | the price is $5.95 for which I enclose cash, check or money order. It is under- I
5 a long story short . . . if you were to look | stood that I may return the unit anytime for full purchase price refund if I am
— under the hood of one of those $20,000 not fully satisfied. |
All you do is simply attach the G. T. European luxury cars like the Maseratti | |
ENERGY CHAMBER on your fuel line. or the Aston-Marton, you would see sit- | Make of Car Year
Since it is a precision instrument, with ting in those engines . . . a special gasoline |
a special model for each make car, there unit . . . especially designed to extract | NAME |
are no spegial adjustments for you to more blazing power, more energy from
make. They've already been made for each gallon of gasoline. This remarkable | ADDRESS |
ou at the factory. You s'lmply screw it booster-unit 4s what gives these cars such | |
into place . . . and that's all. In fact, magnificent performance . . . such TOTAL CITY STATE 7
{E%;oaggﬁ{ you gﬁe?n:qok'i‘g;vtaails'i?g'e POWE . such increased engine effi- | P |
' ) 4 R — ciency. SPECIAL OQFFER: Purchase one for yourself and on i
and easy picture directions accompany And this is precisely what the G. T. I even more, Order two G.T. ENERGY HAMB[%RdS fOI?jlfl‘;{ ?Ogge?fsgsﬂn;:g? |
each unit. Total installation time: 3 to 5 ENERGY CHAMBER is designed t0 do | $1.00) same guarantee as above. Make of Second Car..... ... ... Year......... |

() C.O.D. orders enclose $1.00 deposit. Same money back guarantee.
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Detective Woods, like any good dick,
hated an unsolved case. Woods not only
had an unsolved case with Mr, X—as
he kept calling Thiel for want of a bet-
ter name—but it was an unsolved case
that kept getting maddeningly more so.

It was during this five-year span be-
tween 1932 and 1937 that Woods, having
gotten descriptions of Mr. X from quite
a few banks, had a police artist create a
likeness of the suspect. Now these like-
nesses were printed up in wholesale
batches and there wasn’t a bank in New
York that didn’t have them pasted up all
over. The big note that was struck in the
posters was that Mr. X bore a striking
resemblance to John Barrymore.

So it had to happen. One day John
Barrymore appeared in a Fifth Avenue
depository, two sheets to the breeze,
with a check for a single grand that he
had won in a poker game from a man
who had. an account in the bank. “Cash
this, please,” said Barrymore, with an
alcoholic burp.

The teller—a woman—Ilooked at the face
just outside of the window, then above
her at the drawing of Mr. X pasted
there, then at Barrymore again. “Just a
minute,” she said.

In a matter of seconds several other
tellers were measuring the half-bombed
actor, comparing him with the police
drawing, and agreeing with the teller
handling the check that the paper was a
forgery and that Barrymore wasn’t Bar-
rymore at all but Mr. X.

So the cops were quickly called and
Barrymore was grabbed. “What’s this”
thundered the great thespian, glowering
at 4 cop who was holding him.

“You’re Mr. X!” said one of the cops.

“Yes!” screamed the woman teller.
“You're not John  Barrymore at alll
You're the thief—Mr. X!”

John Barrymore had to do quite a lit-
tle acting to prove who he was—and
that he wasn’t Mr. X. And he left the
bank without what he had come in for—
cash for a good check.

By the last half of 1937, when Thiel
was in his eighth year of his war against
the banks, his likeness, up there in the
bank cages, had become something of a
headache to the tellers. The little money
changers, with their brush mustaches,
neatly-knotted blue ties and blue serge
suits, had come to regard Mr. X as an
occupational hazard. More than one tel-

. ler had gotten the sack because he had

cashed a check for Mr. X,

The forgers operating in and around
New York had come to look upon Mr. X
as a sort of an occupational hazard, too.
Detective Woods and other members of
the Forgery Squad, quietly desperate to
nail Mr. X, whoever the hell he might
be, were picking up for questioning so
many forgers that-some of the bad-
check boys were actually driven into
lives of honesty.

It was on November 19, 1937 that Alex
Thiel, through a little slip-up, opened a
series of events that were to prove very
unfortunate—not for himself but for an
innocent man. Dropping into the Trust
Company of North America, in down-
town Manhattan, Thiel, palming himself
off as one George Workmaster, a securi-
ties dealer, opened an account with a
check for $4,576. The check was drawn
on an account in the Central Hanover
Bank and Trust Company that was
maintained for the heirs of a man named
McAlpin and which was known as the
McAlpin Estate Fund.

In opening the account, Thiel, now in
his 47th year, and, as usual, as suave
and immaculate, explained to the secre-

tary of a vice president of the Trust
Company of North America that he was
one of the McAlpin heirs, He added the
usual baloney: He was having trouble
with his wife and would appreciate it if
the bank didn't do any checking at his
home or at his office, there his wife’s
sister worked. He had been pulling this
same dodge for more than seven years
now, but nobody in any of the banks
ever seemed to recall or recognize it
until it was too late.

Thiel made his killing—$4,150—and was
out of sight long before the first-of-the-
month statements went out from the
banks and the forgeries came to light.
Detective Woods, zooming to the bank,
got assorted descriptions of the forger
from four different people in the bank
who had seen and dealt with the man.
Some fitted Mr. X; some didn’t.

In looking over the data that the for-
ger had given when opening the account,
Woods got hold of a telephone number:
Whitehall 4-2567. This was the number
that the forger had given as that of
Workmaster, the man he was represent-
ing himself to be, But Woods, in check-
ing the number, found that it was incor-
rect. Workmaster’s number was White-
hall 4-2657 not Whitehall 4-2567.

In checking the incorrect phone num-
ber—Whitehall 4-2567—Detective Woods
found that it was that of a dealer in un-
listed securities. Dropping in on the
dealer, Woods described Mr. X—a man
who looked like John Barrymore—and
asked him if he knew anyone of that
description.

“You must be talking about Bertram
Campbell,” the securities dealer said to
the detective.

“Who’s Bertram Campbell?” asked
Woods.

“A man who deals in unlisted securi-
ties. He comes in here to use the phone.”

“Seen him lately?”

“No. Not for a couple of months now.”

“Where does this Bertram Campbell
live?”

“Out on Long Island—in Freeport.”

“How’s he fixed for money, do you
know?” .

“Now that you mention it, not so

ood.”

“Just what do you mean?” the sleuth
asked.

“Oh, Bert’s been having a rough time
of it lately. He hasn’t been selling much
and last time I talked to him his credi-
tors were breathing down his neck.”

Woods took a run out to Freeport,
Long Island and poked around Bertram
Campbell’s neighborhood. There he
learned that Campbell had—immediately
after Mr. X had started swindling the
Trust Company of North America—gone
around town paying up his most press-
ing bills. From Campbell’s settled-up
creditors the sleuth learned something
that simply fascinated him. Campbell, in
settling . up, had used one-hundred-dol-
lar bills, fresh off the presses. Mr. X, in
taking the bank, had asked nothing but
C-notes.

Now Woods got down to what he really
wanted to know about Campbell: What
did the man look like? He found this
out by tarrying around Campbell’s
house one morning and tailing him to

the Long Island Railroad station. He saw

almost at once that Campbell was quite
a way from fitting the image of Mr. X
that he had been building up in his
mind for seven years. Campbell had
blondish hair and a waxed mustache and
was quite a dresser but his resemblance
to Mr. X ended there. He was much
heavier than Mr. X, he had brown eyes
where Mr. X had blue eyes and, when

Woods heard Campbell talking to another
commuter at the railroad station, he no-
ticed that Campbell had a decided Eng-
lish accent in comparison to Mr. X's
which had seemed to strike of the Mid-
dle West.

“I didn’t think Campbell was Mr. X,”
Woods explained to me on a later day,
“but I picked him up for questioning
and possible identification as a matter
of routine.”

And what happened? Bertram Camp-
bell was immediately identified as Mr.
X by two men and a woman with whom
the latter had dealt with at the Trust
Company of North America.

Campbell protested that a mistake was
being made, that he had never been
near the Trust Company of North Amer-
ica during Mr. X’s visits there or at any
other time. Those hundred-dollar bills he
had settled his debts with immediately
following Mr. X’s obtaining C notes at
the jug? Campbell explained that he had
obtained the C notes in a stock deal—ten
C notes—in Rochester, New York almost
a month previously but when the Ro-
chester police checked with the dealer,
a shady character, he couldn’t seem to
recall Campbell.

Detective Woods checked on the banks
Mr. X had bilked during seven years.
Nobody could identify a photo of Camp-
bell as Mr. X. Yet the three people in
the Trust Company of North America
who had dealt with the forger stuck fast-
er than ever to their identification of
Bertram Campbell as the culprit.

New York’s crime-busting district at-
torney in January, 1938, the month
Campbell was identified by three wit-
nesses, was Thomas E. Dewey, the little
man once described as bearing a strik-
ing resemblance to the figure of the
bridegroom on the wedding cake. In
looking things over relating to Campbell
and Mr. X, Dewey, who was later to be-

. come governor of the Empire State, hit

upon an unexpected solution to the
problem of Campbell not looking like
Mr. X. Campbell, Dewey decided, had
been an associate of Mr. X who, while
not associated with previous Mr. X jobs,
had pulled the one at the Trust Com-
pany of North America.

So Bertram Campbell, charged with
that crime, was indicted, arrested, pho-
tographed fingerprinted and placed in
The Tombs prison in default of high bail.
Next morning, Thiel, reading in the Daily
News that Bertram Campbell had been
pinched and jugged for a job he himself
had done, studied the photo of Campbell
that accompanied the story. Noticing that
Campbell didn’t look very much like
him, Thiel put down the paper and
looked off into space. “The dumb
clucks,” he muttered to himself, refer-
ring to the people responsible for
Campbell’s arrest.

Feeling sorry for somebody for the
first time since he could remember,
Thiel decided he had to do something to
help Campbell. What he could have done,
of course, was drop into District Attorney
Dewey’s office and made a clean breast of
everything. But such extreme action was
out of the question, naturally.

So our hero did the next best thing.
He got off two letters—one to the Dis-
trict Attorney, the other to the Daily
News—simply pointing out that the law
had nailed the wrong man. The trouble
with the letters was that Thiel couldn’t
go into impressive detail. So what hap-
pened to the letters? The one to the D.A.
went into the files, practically unread,
and the one to the News went into the

(Continued on page 56)
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waste basket, almost completely unread.

Curious' as all hell, Thiel attended
Campbell’s trial. He sat up front com-
pletely mystified as the two men and
the woman who had dealt with Campbell
in the Trust Company of North America
caper positively identified the man who
had come into the jug and taken it. The
result was that Bertram Campbell was
found guilty and given a five-to-ten
year jolt in Sing Sing.

Campbell had no sooner checked into
Sing Sing than Thiel, still sorry for the
man, pulled one of his jobs at a bank in
Brooklyn. When Thiel’s latest handiwork
came to light and Woods hustled over to
the bank, the first thing he wanted to
know was what the gyp artist had
looked like. “Just like John Barrymore,”
replied a teller who had dealt with the
crook.

There was no doubt now, in Woods’
mind, that something had gone far
wrong with the conviction of Bertram
Campbell. But what could he do without
the conviction of a man who had been
identified by three witnesses? Not a
damned thing, if he wanted to keep out
of trouble.

Thiel, or Mr. X, continued his cunning
work—one bank after the other. And it
remained the same for both Mr. X and
Detective Woods: The banks had been
taken for almost a month before the
thefts were discovered and weeks after
Mr. X had last been seen.

It was in 1940, when Alexander D. L.
Thiel was in the 10th year of his war on
the banks, that he was so gone on the
dope habit that he faced a problem.
Needing more loot than he felt he could
safely take from the New York banks
without calling too much attention to
himself, Alex began dropping bad checks
up and down the Atlantic Seaboard—
from Boston to Baltimore. This involved
his crossing state lines and that brought
the FBI into the picture.

At first, the FBI, running known sam-
ples of Mr. X’s handwriting through the
detection mill, was puzzled. They could-
n't come up with any criminal signa-
ture that matched with Mr, X’s way of
dotting i's, crossing t’s and shading let-
ters. .

In July of 1941, after Bertram Campbell

had done three years in the can, he was
released. Taking odd jobs, and being
pretty much of a broken man for having
gone to prison for a job he hadn’t done,
he was dwelling in something of a night-
mare. Two and a half years after Camp-
bell’s release, at the end of 1943, some
13 years after Thiel had begun opera-
tions, Thiel simply dropped from the
picture. Months and months and months
passed and there were no jobs by our
expert in New York or at banks in other
states.

“Maybe the bum takes dope and is
getting treated somewhere,” one FBI man
said to another. “Let’s do a little check-
ing.”

Thus it came to pass that in January,
1945, little more than a year after the
last of the Mr. X jobs had been pulled,
that the ¥BI running through the rec-
ords of the United States Narcotics Bu-
reau, detected the signature of one jun-
kie that bore, to the handwriting ex-
perts, certain characteristics of Mr. X.
And who was that particular junkie?
His name was Alexander D. L. Thiel and
he was, and had been for about a year,
a patient in the United States Public
Health Hospital in Lexington, Kentucky.

Before doing anything, the FBI sum-
moned Detective Woods and the New
York dick and a couple of G-men flashed
Thiel’s photo on everyone who could
still be located who had dealt with Mr.
X since he had first begun operations by
taking the owner of the Capitol Theatre
for a big bundle. About a score of bank
people who had dealt with Mr. X, in-
cluding two of the three whose testi-
mony had sent the innocent Bertram
Campbell to the big house, positively
identified Alexander D. L. Thiel as the
man Detective Woods had for years now

been calling Mr. X for want of a better-

name.

So Thiel was now taken from the Ken-
tucky dope hospital to the office of the
United States Attorney in New York. The
statute of limitations had run out on
many of Thiel’s jobs but he was quick to
confess to the assistant U.S. Attorney
handling the case, to the G-men and to
Detective Woods, that he had done all
of the jobs within the statute of limita-
tions—except the one Bertram Campbell
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had gone away for. He wouldnt open
his mouth on this one—just then—nor
would he yet discuss his first big one at
the Capitol Theatre.

Bertram Campbell, though, reading in
the papers about Thiel’s arrest, wondere d
if Thiel hadn’t been the criminal whe
had committed the crime for which he
he had wound up in Sing Sing. So Camp-
bell paid a visit to the office of the United
States Attorney at a time when Detective
Woods happened to be there talking
about Thiel. “I wonder if somebody’d ask
this man Thiel if he committed the crime
that I went away for,” Campbell said to
both Woods and an assistant U.S. Attor-
ney.

So Woods and a man from the U.S.
Attorney’s office went to the jail where
Thiel was being held in default of bail
he couldn’t raise, When the U.S. Attor-
ney’s man shot the question at the pri-
soner—“Did you commit the crime that
Bertram Campbell was convicted of?”—
Thiel was silent for a while. Then he
said: “Yes, I did that job, too. I tried to
tell them they were wrong—by sending
letters to Dewey’s office and to the Daily
News—but nobody paid a bit of attention
to me.”

It was now that two of the three wit-
nesses in the job that Campbell had gone
away for were taken to look at Thiel in
person. “That’s him,” they said, prac-
tically in unison.

The next visitor that the prisoner Thiel
had was Bertram Campbell. The two
men not only didn’t look a lot like each
other but didn’t even look like cousins.
They just measured one another for quite
a little while. Then Thiel spoke the only
words that were to pass between the
pair: “I'm sorry for all the trouble T've
caused you, Mr. Campbell.”

Thiel, out of circulation now—and it
was hoped, for good-—got two sentences
—four years in a Federal jug for his
inter-state jobs and five-to~ten years in
Sing Sing for two of his later New York
jobs. And away he went—the end, it was
to be hoped, of the work of a man who
had but to look at a signature to repro-
duce it.

Now Bertram Campbell was visited by
the thought that he ought to get some
money for his false arrest and imprison-
ment. His initial move was to seek a
pardon. Here to whom did he run into—
again—but Thomas E. Dewey, now gov-
ernor of the Empire State. Dewey granted
Campbell a full pardon in the summer
of 1945,

Next, with the pardon as a weapon,
Campbell got a lawyer who used it to
club the State of New York into grant-
ing Campbell $115,000 for what was
called humiliation and lost wages. And
what did Campbell do with the dough?
First he had to give the lawyer who got
it for him quite a slice of it. Then, while
the award itself wasn’t taxable, Camp-
bell, well behind in his state and fed-
eral taxes from the days before his false
arrest, had to cough up with his back
levies.

As if the three chunks out of his
award—to the lawyer and to the state and
to Uncle Sam—weren’t enough, Camp-
bell’s health suddenly took a nose dive.
Then, less than three months after he
was given the award, he died—in Sep-
tember, 1948, .

Alexander D. L. Thiel got through
his federal term and was transferred to
Sing Sing after Campbell had died. Re-
leased from Sing Sing in 1951, the first
thing Thiel did was go back on the dope.
In less than a year, in April of 1952,
Alexander D. L. Thiel, mind and body
pretty well gone, died, in his 64th year
in a Chicago flophouse. ¢
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Mutilation-Killer...

(Continued from page 35)

ger, were particularly beautiful at this
time of the year.

Scheffel was no longer a young man
and, as a consequence, he did not walk
very fast. He was, in any case, in no
hurry and, if the thought of the Terror
of Augsburg crossed his mind at all, it
was with equanimity. The Terror only
attacked women.

It was almost exactly 11 o’clock when
he stepped out of the footpath through
the woods into the little, grassy clearing.
It was a charming place, more like an
illustration in a children’s book than a
real forest glade. It appeared, however,
that the ogre of the fairy tales had been
there.

Lying in the middle of the clearing
was the figure of a young woman, She
lay on her back, legs parted and her
dress had been bunched up around her
waist, Certain things had been done to
her sexual organs which shocked Kurt
Scheffel very much, but not nearly as
much as they would have shocked In-
spector Schreiber. There was a deep
crease around her neck which concealed
a tightly knotted silk stocking, but which
merely puzzled the retired railwayman.

There was no doubt that the woman
was dead. Her face was nearly black and
the tongue protruded horribly. Scheffel
read the newspapers and he knew what
he was confronted with.

“The Terror!” he muttered, looking
nervously around the clearing. Aside
from a pair of butterflies, sporting in
the autumn sun, nothing moved. It was
much too quiet.

Although Kurt Scheffel retraced his
steps much more quickly than he had
come, it was some considerable distance
to the nearest telephone and it was, con-
sequently, past noon before Inspector
Schreiber, Dr. Kuhlmann and Sergeant
Fliesser arrived at the scene. They too
had had to walk, for although the clear-
ing was scarcely more than a half mile
from the city limits of Augsburg, the
nearest motor road was almost equally
distant.

The inspector did not bother to ask the
doctor this time if it was the Terror of
Augsburg who had struck again. He was,
by now, far too familiar with the trade-
marks of the strangler. What did puzzle
him was the inaccessability of the scene.

“How in Heaven’s Name did he get
her out here?” he demanded. “She must
have come willingly. He couldn’t have
carried her all this way. Was she killed
here? Can you tell, doctor?”

“It appears so,” replied the doctor.
“See, there are the marks of where her
heels dug into the ground. That must
have been during the death struggle.
Yes. I would say that she was killed
right here.”

“Well, she must have been insane to
go off into the woods with a man after
all the publicity that these murders have
had,” said the inspector. “She must have
known him well, a relative or her flance
possibly.”

“Pm afraid not, Chief,” said Fliesser
who had been examining the woman’s
pocket book where it lay a short distance
from the body on the grass. “It’s another
prostitute. Anneliese Schoetz, according
to her papers. She was thirty-four.”

There followed the usual investiga-
tions and the usual autopsy. The autopsy
showed that Anneliese Schoetz had died
on the preceding night some time before
midnight and that she had not been sub-

jected to forced sexual relations. The in-
vestigations produced nothing.

In despair, the inspector offered his
resignation. It was refused. There were
no measures that could have been taken
that had not been done. It was not the
inspector’s fault that the killer remained
at large. There was simply no clue as to
his identity.

The murder which followed on De-
cember 17, 1968 came as an almost antic-
ipated event. Once again, the victim was
an aged widow. Mrs. Hildegard Degen-
hart, 74 years old and bed-ridden, was
found in her bed on the morning of the
eighteenth by her landlady who had
come to bring her a cup of tea. A pair
of long tailor's shears which had be-
longed to her ‘deceased husband had
been driven through her throat. The
murderer had remained long enough to
gather up the few wvaluables in the
apartment and to rearrange the body
and carry out certain indecent opera-
tions on the lower part of the old wom-
an’s body. There were no clues and no
fingerprints.

“Apparently he’s changed his meth-
ods,” said the inspector bitterly. “This is
the first one that he’s stabbed. Any in-
dication as to how he got in?”

“Yes,” said Sergeant Fliesser. “The
kitchen window isn't fastened. He ap-
parently just pushed it open and stepped
in from outside. The landlady says that
the catch has been broken for years.”

“And he happened to come along,
pushed against it, saw it was open and
went on in,” said the inspector. “That’s
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what makes this fellow so dammably
hard to trace. He’s completely indiscrim-
inating. Whenever he has a chance, he
kills a woman. He doesn’t care who it is.
It can be a prostitute or a grandmother.
About the only thing he hasn’t done yet
is to kill a young girl!”

Then, on May 14, 1969, he did.

The murder toock place on a sunny
Wednesday morning in a little meadow
called the Wertach-Auen just outside
the city. Elisabeth Vopper, a 21-year-
old student nurse, had gone to the mea-
dow to walk and pick a few spring
flowers. An hour later, her body,
stripped naked and with gaping, bloody
wounds in the throat, was found by
other strollers. She lay in an obscene
posture and certain things had been
done to her genitals.

This time, for a change, there was no
shortage of witnesses. All told 28 persons
appeared at the headquarters of the po-
lice and reported having seen the pre-
sumed murderer. None of them, how-
ever, had realized that he was the mur-
derer until after he was gone.

The descriptions tallied with remark-
able exactness and the police artist had
little difficulty in preparing a composite
sketch. When he was finished, however,
the portrait was that of a man who could
have been anyone of 10,000 Augsburg
residents. Nonetheless, the witnesses all
agreed that the picture was a very good
likeness of the man that they had seen
and it was printed on posters and dis-
tributed everywhere in the city and in
the districts surrounding it.

The news of the seventh murder

spread through the city like wildfire,
Meadows and parks were deserted and
every prostitute in the city walked her
beat with a gun in her girdle. Innocent
men who vaguely resembled the drawing
made from the descriptions of the wit-
nesses were occasionally dragged pro-
testing into police stations and, in some
cases, nearly lynched. All proved to be
innocent of the murders.

In Wiesbaden, the case of the Terror
of Augsburg and his seven victims was
presented in the famous television pro-
gram, “Case XY ... Unsolved,” to a na~
tional audience. It remained unsolved,
although dozens of calls from the public
were received following the broadcast.

“The trouble is,” mused the inspector,
who had lost a great deal of weight and
even more sleep, “he isn’t consistent.
Some he strangles manually. Some he
strangles with their stockings. And some
he stabs.”

“But’ always in the throat,” said the
doctor, “and he always tampers with the
genitals, regardless of the age of the
woman. It's the same fellow all right, if
that's what you're thinking.”

“I don’t know what to think any
more,” said the inspector. “If I were su-
perstitious, I'd think that it was the
devil. It’s absolutely impossible that a
man should kill seven women, one after
the other, with the whole Augsburg po-
lice force on his trail and, you must re-
member, we still haven’t a single clue.
Why hasn’t somebody recognized him
from the drawing? The witnesses say it's
an exact likeness.”

The doctor did not answer. No answer
was possible. There was nothing to do
but wait and hope,

The deadly series continued. Septem-
ber of 1967 and 1968 had been good
months for the Terror. September of
1969 was no exception. By now, the city
resembled an armed camp with houses
locked and barred at the onset of dusk,
the streets deserted of women and girls
and police stationed on almost every
corner. Nonetheless, on the evening of
September 19, 1969, the stranger struck
again!

On the morning of the 20th, an old
customer, arriving to buy his daily pack-
age of cigarettes and finding the little
tobacco stand still closed, had gone
around to rouse the owner, Mrs, Maria
Ganser in her apartment behind the
shop.

But Mrs. Ganser was beyond rousing.
The 76-year-old widow lay stretched on
the floor of her living room in an awk-
ward position and indecently exposed.
She had been strangled by a man’s bare
hands.

“Is the fellow invisible?” said the in-
spector in exasperation “This is a busy
street. Someone must have seen him go
into the building. When did you say she
was killed?”

“Between ten and eleven in the even-
ing,” Dr. Kuhlmann said. “It’s precisely
the same pattern all over again. I'll
wager that if you ever do catch the
fellow, you’ll find that he didn't know
a single one of his victims. He just takes
any woman available and the only rea-
son that there have been so many old
ones is that they’re more careless. They
think they haven’t anything to fear.”

“They should know they have by
now,” said the inspector grimly.
“Search the place thoroughly, Martin.
These old ladies frequently don't trust
banks. Whatever she had may have been
hidden here in the apartment.”

“It was,” said Sergeant Fliesser.
“Under the mattress. He found it. There’s
nothing left but a little leather bag.”
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There were, as usual, no fingerprints
or other clues, but the inspector had
been correct in one respect. Some one
had seen a strange man go into the
apartment building where Maria Ganser
had lived. He was described as being of
medium height and ordinary looking.
There was no report as to how his hair
had been combed and the witness
thought that he had been wearing a hat.
The inspector was quite certain that the
hair had been parted on the left side.

“There isn’t even any pattern in the
dates of the murders,” noted the inspec-
tor as he studied the list on his desk.
“The only thing you can say is that he
seems to like May. He’s not missed a
May since 1966. Even the number per
year isn’t consistent. Two in 1966. One
in 1967. Three in 1968. And now two in
1969.”

“So far,” said Sergeant Fliesser. “1969
isn’t over yet. He may strike again in
December, as he did last year.”

The Terror of Augsburg was not so
patient. It was a Saturday morning, the
first of November, 1969 when the young
girl with the mini-skirt and a striking
lack of make-up appeared at police
headquarters and asked to see Inspector
Schreiber.

“My-—our—employer is missing,” she
said. “I'm-—we’re afraid that something
may have happened. All the murders,
you know. The girls voted for someone
to come down and tell the police and I
got the short straw.”

“Your employer?” asked the inspector,
eyeing the girl curiously. “What’s her
name? Who are you? What kind of a
business does she have?”

The girl seemed slightly embarassed.
“It's a registered house,” she murmured,
casting down her eyes and tugging at the
hem of the mini-skirt. “Her name’s Al-

bertine Schall. She’s sixty-two years old
and she’s been missing since yesterday
afternoon.”

“You mean a bordello?” the inspector
asked. “Well, no need to be embarrassed.
Do you think I've spent twenty years in
the police and don’t know that we have
bordellos in Augsburg? Have you any
idea where she might be?”

The girl did not. Albertine Schall had
gone out on Friday afternoon and had
simply never returned. In view of the
circumstances, the inspector took the re-
port very seriously and a large scale
search was immediately launched.

The police did not find Albertine
Schall, but two days later, an insurance
salesman did. He had gone out to his
little garden on the edge of the city to
check the winter cabbages. Albertine
Schall was inside the tiny garden house
which he used for storing tools and gar-
den chairs. There had been barely room
for the killer to spread her legs, ‘but he
had managed it.

In her throat and upper chest were
eighteen knife wounds. She had been
killed on the evening of October 31st
and apparently in the garden house it-
self. The small amount of money which
she carried was missing from her hand-
bag and her jewelry had also been
stripped away.

“It's incomprehensible!” said the in-
spector. “How in God’s Name did the
murderer persuade her to accompany
him to that lonely, isolated garden house
after there have been eight murders of
women in this city in the last three
years? That was an experienced, hard-
headed woman. Why did she take such a
chance?”

There was no answer and perhaps
there never will be one. Despite the
thousands of leads that the Augsburg

police have followed up since the murder
of Hedwig Saschnew in 1966, the identity
of the Terror of Augsburg remains as
much of a mystery as ever. So far, there
have been no murders in 1970,

In the meantime, one of the inspector’s
colleagues, Sergeant Hans Maierhanser,
of the Augsburg Traffic Police, has come
up with a program which he hopes may
still save the lives of future victims. and
possibly even result in a solution of the
case.

Sergeant Maierhanser is a judo expert
and he has begun judo classes for wom-
en and girls in the Senkelbach police
station. At the moment, he has 70 women
enrolled and a waiting list of hundreds.
The women of Augsburg may be de-
fenseless in the powerful hands of the
Terror, but at least, they are determined
to go down fighting.

The investigations are also proceed-
ing. Photographs are now being circu-
lated of a pair of field glasses which the
police believe belong to the murderer.
They will not say where they were
found nor has any information been re-
leased on exactly what the Terror of
Augsburg does to his victims’ private
parts. The information is being kept se-
cret until a suspect has been found.

¢e0

Eprtor’s NoTe:

In order to comply with German
police regulations regarding publica-
tion of the mames of police officers
and to protect the identities of per-
sons other than police officers, the
following names, as used in the fore-
going story, are fictitious: Sepp Holz-
hauer, Karl Schreiber, Martin Flies-
ser, Bernt Kuhlmann, Uli Voss,
Verena Bayer and Kurt Scheffel.
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Add Arson
To Murder

(Continued from page 45)

duty to report the incident so that the
guilty parties “can be brought to justice
and be punished for their crime.”

After leading the detectives and sher-
iff's officials to the scene of the alleged
murder, rescue workers dragged the river
and recovered the tree surgeon’s mu-
tilated body. When Cline gave police a
signed statement outlining the details of
the murder and named the reputed slay-
ers, police arrested Lannie Wayne Mil-
ler, 18, and Steven Dempsey Cardwell,
19. Another youth was also arrested but
he was later released after he was able to
prove that he was not actually involved
in the butcher knife slaying.

Following an exhaustive investigation
by city police and Sheriff Phelps, it
turned out that Cline, who had reported
the murder, was deeply involved in the
slaying. According to police and the
signed statements of several persons who
testified in court, it was Cline who first
grabbed Mr. Morrow after the trio de-
cided to rob him.

Police said the incident occurred
along the river bank not far from where
the victim’s body was recovered. The
youths reportedly were driving the old
man around, searching for his car, which
he told the three he had loaned to some
young girls.

According to testimony later present-
ed in court, Cline discovered that Mor-
row was armed with a pistol and called
to his accomplices for help when the
tree surgeon reached for the sidearm. De--
tective Major Ashby testified later that
Miller signed a statement that he went to
Cline’s aid. According to the statement
read by Ashby, Miller said, “I had a
knife in a scabbard in my pants and I
got it out and stabbed him.”

After Miller allegedly knifed the man
once, Major Ashby said, Cline is re-
Eorted to have said, “Kill him! Kill

im/l”

Following a preliminary hearing be-
fore County Judge Pro-tem J. David
Cole in Warren Circuit Court, Miller,
Cardwell and Cline were bound over to
the grand jury on June 19th, one day
before Eva McDaniels was murdered.
The trio was indicted for willful mur-
der on June 29th.

When the cranial examination on Mrs.
McDaniels’ body was completed, about
two hours after her burned and blud-
geoned body was removed to the morgue,
Coroner Kirby notified Sheriff's Cap-
tains Wood and Montgomery what the
autopsy had revealed.

“There’s no question about it,” Kirby
told, the investigators, “the woman was
dead before the fire started. You'd better
get the sheriff out here.”

Sheriff Phelps arrived at the City-
County Hospital morgue about 2 am.
and was briefed on the dead woman’s
fatal injuries.

“The skull is fractured in at least two
or three places,” Coroner Kirby advised
Sheriff Phelps. “We can count a dozen
or so blows, any one of which could have
caused death.”

“Then it is homicide—right?” the top
county lawman asked.

“Absolutely,” Kirby replied. “There’s
not a sign of carbon monoxide in her
system.”

The coroner said tests were scheduled
to determine whether the elderly woman

had been sexually molested. Also set for
microscopic inspection by crime labora-
tory technicians were fingernail scrap-
ings, since there reportedly were indica-
tions that Mrs. McDaniels had fought
with her killer. When Sheriff Phelps ar-
rived at the slaying scene, he found oth-
er signs suggesting there had been a

struggle in the dead woman’s bedroom.

“According to a neighbor woman who
was visiting Mrs. McDaniels a few hours
before the fire,” a detective told Sheriff
Phelps, “the door between the bedroom
and kitchen was undamaged when she
was here. As you can see, it's almost
broken from its hinges now. Lieutenant
Watson said that’s the way he found it
when he entered the house.”

Sheriff Phelps peered at the charred
remains of the upset furniture in the
room and noticed a couple of bureau
drawers which had escaped complete
burning and were floating in the two-
inch deep water on the floor.

“Looks like the room was ransacked,”
the sheriff mumbled.

“Yeah, and I wouldn’t be surprised if
this was done by whoever robbed her a
while back,” a detective said. “If you'll
recall, Sheriff, they got her for $1,500 at
that time, and she was foolish enough to
say publicly that she was lucky they
didn’t get a lot more.”

“That was a burglary, wasn’t it?” the
sheriff asked.

“That’s the way it was officially re-
corded,” the city cop said, “but I think
it actually amounted to the work of a
sneak thief. You know how guys were
always drifting in and out of here. Looks
like somebody got caught this time,
though, and I'll bet Eva put up a helluva
battle for her money.”

“T don’t think I'd want to tangle with
her when she was mad,” another inves-
tigator said. “She must have weighed
over 200 pounds and was as strong as an
ox, despite her age.”

Throughout the rest of the night, de-
tectives questioned Mrs, McDaniels’
neighbors about the pre-midnight activi-
ties around the victim’s house. They also
interrogated several spectators at the fire
in hopes of locating somebody who had
seen or heard something which might be
helpful in finding a murder suspect.

Although many of the people ques-
tioned by police were close-mouthed, in-
vestigators located a 13-year-old girl who
furnished them with the description of a
young man seen at Eva’s house earlier in
the evening. The girl said the man ap-
peared to be in his twenties, was a Cau-
casian with light, short-cropped hair and
stood about five-foot-six or seven inches
tall. The girl reportedly said that the
suspect’s, most outstanding characteristic
was hjs build, described as
muscular.”

The young witness said she was at-
tracted to the man’s presence at Eva
McDaniels’ house because he didn’t
“belong” in the predominantly black
neighborhood, and because there was “a
lot of loud talking” in the house. Pressed
further about the conversation the wit-
ness overheard, the girl said several peo-
ple were arguing about something, but
she heard nothing that indicated
fighting.

“Would you know this man if you saw
him again?” a detective asked the girl.

“Yes sir,” she replied.

Police admitted to newsmen that the
information was not much to go on, but
that it was at least a start in what might
be the right direction. Armed with a
description of the mysterious white man,
detectives set out again in the neighbor-
hood to see if anyone, else had seen him

“very

at Eva McDaniels’ house Friday night,
particularly later on in the evening. Ac-
cording to police, the muscular young
stranger was seen by the 13-year-old
witness “at least three or four hours be-
fore the fire broke out.”

While legmen were attempting to-lo-
cate other witnesses, detectives pulled
the records of police characters fitting
the description of the blond suspect to
check their whereabouts at the time of
the fire which obviously had been set in
an attempt to cover up homicide.

At the crack of dawn, Detective Ser-
geants Raymond Raymer and his cousin,
Gary Raymer, Fred Lancaster and John
Hayes met with sheriff’'s investigators
and fire department brass at the scene of
the crime to sift through the water-
soaked debris for murder clues and phys-
cal evidence of arson. Although fire de-
partment officials said distinct odors in
the burned-out house and discoloration
of certain items indicated a flammable
liquid had apparently played a part in
the flash fire, they declined to say what
type of fluid was suspected.

Asked whether cigarette lighter fuel
might have been used to set the house
ablaze, arson experts said that any such
speculation would be “premature at this
time.” They said that only a laboratory
analysis of various specimens sent to the
state fire marshal’s office could pinpoint
any specific flammable liquid which may
have torched the house.

As a matter of fact, police and firemen
at the time said they were not positive
that any liquid at all was used to set the
fire. They told newsmen that even
though they were certain the fire was
man-made in a futile attempt to mask a
murder, it was not beyond reason that a
match or cigarette lighter was touched to
the bedroom curtains or the pile of news-
papers and magazines which concealed
the body.

When the investigators left the scene
later in the morning, they had in their
possession several plastic evidence bags
containing items which hopefully would
give them a lead to the slayer of the
elderly widow who reportedly kept large
sums of cash in her house.

Included among the clues were cloth-
ing—both men’s and women’s—personal
items belonging to the victim, fingerprint
specimens lifted from the unburned part
of the house and several instruments be-
lieved capable of doing enough damage
to Eva McDaniels’ skull to cause her
death. In the meantime, police reported-
ly were furnished with hair samples at
the morgue, investigators declined to say
whether they appeared to be Negro or
Caucasian.

Later in the day, the homicide detec-
tives sat down with the fire officials to
review the evidence they had and to dis-
cuss the information which interrogating
officers had been able to come up with
during the night. Police also compared
their case reports against those filed by
firemen. It was at this time that the
pieces of the slaying puzzle began falling
into place to give the authorities some
idea on what avenues remained open for
further exploration.

And once again the homicide sleuths
were back to the short, muscular blond
man who was first identified by the 13-
year-old girl. After being advised by de-
tectives about what they had learned
from the girl, Fire Major Lester Law-
rence recalled seeing a young man fitting
his description at the scene of the fire.

“As a matter of fact,” Major Law-
rence told police, “I saw him twice . . .
and both times he was coming out of the
burning house.”
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Major Lawrence, who later reiterated
his story in court, told detectives that
the first time he saw the blond man, “he
was struggling with two Negro men at
the front door of the house.” The fire of-
ficial said he could not identify either
black man but that he would recognize
the white subject if he saw him again.

Major Lawrence reportedly told police
that from all indications, the two black
men were wrestling the blond man out of
the burning structure and he presumed
at the time that they were trying to pre-
vent him from going inside to rescue any
possible occupants. Lawrence said “hero
types” are not unheard of at the scene
of dwelling house fires and that in the
process of directing fire-fighting opera-
tions he lost track of the three men.

“Then later on,” Major Lawrence is
quoted as saying, “I saw this white
youth coming out of the McDaniel resi-
dence. I was pretty busy at the time, but
I recall hearing him say something about
‘she won’t be coming out of the house, or
something like that.”

Again, the fireman said, the incident
was not significant, since at the time
there was no suspicion of arson or mur-
der. Also overhearing conversation
among the many spectators at the fire
was Fire Lieutenant Watson, the first
official to enter the burning house.

Watson, who also later testified in
court as to what he heard, told homicide
detectives that although he did not see
the blond white man at the fire, he did
see a Negro near the front door of the
burning structure who resembled one of
the blacks described by Major Lawrence.
Watson said he also was too busy fight-
ing the fire to pay much attention to
anything else going on around him. But
he said he did remember one spectator
saying “something about having a gun.”

“What did he mean?” a detective
asked.

“I don’t know,” Watson replied. “It
wasn’t too clear, and like Major Law-
rence said, it didn’'t mean too much at
the time, since we had no idea somebody
had been murdered.”

Lieutenant Watson also recalled hear-
ing someone in the crowd saying some-
thing about Mrs. McDaniels being
robbed, but he presumed they were
talking about the incident which had oc-
curred several months before when she
was hit for $1,500.

After reading the fire department re-
ports and talking to the men who made
them, Bowling Green police and Warren
County sheriff’s investigators set out in
search of not only the blond stranger,
but also the two Negroes he reportedly
was struggling with.

The information garnered from the
firemen posed some new questions for
police:

—Were they looking for more than
one suspect in the murder?

—Were the two unidentified Negro

men restraining the white man from at- -

tempting to rescue Mrs. McDaniels, or
were they fighting him because he had
bludgeoned one of their people and set
her house afire?

Since nobody had come forth to im-
plicate the unknown white man in the
incident, police initially discounted the
latter theory. Detectives consequently
could only presume that the two blacks
either were connected with the incident
or were withholding information in or-
der to “handle” the situation in their
own way.

To prevent a possible second murder,
police stepped up their efforts to expe-
dite the investigation. Theorizing that
the answer lay in the neighborhood

where the crime had been committed,
police returned to the scene and started
all over again, re-questioning residents
in the area. Detectives this time, how-
ever, departed from the original question
in connection with “what” the neighbors
had seen the night before and concen-
trated instead on whether or not they
could identify the muscular white man
who was definitely seen on Eva McDan-
iels’ porch at the peak of the fire by
Major Lawrence.

After comparing the description of the
man given by the fire department official
and the 13-year-old girl, police were
confident the two witnesses had seen the
same ‘man,

Before the day was out, teams of de-
tectives had talked to dozens of residents
in Eva McDaniels’ neighborhood, includ-
ing several people who had seen the
mysterious white man at the slain wom-
an’s house earlier in the evening., But
the most valuable witnesses located by
the probers were two persons who said
they saw the blond man while firemen
were fighting the fatal holocaust and
were willing to testify in court about
what they saw.

One of the witnesses, whom police de-
clined to name, identified the suspect as
William Hughie Glass, a 27-year-old
carpenter who lived in Warren County,
outside the city of Bowling Green.

Glass was arrested by city and county
officials that night and was taken to po-
lice headquarters for questioning. Al-
though police declined to say whether
or not the murder suspect confessed,
they said that after Glass was interro-
gated for several hours they filed formal
charges of willful murder against the
man at 2:15 am. the next day.

Glass’ arraignment was set for June

22nd in Bowling Green Police Court, but
because of the nature of the charge,
Judge George B. Boston certified the
case to the County Court of Judge
Basil Griffin, who named a court-
appointed lawyer to represent the de-
fendant.

Following a hearing in Judgée Griffin’s
court on June 26th, at which time wit-
nesses placed Glass at the scene of the
crime and ‘police introduced, the court
ruled there was sufficient reason to hold
the suspect for further investigation by
a Warren County grand jury. Judge
Griffin ordered Glass held without bond.

On June 25, 1970, William Hughie
Glass was indicted on a charge of wilful
murder for the bludgeon slaying of 76-
year-old Eva McDaniels, who may have
precipitated her own death by once tell-
ing people after a $1,500 theft that she
was fortunate because “they could have
gotten a lot more.”

At this writing, the 27-year-old mur-
der suspect was being held in jail with-
out bond, awaiting a trial date.

In the meantime, police were still
attempting to identify and locate the two
Negroes seen fighting with Glass on Eva
McDaniels’ front porch. Sheriff Phelps
told newsmen that it was uncertain at
the time what part, if any, the two men
played in Mrs. McDaniels’ murder.

“But whether or not they are impli-
cated in the homicide,” Sheriff Phelps is
quoted as saying, “we will continue our
search for them to clear a few things up.
In the meantime, though, we feel we
have a good case against the suspect be-
ing held.”

Under the American system of justice,
however, the accused man is presumed
to be innocent of all charges against him,
until such time as a jury, after due
process, may rule otherwise. [ XX
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Gas Chamber

(Continued from page 49)

Although Charlie Odom was not fa-
miliar with Joplin, he knew he must
not waste any time in getting out of
the residential area before his victim’s
screams attracted someone’s attention.
He drove rapidly toward the northwest
edge of Joplin, which was a desolate area
of abandoned lead and zinc mines with
huge mounds of gravel and rock, over-
grown with thick, tangled underbrush
and weeds.

As he hurtled down a little used con-
crete road to the mines, Odom spotted a
dirt road which disappeared into the
timber and undergrowth. He drove as
far as he could on the dusty dirt road,
about 100 yards off the concrete high-
way, and then turned into the brush and
timber.

He stopped the car in a thicket and
turned toward the child. He shoved her
out of the car into the weeds and, gun in
hand, ordered her to remove her clothes.
Disregarding her screams of protest, he
forced her to the ground and, despite
her frantic struggles, raped the thir-
teen-year-old girl.

As Margte lay sobbing on the ground
afterwards, Odom became panicky.
Perhaps he suddenly realized the seri-
ousness of the atrocious crime he had
committed. He grabbed up a large rock
and began beating the girl on the head
until she was unconscious. He did not
stop the brutal beating until she lay still
in a pool of her own blood.

Now Charlie Odom’s fear was even
greater. He knew he must get away, and
though he was virtually paralyzed with
fear, he yet instinctively took steps to
avoid detection; that defensiveness he
had developed at the age of nine as-
serted itself in the man.

Now Charlie gathered up the rocks
he had used in beating his victim insen-
sible and threw them into the back seat
of his car. Next, he grabbed the girl’s
clothes—her shorts, panties, blouse and
ballerina slippers. The clothing, blood-
spattered and torn, was underneath the
girl and he shoved her body over to get
at it. He threw the clothing in the back
seat and drove rapidly away from the
scene, leaving Margie for dead.

When Charles Hickman, a tall, sun-
tanned Joplin detective, heard the report
of the abduction over the police radio,
he leaped into the first patrol car avail-
able, a late-model Corvair which had not
vet been equipped with a siren or red
light, but which did have a radio.

Hickman had a hunch the kidnaper
might head for the old Chitwood area
of abandoned mines, an area infre-
quently traveled except as a lovers lane.
By now, all available Joplin police cars
were ranging over the city searching for
the white-over-blue Chevy. And author-
ities in Cherokee County, Kansas, the
adjoining county in the next state, had
been informed of the kidnaping.

As he cruised slowly through the mine
area, Hickman spotted the Chevrolet
speeding along a concrete road. He hit
the accelerator and started in pursuit.
As the detective drew closer, he could
read the license number of the fleeing
Chevy—it was the car in which Margie
Moore reportedly had been abducted.

Without a siren or a red light, the
best Detective Hickman could do was
honk at the fleeing vehicle with his horn
and motion the driver to the curb. Odom
turned around, startled, and then in-
creased his speed. As the two cars raced
down Shifferdecker Avenue, Hickman

grabbed the radio mike and advised all
cars of the chase.

Sergeant Jack Fay was about three
blocks from Schifferdecker on Seventh
Avenue when he picked up Hickman’s
message. He raced to the intersection of
Seventh and Schifferdecker and blocked
the street with his patrol car as Odom
hurtled toward him at high speed.

Odom slammed on his brakes and at-
tempted to swerve, but he crashed into
the front end of Sergeant Fay’s cruiser.
The ex-con then sat numbly behind the
wheel, as if stunned by the impact of
the crash.

An instant later Detective Hickman
ground to a halt behind Charlie Odom’s
car and he was out of the Corvair al-
most before it stopped rolling. He dashed
up to Odom’s car, gun in hand, and
dragged Odom out of the car before the
latter had time to react after the shock
of the collision. .

On the floor of Odom’s car, half-con-
cealed under the front seat, was the
pistol, cocked and ready for use, which
he had used to force the little girl into
his car. He made no move to reach for
the gun as the big detective hauled him
out of the car.

“Where’s the girl?” Hickman snapped.

Odom  shook His head, saying,
“What're you talking about? I don't
know nothing about any girl. I'm just
driving through here on my way to
Wellington.”

Odom readily admitted his identity,
but he denied any knowledge of Margie
Moore. He told Hickman that.he had not
stopped when the detective honked his
horn at him because he thought he was
a drag-racer and not a police officer. He
said he carried the gun for target prac-
tice.

“What about these clothes in the back
seat—and these bloody rocks—what are
they doing in your car?” Detective
Hickman asked,

Odom turned sullen. “I don’t know
how they got there,” he muttered.

Walter Flenner, who later would be-
come police chief of Joplin, arrived at
the scene and took over interrogation of
Odom, but to no avail. The stocky ex-
convict steadfastly denied he knew any-
thing about the abduction and declared
that he knew nothing at all about the
bloodstained rocks and clothing in his
car.

“Put him in the car, Charlie, and we'll
go back out to Chitwood where you first
spotted him,” Flenner said to Detective
Hickman. “We'll get a search party
started to find that little girl. Let’s get
moving—it’s going to be dark in a couple
of hours. If she’s out there, we've got to
find her quick.”

During the drive around the aban-
doned mine area, Flenner kept hammer-
ing at Odom to tell what he had done
with the girl. “If that girl’s hurt and
she lies out there all night, you'll have a
murder rap around your neck. The best
thing for you to do right now is tell us
where she is,” Flenner advised the sus-
pect.

Charlie Odom, true to the idiocies of
the convict’s code, would not say a word.
He stared sullenly ahead. Twice as the
car criss-crossed through piles of gravel
and over the underbrush, it passed
within a few yards of where his victim
lay unconscious in a thicket—but Odom
did not utter a word.

The search party ordered by Flenner
was quickly augmented by residents of
the area. As time passed, the tempers of
the more than 1,000 volunteers rose with
the sultry July heat. The crowd was in
an ugly mood as it surged closer to the
police car in which Odom sat hand-
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cuffed and sullenly silent.

As the throng grew restless and
started to move threateningly toward
Odom, Flenner nodded to Detective Hick-
man and said, “We’d better get this man
back to the station before,this gets any
worse.”

As dusk descended in the area, the
searchers became more and more con-
cerned about finding the kidnapped girl.
There could be little. doubt now that she
was seriously injured, lying unconscious
somewhere in the tangle of underbrush.
And if she was injured, her chances of
surviving a night of exposure were in-
deed slim. *

Then a Joplin teenager heard a dog
bark in a thicket near which the offi-
cers had searched several times. The dog
continued to bark. The youth called out,
“Happy!” several times, and the dog’s
barking became more excited.

The officers pushed through the un-
derbrush toward the sound of the bark-
ing dog and there, crumpled face down
in the weeds, they found Margie Moore.
Her little dog hovered protectively
over her head.

“My God, she must be dead!” ex-
claimed Police Chief Percy Brown, of
Baxter Springs, Kansas.

The young girl was nude, except for
her bra. Her wavy brown hair was a
tangle of blood and dirt. She was lying
in a pool of blood.

Gene Kliber, a Kansas Highway Pa-
trolman, reached for the girl's wrist.
“There’s a slight pulse,” he said after a
moment, “but it’s very faint.”

Within minutes, the girl was on the
way to the hospital. The doctors there
gave her little chance. Immediate sur-
gery was the only hope of saving her
life. But after three hours on the oper-
ating table, her life still hung by a gos-
samer thread. She did not regain con-
sciousness for weeks.

When Flenner, at the police station,
was notified that the victim had been
found, he took a new tack in his ques-
tioning of Charlie Odom. “The girl’s
been found, Odom. She’s alive. You'd
better tell us about it,” he urged the
prisoner.

Odom heaved a heartfelt sigh and
slumped in his chair. Now he admitted
forcing the girl into his car, but he still
denied assaulting her.

“What about those scratches on your
back, Odom?” Flenner asked. “They
look like fingernail scratches.” As he
shot questions at Odom, Flenner pulled
up the ex-convict’s T-shirt to disclose
deep fingernail marks that streaked
across his back.

“I don’t know,” Odom said sullenly.
“1 didn’t know they were there—I don’t
know what they are. We didn’t fight.”

“Did you shoot her with the pistol?”
Flenner asked.

“T don’t know. I might have.”

“Did you hit her with the rocks in
your car?” Flenner persisted.

“T don’t remember—I guess I could
have. 1 blacked out. I don’t remember
anything after she got in the car. I don’t
think I hurt her,” Odom protested.

After hours of questioning, Odom still
refused to admit attacking the young
girl. He stuck steadfastly to his story
that he “blacked out.”

The next afternoon, July 24th, Chief
of Detectives John Showers and other
officers took Odom back to the neigh-
borhood for a reenactment of the crime.
Odom remained sullen, and refused to
talk.

Chief Showers took him first to the
gas station where he’d bought gas only
minutes before seizing the girl. The sta-

tion attendant positively identified him;
he also gave a thorough and accurate
description of the Chevy which Odom
had been driving.

House painter James Blade also made
a positive identification of Odom as the
man he had seen forcing Margie Moore
into his car. Ann Dell and Betty Ellis
identified the suspect as the man they
had seen driving around the neighbor-
hood just before Margie was kidnaped.

At the actual scene of the crime,
where the girl was raped and beaten,
Odom was uncooperative. He would only
say: “I might have been here. I can’t
remember.”

On Tuesday, July 25th, still denying
any recollection of the attack, Odom
agreed to talk to Dr. W. Jack Wilson,
pastor of the First Community Church
in Joplin and a former psychologist with
the police department of Kansas City,
Missouri. Though the talks that day
added nothing to the investigation, on
Thursday, July 27th, Odom abruptly
asked to talk to Dr. Wilson again.

After a lengthy session with the pas-
tor, Odom informed Flenner that he was
ready to make a complete statement on
the abduction and beating.

help your heart

After relating the incidents leading up
to the kidnaping, Odom stated: “After
it [the attack] was over, I remember
that I was even more frightened and I
knew I would be in trouble if I was
found out. I remember picking up a
rock and hitting her on the head. She
sort of erumpled and sank to the ground.
I hit her several more times while she
was lying on her side on the ground.”
Odom paused to grind out a butt in the
ashtray, then lit a new cigarette before
he continued:

“After I hit her I hurriedly picked up
her clothes, which were lying under her.
I picked up several rocks, including the
one I hit her with. I don’t know exactly
why I picked up all these things, but I
do remember thinking the police might
get fingerprints from them.

“] put all these things in the right-
hand side of my car. I apparently
changed from my brown slacks to blue
jeans. I remember how scared I was, and
that I could only think of getting away
as fast as possible. I remember vaguely
driving off, but I remember nothing
more until I was stopped by the police
officers who arrested me.”

That was as far as Odom would go.
Now he reverted to his familiar prison
routine, telling Flenner repeatedly, “All
I want is another chance. T know I can
do all right. I just want another chance
to be a.man in my own right.”

But this time, however, he wasn't
talking to a parole board, and the “key
words” to which those specialists always

reacted fell on deaf ears.

While Charlie Odom was pleading for
one more chance, little Margie Moore
lay unconscious in a hospital, her hopes
for a normal life dashed by the relent-
less battering of a rock. Her right arm
and leg were paralyzed. She might never
be able to speak with normal coherence,
doctors said.

On November 7, 1961, Charlie Odom
went on irial in the Jasper County Cir-
cuit Court of Judge Ray E. Watson. The
prosecutor, Stewart Tatum, demanded
the death penalty.

Tatum was scathing in his denuncia-
tion of Odom’s brutal attack on the
young girl. To the jury and the jammed
courtroom, he declared:

“This defendant is an exhibitionist.
He's got this gun on a thirteen-year-
old girl, and he’s shaking it up and
down as if he’s ready to shoot. And he
brings home his trophies, and there they
are.”

He paused to point dramatically at the
pile of bloody clothing on the counsel
table.

“And here’s his gun—there are notches
on his gun, even if they are not visible.”
He pointed to the weapon.

Tatum’s assistant, Ben Pyle, said: “Are
you going to tell future Charles Harvey
Odoms that we will not tolerate the beat-
ing of our children? You've got to show
everyone concerned that you are not
going to allow this kind of thing to
happen again.”

Odom’s attorneys could offer no de-
nial of guilt on behalf of their client.
They could ask only for mercy by the
jury in reaching a verdict.

But the jury, apparently, was in no’
mood for mercy. It deliberated only
thirty-seven minutes before reaching a
verdict of guilty and assessing the death
penalty.

Judge Watson, after reading the ver-
dict handed to him by the jury foreman,
delclared sternly: “You have found prop-
erly.”

Odom received the verdiet impas-
sively, slumped in his chair at the de-
fense table in much the same attitude
as he had listened to testimony during
the trial. When deputy sheriffs led him
from the crowded courtroom, he strutted
cockily down the aisle, as he had each
time he was escorted from the court-
room during the trial

A female relative had left the court-
room in tears just before the jury
brought in the verdict. She became hys-
terical and fainted in the corridor after
hearing the verdict. Odom walked un-
wavering past her through the hallway
to his cell, where he waited noncha-
lantly until he was taken from the court
to the county jail.

Later, when Charles Harvey Odom
was brought before Judge Watson for
the formality of imposition of sentence,
he was asked if he had anything to say
before sentence was passed.

Odom drew himself up arrogantly and
said: “The only thing I have to say is
that I do not believe I had a fair trial.”

The little vietim’s father had less to
say: “This can’t help the kid, but it
means he can’t hurt anyone else.

Odom’s various appeals from the con-

viction eventually took the case before

Judge Floyd R. Gibson of the U.S. Dis-
trict Court in Kansas City, where on
February 28th, in denying Odom’s peti-
tion, Judge Gibson said: ~

“Tt would be unrealistic to contend
that the facts of this case were not in-
flammatory as they occurred in the un-
denied narrative of events constituting
the offense. Such brutal mistreatment



of an innocent child of thirteen years of
age would naturally cause resentment in
the mind of any normal person.

“But the jurors called, including those
excused, exhibited no feeling of bias or
prejudice against the defendant, as such,
although some expressed feelings on the
hideousness of the offense.

“In view of the heinousness of the
crime and the fact that there was no
real issue before the jury other than
the issue of what was the proper punish-
ment to assess, forty minutes of delib-
eration certainly is sufficient time to
fully discuss the evidence and arrive at
a conclusion,” the judge noted.

Judge Gibson’s decision was affirmed
within a few days by the U.S. Court of
Appeals, Eighth Circuit, and on March
5, 1964, Justice Byron White of the
United States Stpreme Court, declined
to intervene in a last-minute move to
stay the execution.

So did the Governor of Missouri, and
at four o’clock, on that same March 5th,
Odom ate his last meal.

The last person to visit Odom that
afternoon was Paul Markstrom, a
Springfield, Missouri minister, who left
the condemned man’s cell shaking his
head sadly.

“Charles wasn’t sure his time is up
_yet,” the clergyman said in response to
questions from reporters when he
emerged from the death house. “He
thinks he may have a stay coming. He
kept saying he wasn't guilty.”

As Warden Nash finished reading the
execution order, he asked, “Do you
have anything to say, Charles?”

Odom’s reply was not unexpected. “I
think I could do all right if I had an-
other chance,” he replied stubbornly.

The warden shrugged and placed the
black blindfold over Odom’s eyes.

The condemned man was then led
from the small room by Warden Nash
and a guard into the small gas chamber
where on December 18, 1953, Carl Hall
and Bonnie Heady, the confessed kid-
nap-slayers of six-year-old Bobby
Greenlease, were executed.

Odom was firmly strapped into one of
the chairs by the guard. Warden Nash
checked the web straps, Then he asked
Odom again if he had any last words.

“Pm innocent,” Odom replied, a curi-~
ous half-smile still fixed on his face.

The bucket of acid was placed be-
neath the chair and the deadly cyanide
pellets were suspended gingerly in posi-
tion above the acid. The heavy iron
door of the chamber was swung shut
and guards bolted the portal securely
to make it airtight.

At 12:01, Warden Nash pulled the
lever. The time had passed for any fur-
ther consideration of appeals, stays or
reprieves.

The cyanide pellets dropped into the
acid with a slight hiss. A cloud of
vapor, which looked like billowing bub-
bles of steam, rose about the man
strapped into the steel chair.

His head jerked back, then dropped.
His skin flushed, then paled.

The instant replay of his life had
ended. Charles Harvey Odom had paid
with his life for the savage attack on a
pretty 13-year-old girl before she ever
had a chance to realize the promise of
glowing young womanhood.

Ebrtor’s NOTE:

The names Margie Moore, Ann Dell,
Betty Ellis and James Blade, as used
in the foregoing story, are not the
real names of the persons concerned.
These persons have been given ficti-
tious names to protect their identities.

Florida Murder. ..

(Continued from page 17)

services of Officer Paul Janosky, an ac-
complished artist assigned to the Metro
police information service.

This was arranged and that after-
noon, Officer Janosky went to the hos-
pital and began working with Bruce
Reitz on a drawing of the killer’s face,

Dr. Joe Davies, Dade County Medical
Examiner and nationally known path-
ologist, had ordered the bodies of the
two slain women removed to the morgue,
where autopsies were performed. Each
had been shot once in the back of the
head and a .22 caliber bullet was re-
covered from each.

These, together with the bullets re-
moved from Bruce Reitz, were taken to
the Metro crime lab, where technicians
established that all four had been fired
from the same gun. But locating the
gun at the moment seemed an insur-
mountable task.

After Sergeant Frank had learned of
the money order for $4,200 which had
been wired in the name of Bruce Reitz
in Atlanta, the police of the Georgia
metropolis were informed and detectives
were staked out at the main Western
Union office in the hope that the killer
would show up to claim the money.

A pickup order for the Oldsmobile
had gone out, with a description of the
killer, to all cruising squads in the
greater Miami area. Dozens of tips were
received and they kept Lieutenatn Wind-
sor and Sergeant Frank busy.

Metro Chief E. Wilson Purdy, a for-
mer FBI agent who had also served as
police chief in St. Petersburg and as
head of the Pennsylvania State Police,
assigned a total of 20 detectives to work
full time on the case. Many of these
were kept busy running down the tele-
phone leads which resulted when news
of the robbery and slayings was broad-
cast. The tips proved worthless but
couldn’t be ignored.

Working very carefully with Bruce
Reitz, Officer Janosky finally produced
a drawing which the victim said was
an excellent likeness of the killer. It was
reproduced and copies were distributed
to all detectives assigned to the case,
as well as to news wire services and
television stations.

Detectives Lamont and Merkovitch
were dispatched to the Miami Interna-
tional Airport early Tuesday morning
to show copies of the drawing to em-
ployes. After a few negative results, the
detectives found a male ticket agent who
recalled that a man whose face resem-
bled the one in the drawing had come
in about 9:30 am. on Monday and he
was in a big hurry. He had boarded a
plane for Atlanta. He had given a name,
but the detectives were sure it was ficti-
tious.

When Sergeant Frank was informed
of this development, he told the detec-

tives to try to find out what mode of

transportation the man had used to
reach the airport. They began making
inquiries, while Sergeant Frank contact-
ed the Atlanta police and asked them to
try to trace the man’s movements from
the time he had arrived in Atlanta be-
fore noon on Monday.

Again, Detectives Lamont and Merko-
vitch were lucky. They found some wit-
nesses who recalled that the man in a
hurry had arrived at the Miami airport
by taxi. Sergeant Frank assigned De-
tective Ray Eggler to check with the cab
companies in an attempt to locate the
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driver who had taken the man to the
airport.

Word came that the suspect had ar-
rived in Atlanta on schedule, and that
he had taken a flight which had arrived
in Los Angeles later Monday afternoon.
Lieutenant Windsor and Sergeant
Frank knew that it would be almost im-
possible to locate the suspect now unless
they could somehow establish his identity
and learn something more specific about
him.

Probably because of the brutality of
the crime, most people in the Miami
area had seen the drawing of the sus-
pect and impressed it on their memory.
So when Detective Eggler began mak-
ing inquiries, he received excellent co-
operation from the taxi companies.
Within a few hours, he had located the
cabbie who had taken the man to the
airport.

The driver said he had picked up the
man near a hotel in downtown Miami at
Second Street just off Sixth Avenue,
and recalled that he was in a hurry to
get to the airport. He said he picked up
the- man, whose face resembled the
sketch, at about 9 o’clock.

Making inquiries of employes of the
downtown hotel, Sergeant Frank and
Detective Eggler displayed copies of the
drawing for their inspection. The em-
ployes immediately identified the man
as Milton Niport, a cab driver, who
lived in a room at the hotel.

Returning to headquarters, which ad-
joins the towering Dade County jail,
Sergeant Frank checked the records and
found that Milton Niport had a rap
sheet, showing that he had served time
for armed robbery. According to the
records, he had come from Maryland,
where he had spent most of his life be-
fore going to Miami.

Sergeant Frank obtained a mug shot
of Niport at the time of his conviction
and mixed it in among ten other pic-
tures of men of roughly the same de-
scription. He gave these to Sergeant
Pittman, who took them to Baptist Hos=>
pital, where Bruce Reitz was recovering.
After studying the batch of mug shots,
he selected the picture of Niport, but
said he wasn’t absolutely certain that
was the man who wounded him and
killed the two women.

Sergeant Frank talked to cab drivers,
who told him the cab company Niport
worked for. To drive a cab in Miami a
man has to have a license bearing his
picture. Sergeant Frank obtained a copy
of this photograph, which had been
taken much more recently than the
police mug shot. He selected another
group of about a dozen pictures and
mixed the new one of Niport in with
them.

Sergeant Pittman returned to the hos-
pital and showed the new batch to Reitz.
He immediately picked out the mug shot
of Niport and positively identified him
as the killer, according to Sergeant
Frank.

From that point on, the police moved
fast. They obtained warrants to search
Niport’s room in the downtown hotel
Sergeant Frank pulled out the front
vent of the air conditioner in the room
and found a gun hidden in the unit.

It was a .22 caliber revolver. The three
people had been shot with a .22. The
gun was rushed to the crime lab for bal-
listics comparison tests. Then the search
of the room was continued. The detec-
tives found a green shirt, a light green
sweater and dark pants which evidently
had just been worn, They matched the
description of the killer’s clothing given
by Bruce Reitz. These and numerous

other items, the importance of which is
yet to be determined, were confiscated
and taken to the crime lab for evalua-
tion and analysis, after they had been
individually identified by inventory tags.

The ballistics tests showed that the
gun found in Niport's room had fired
the two fatal shots as well as the bullets
taken from Bruce Reitz’ head. Sergeant
Frank went Dbefore Criminal Court
Judge Jack Turner, who had issued the
search warrants, and obtained two war-
rants charging Milton Niport with first-
degree murder.

Then Sergeant Frank and Lieutenant
Windsor had a conference with Chief
Purdy. The drawing which had led to
the identification of Niport had - been
widely published in newspapers all over
the country. They agreed that Niport
himself must have been appalled when
he had seen how closely the drawing re-
sembled him.

They believed that Niport would rea-
son that it would be only a matter of
days before he was traced to the hotel
They believed he might rush back to
Miami to get the gun in an attempt to
beat the police to it.

Los Angeles police were contacted and
asked to check at the airport. A copy of
Niport’s picture was wired to them and
they made other copies. After a canvass
of employes at the airport, they learned
that Niport only a short time before had
boarded a flight for Miami and was then
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enroute to the Florida city.

The Miami International Airport was
well staked out. Detectives Lemont and
Merkovitch stood beside the door
through which Niport would have to
pass. When he stepped through it, they
nabbed him and he was quickly sur-
rounded by other Miami police. The
date was Thursday, July 23rd, just three
days after Niport had fled to Los
Angeles.

Niport was formally advised of his
constitutional rights and the two war-
rants were shown to him. Then he was
taken to headquarters and when he was
booked, he was found to have in excess
of $600 in cash in his pockets. It would
be difficult for him to claim that he was
indigent, unless he admitted the money
was part of the loot from the Western
Union robbery.

Niport was taken before Justice of the
Peace Ralph Ferguson, but he had noth-
ing to say. Judge Ferguson said a pre-
liminary hearing would be scheduled at
a later date and ordered Niport held
without bail in the Dade County jail.

Questioning cab drivers who had
worked with Niport, police found none
would admit they liked him. The cab-
bies said they averaged about $50 a day,
but they followed the rules at the air-
port and kept in line. They said that
Niport often _circumvented these rules.
Instead of going to the pool after he had
discharged a fare, he often pulled to the
head of the line. In this way, he got
more fares and the cabbies estimated
that he made more than $60 a day.

Yet several of them, as well as some
of his acquaintances at the hotel, said

Niport was always short of money. He
had a lot of bills he couldn’t pay, al-
though nobody seemed to know the
reasomn.

Metro Patrolman Al Coletti said: “He
was a pretty rough character and when
you'd ask him to get straight he’d always
answer: ‘What are you picking on me
for? I'm just trying to make a living."”

Patrolman Coletti said that Niport was
working Sunday afternoon, only a few
hours before a man invaded Heitz’s
apartment. About three o’clock Sunday
afternoon, Niport had been “kicked off
the airport.” This is cabbie slang for a
dressing down. A starter had caught
him trying to buck the line without
waiting his turn and ordered him to go
back to the staging area and get in line.

Since the police records showed that
Niport had spent much of his life in
Baltimore, mug shots of him were sent
to the Baltimore police from Miami.

Meanwhile, four days after he had
been shot and left for dead, Bruce Reitz
was released from Baptist Hospital.
That same day, word came from Balti-
more that Niport was suspected of stick-
ing up a sandwich shop in that city in
July, 1968. On that night, a man had in-
vaded the sandwich shop and shot four
people. Two were killed, but a man and
a woman survived.

The woman was shown Niport’s pic-
ture and said he was the 1968 killer. “I
could never forget a face like that,” said
the woman who survived. “That’s the
same man. I know beyond a shadow of
a doubt.” She said that the gunman who
held up the sandwich shop forced the
four people to lie on the floor, in much
the same manner as the killings in Dade
County.

A Baltimore detective was sent to
Miami and after some investigation, the
details of which have not been revealed,
arrangements were made for Niport to
be viewed in a lineup at Metro police
headquarters on July 30th.

Meanwhile, on July 27th, Niport ap-
peared in a lineup and was picked out
by Bruce Reitz as the man who shot
him and killed the two women in the
tomato field. Another charge, one of as-
sault with intent to kill, was filed against
Milton Niport,

A woman and a man survivor of the
1968 shootings in Baltimore went to
Miami on July 30th, accompanied by an
assistant state’s attorney from Baltimore
County.

Separate lineups were held for the
two survivors and Niport appeared in
both. The assistant prosecutor refused
to discuss the outcome and said it would
be decided later whether any charges
would be filed against Niport by Balti-
more officials.

However, it was reported by reliable
sources that both survivors identified
Niport as the gunman.

As this is written, Milton Niport had
refused to make a statement of any kind,
either to the police or in court. Also as
this was written, he was held without
bail in the Dade County jail in Miami
and further legal action against him was
pending,

Under the law, he is presumed to be
innocent, and the burden of proving
otherwise rests on the state. X X1

Epitor’s NOTE:

The names, George Gohmann and
Frank Gohmann, as used in the fore-
going story, are not the real names of
the persons concerned. These persons
have been given fictitious names to
protect their identities.




No Mercy On
Michigan Doctors

(Continued from page 21)

’

that Dr. Harris never had mentioned
ever having been robbed or threatened.
However, they agreed that it was quite
possible that the two young men the
police now sought had been patients of
Dr. Harris and knew that he was well-
to-do, a man who might be expected to
be carrying a sizeable amount of money.

More than 1,400 persons attended fu-
neral services for Dr. Harris. Among
these were detectives who kept sharp
eyes on the people who filed past his bier.
Nearly all showed their grief, but the
detectives didn’t spot anyone who acted
in a suspicious manner.

Later, Sergeant Hay and Detective
Jennings talked to the slain doctor’s
widow, who showed them hundreds of
letters of condolence she had received.

“You have to make up your own mind
on what you want in life, and, then, de-
cide what you are willing to give up to
accomplish it.” The widow said this was
“the wonderful legacy” Dr. Harris had
left his family.

“He included us in his work,” she said.

SAY YES
TO THE NEW

MARCH
OF DIMES

BIRTH DEFECTS ARTHRITIS POLID

“He wanted to achieve so much in life
and, consequently, has given us so much.
There is no bitterness.”

The eldest son, flown home from Viet-
nam for the funeral, is an interpreter
for the Army, speaking both French and
Vietnamese fluently. The second oldest
son is a pre-med student at St. Loius
University.

The detectives checked the names of
Dr. Harris’ male patients, but they could
find none who might have fired the fatal
shot or his companion.

After they had interviewed scores of
people who had been friends or acquain-
tances of the slain doctor, and had found
no good lead at all, Sergeant Hay and
Detective Jennings conferred with In-
spector Ricard. It was known to all of
them that the Detroit News’ Secret Wit-
ness program, based on the theory that
“somebody knows,” has been highly suc-
cessful during the five years it has been
operating. Rewards varying from $500
to $10,000 have been offered for anony-
mous information leading to the arrest
and conviction of persons responsible
for crimes from robbing newsboys to
kidnaping and murder.

Now, with the investigation seemingly
bogged down, the detectives suggested
that the newspaper be requested to offer
a reward in the case of Dr. Harris. In-
spector Ricard agreed, the request was
made and the Detroit News offered a
reward of $3,000.

This brought several anonymous tips,
both by letter and by telephone. The in-
formation proved of some help in ad-
vancing the investigation, but nobody
named the two killers and the informa-
tion did not lead at once to them.

The puzzling case was still unsolved
on Tuesday, February 17th, when a
young woman, obviously agitated, made
a complaint at the Tenth Precinct Sta-
tion. She said that her boy friend had
been forced at gunpoint to accompany
two young men to their apartment on
Pingree.

“Do you know the names of these
men?” asked Patrolman Charles John-
son.,

Yes, the woman said. One was Jerome
Allen and the other was Lincoln Evans.
She said she thought both men were
about 23 years old. She supplied their
address and apartment number.

After the complaint had been written
and the young woman had signed it, Pa-
trolmen Johnson and Norman McKenzie
went to the apartment on Pingree. They
found the young woman’s boy friend
there, as well as Jerome Allen and Lin-
coln Evans.

Allen and Evans were informed of
their constitutional rights, then were
frisked for weapons, Allen had a .455
caliber Webley Mark VI six-shot revol-
ver. Evans was sitting on a .32 caliber
H & R revolver,

The Webley, with a long blue steel
barrel, and the H & R revolver were
confiscated by Patrolmen Johnson and
McKenzie, who also arrested Allen and
Evans. Both men were charged with
kidnaping and lodged in the Wayne
County jail. The charge was changed to
robbery after the young woman’s boy
friend had told his story. However, he
was unable to prove that he had been
robbed and on February 25th, the
charges against the two men were
tdropped.

Allen was released, but Evans, who
had been on parole from a prior con-
viction, was held for parole violation.

Meanwhile, the two guns were turned
over to Lieutenant Bobby Taylor of the
Scientific Bureau for ballistics exam-
inations. Taylor is a veteran ballistics
specialist.

He test-fired the .32 caliber H & R, but
could not connect it up with any known
crime in the Detroit area.

Then he fired the .455 caliber Webley.
This was a different story. Markings on
the test-fired bullets matched perfectly
those on the .455 bullet that had been
removed from the body of Dr. Arthur
Harris.

Lieutenant Taylor reported to Inspec-
tor Ricard that there was no doubt that
the Webley found in the possession of
Jerome Allen was the fatal weapon. Its
long, blue steel barrel might look black
to a witness who viewed it in the dim
street lighting. The 16-year-old girl who
had seen the gun poked into Dr. Harris’
back had described it as a pistol with a
long black barrel.

Since Evans had been with Allen on
the occasion when the man claimed to
have been robbed on Pingree, at a time
when Allen had the murder weapon in
his possession, it was believed that Al-
len and Evans were the two men sought
for the Harris slaying. A warrant was
issued charging both with first-degree
murder,

It was merely a formality to serve
the warrant on Evans, since he was be-
ing held for parole violation. But when
detectives went to the apartment on Pin-
gree to arrest Allen, they found it had
been vacated. An alert was broadcast
for Allen’s arrest on Friday, February
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27th, just one day after he had been re-
leased. .

A few minutes before the alarm was
broadcast, Allen appeared at the county
jail to pick up the personal belongings
which had been taken from him at the
tithe he was charged with robbery and
lodged in the jail.

He had hardly left the building when
the order to pick him up on the first-
degree murder charge was broadcast.
The broadcast was picked by Sheriff’s
Detective Harvey Royal as he drove to-
wards the jail. He had previously seen
Allen when he was held on the robbery
charge that was dropped.

About a block from the jail, Detective
Royal spotted Allen walking along the
street. Before Allen quite realized what
was happening, Detective Royal had
taken him into custody.

Detective Royal drove to Detroit po-
lice headquarters, where his prisoner
was turned over to Sergeant Hay and
Detective Jennings, He was advised of
his constitutional rights and he refused
to make a statement.

The following day, Saturday, Feb-
ruary 28th, Allen and Evans appeared
before Recorder’s Judge Joseph E. Ma-
her on the first-degree murder charges.
Both stood mute and Judge Maher en-
tered pleas of not guilty for them.

Both men said they were not financial-
ly able to hire counsel and asked the
court to appoint lawyers to represent
them., Judge Maher did this and sched-
uled the pre-trial examination for
March 6th.

However, before the examination, Lin-
coln Evans asked to see Sergeant Hay
and Detective Jennings. They inter-
viewed him and he allegedly gave this
account:

On the night that Dr. Harris was
slain, Evans had been with Allen and
another man, Timothy Hill, also known
as Skinny. He said that he was driving
his brother’s car. and that the three of
them went to Detroit General Hospital,
where Bvans’ brother, Jack, was a pa-
tient.

Lincoln Evans said they stayed at the
hospital until 8 o’clock, when visiting
hours ended, and they were required
to leave. He said they drove to a filling
station on Linwood and he stopped to
get gasoline for the car, The station was
directly across the street from a party
store.

He said that Allen and Hill watched
Dr. Harris striding towards the party
store and both of them got out of the
car after he had gone in the store. Ev-
ans said that either Allen or Hill was
acquainted with Dr. Harris, possibly
both.

Evans said that he remained at the
gas station while Allen and Hill went
across the street. He saw them peer into
the party store through the front win-
dow. They waited and when Dr. Harris
came out, they converged on him and
tried to persuade him to accompany
Lhem to the alley. Their plan was to rob

im,

But Dr. Harris refused to go with
them and Allen put a gun, the .455 Web-

‘ley Mark VI, into his back as he turned

and told him, “If you run, I'll kill you.”
However, Dr. Harris did make a break
to get back inside the party store and
was shot.

By that time, Evans had bought and
paid for his gas. The two men ran south
on Linwood and Evans picked them up.
He insisted that he had no prior knowl-
edge that Allen and Hill were going to



try to rob Dr. Harris, He said if the
charge against him was dropped, he
would testify for the prosecution.

The detectives told him they would let
him know.

Meanwhile, two cellmates of Jerome
Allen in the county jail were released.
Before going home they went to see Ser-
geant Hay and Detective Jennings.

They said that Allen had told them
that the police had identified his gun, a
455 caliber Mark VI revolver as the
one that fired the shot fatal at Dr. Har-
ris. They said Allen told them that he
and Evans had been together that eve-
ning, that they had looked through the
window of the party store and had no-
ticed that Dr. Harris was full (had
plenty of money). When he came out of
the store they asked him to accompany
them to the alley, where they planned
to rob him, He refused and started back
into the store and Allen fired.

His former cellmates said Allen told
them he didn’t intend to kill the doctor,
that he thought he had just wounded
him in the shoulder.

“What about Hill?”
Hay.

The two men said that Allen hadn’t
made any mention of a man named Hill.
Both agreed to testify to what they had
told the detectives if Allen and Evans
went to trial.

Their story added even more mystery
to the case, Was there such a person as
Timothy Hill? Or had he been invented
bf)% Evans in the hope that he would get
ol

asked Sergeant

“We've got more work to do,” said
Seregant Hay.

First they went to Detroit General
Hospital, where Jack Evans was a pa-
tient. They made inquiries of various
employes, who said they recalled that
three men who had come to visit Jack
Evans on the same night Dr. Harris had
been slain, They were Allen, Evans
and Timothy Hill. They said none of the
three men had been seen in the hospital
since that night.

To the detectives, this meant that Lin-
coln Evans had not had an opportunity
to talk to his brother and tell him the
same story he had told the police. The
detectives went to see Jack Evans and
asked him about Timothy Hill,

He said that Timothy Hill had come to
visit him that night but had not been
back since. He assured the detectives
that.Timothy Hill, also known as Skinny,
did exist. He said that Hill's home town
was Wedowee, Alabama, a town of about
1,000 population, which is the county
seat of Randolph County.

Speculating that Hill actually had
taken part in the crime and that he
might return to his home town in Ala-
bama, Randolph County Sheriff C. W.
Thompson was contacted. He said he
would watch for Hill and arrest him if
he showed up in Wedowee.

The pre-trial hearing for Allen and
Evans was postponed to March 19th.
After hearing stories of some of the
witnesses, on March 21st, Recorder’s
Court Judge James McNally ordered
Jerome Allen bound over for trial and
the charges against Evans were dis-
missed.

The search for Timothy Hill continued,
and Inspector Ricard was notified that
he had been arrested on April 10th in
Wedowee, Alabama, and was being held
in the Randolph County jail. The
Wayne County prosecutor’s office began
drawing up extradition papers, but two
days later, on April 12th, Inspector Ri-
card was notified that Hill had escaped
jail. Sheriff Thompson said all available
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manpower was being used to recapture
him,

Hill was rearrested in Randolph Coun-
ty on April 23rd and told Sheriff Thomp-
son that he would waive extradition. In-
spector Ricard sent Detective Sergeant
Daugherty and Detective Jennings to
pick him up. They flew to Atlanta, then
went to Wedowee bv car, They picked
up Hill after he had signed the waiver
and returned him to Atlanta on April
26th. He was held in the Atlanta city
jail overnight, then the next day was
taken by plane to Detroit. The next
day he was arraigned before Recorder’s
Judge Chrzanowski who scheduled ex-
amination on May 8th,

On that date, after the testimony of
witnesses, Timothy Hill was remanded
to the county jail to be held for trial on
second-degree murder,

Meanwhile, Jerome Allen went to trial
on June 11th in Recorder’s Court before
Judge Donald Binkowski. The trial con-
tinued to June 24th, when a jury, after
two hours’ deliberation, found Allen
guilty of first-degree murder. He was
sentenced to the mandatory term of life
and as this was written, he was serving
his sentence.

Also as this was written, Timothy Hill
was held without bond in the Wayne
County jail in Detroit, pending further
legal action. No date for his trial had
been set. ¢o ¢

Ebrtor’s Nore:

The names, Alvin Cronk, Sammy
Brooks, Lincoln Evans and Jack
Evans, as used in the foregoing story,
are not the real names of the persons
concerned. These persons have been
given fictitious names to protect their
identities.
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Dixie Murderer

(Continued from page 39)

they didn’t already know.

The investigation ground steadily on.
Lead after lead was checked, evaluated
and discarded, Everett Jones remained
in the medical center, and investigators
waited patiently for him to recover so
the polygraph tests could be completed.

Then, while they waited and the case
remained in limbo, the forces of nature
entered the picture and threatened to
change it completely, and permanently.

In that connection, the double slaying
of Katherine Waggoner and Suzanne
Shepherd could easily enough be called
The Camille Murder Case.

Not that any person by that name was
involved, but a tropical storm was, the
one that grew until it developed into
Hurricane Camille, the most destructive
force to hit the Gulf Coast in the mem-
ory of living residents.

And when the howling winds and rag-
ing seas swept onto the coast, they not
only inundated the crime scene, they also
forced Biloxi police to shelve the murder
investigation, at least temporarily.

Law enforcement and crime detection
are, of course, the primary duties of po-
licemen everywhere, but there are cir-
cumstances that can overshadow such
duties, force them to become secondary.

One such set of circumstances is the
occurrence of a catastrophe, a genuine,
unavoidable disaster. And if Hurricane
Camille dosen’t fall into that category,
the nation hasn’t seen one in recent
years.

The investigation was still proceeding
apace when Camille raged ashore, on
August 17, 1969, killing 118 Gulf Coast
citizens, leaving thousands homeless, and
wrecking an inestimable amount of
property damage.

With every makeshift morgue over-
flowing with unidentified bodies, drink-
ing water contaminated, hospital corri-
dors jammed with injured, and with peo-
ple prowling the streets for food scraps,
homicide officers had no choice. They
abandoned the Waggoner-Shepherd case
for the time being.

For weeks, the investigators were busy
helping survivors of Hurricane Camille
stay alive, helping to enforce the martial
law which had been declared. By the
time some degree of normalcy returned
to the Gulf Coast, the killer’s trail was
stone cold.

In the excitement and confusion,
Everett Jones had disappeared. The
neighborhood around the murder scene
was littered with debris. The little
shotgun house where the two girls had
been slain was a shambles.

Thousands of refugees had left the
coast never to return, and each departed
refugee, each storm victim, could con-
ceivably be the missing key witness in
the murder case.

If ever lawmen faced an obliterated
trail, officers on the Hurricane Camille
Murder Case did, but they dug in again
to seek leads and tips, no matter how ten-
uous.

Days and weeks went by without any
progress. Occasionally, 'tips came in.
Each one was checked out thoroughly.
Some turned out to be from people who
wanted only to harass another individ-
ual. Some came from compulsive talkers
tired of discussing Camille. Some came
from other varieties of kooks. None
proved valid.

Then, in January, 1970, Fate smiled on
the blind goddess called Justice. The
break came in the form of another tip,

this one from Willie (T-Bone) Sau-
cier, a trusty in the Harrison County
Jail at Gulfport. .

The trusty told County Detective
Maxie Broadus that another prisoner had
been talking too knowingly about the
Waggoner-Shepherd murders. The pris-
oner’s name was John Francis (Frank)
Bertinato.

He was a 31l-year-old married man,
father of five children, and a next-door
neighbor of the slain girls. Bertinato had
been in jail for three weeks on a charge
of non-support of his children.

“Just what did Bertinato tell you?”
Broadus asked the trusty.

“He said he couldn’t sleep at night for
thinking about the dead girls next door.
He said he killed them!”

“Did he just spit it out like that, ‘I
killed the girls, or words to that effect?”
Detective Broadus asked.

“No, he told it a little at a time, until
it all added up. I believe him. I believe he
did it,” the trusty declared.

“All right, just tell it to me the way he
told it to you,” the officer urged.
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The trusty quoted Bertinato as saying
he had been romantically involved with
Katherine Waggoner, Bertinato’s wife
was suspicious, said Saucier, and they
quarreled about his visits next door.

According to the trusty, Bertinato said
the Waggoner girl had repeatedly asked
him for rent money. This led to argu-
ments between them, and the Waggoner
girl threatened to go too Bertinato’s wife
and disclose the love affair.

The trusty said Bertinato told him
that late on the night of the murder he
quarreled with both women, first with
his wife and then with his threatening
girl friend. After the second argument,
according to Saucier, Bertinato returned
home to face another quarrel with his
wife. When she went to bed he left, went
back to the house next door and climbed
in through the bathroom window.

Then he committed both murders.

Bertinato, said the trusty, intimated
he had killed the Waggoner girl out of
anger over their argument. The Shep-
herd girl just happened to be there as a
witness at the wrong time.

During the attack on the Shepherd
girl, said the informant, her small broth-

er awakened and began to cry. Bertinato
was quoted as saying he picked the boy
up and threw him on a bed, causing him
to lose his breath for a few minutes.

Detective Broadus pondered the trusty’s
story. It rang true; it included some de-
tails known to officers but not to the gen-
eral public. Broadus headed for Berti-
nato’s cell to talk to him.

For three weeks the persistent detec-
tive visited the jailed suspect regularly.
In that time, he learned a great deal
about John Francis Bertinato.

The suspect, originally from Newark,
New Jersey, had been in Biloxi nine
years. He had come there as an Air Force
enlisted man and stayed on after being
discharged from Keesler Air Force Base.
He had worked at various jobs. At the
time of the murders, he was a painter
for the Biloxi Cemetery Department,

At first, Bertinato didn’t want to talk
about the slayings. He admitted being in
the yard watching officers go in and out
of the house that Wednesday afternoon,
but insisted he knew nothing more. Grad-
ually, however, he incriminated himself
bit by bit, until finally Detective Broad-
us accused him of being the killer. Then
he agreed to take a lie detector test.

On February 12, 1970, arrangements
were being made by Highway Patrol In-
vestigator Leonard Winstead to adminis~
ter a polygraph examination at Patrol
headquarters. Then Bertinato eliminated
the practicality of such tests.

He sent word to Detective Broadus
that he wanted to talk to him, and subse-
quently gave a statement admitting the
Waggoner-Shepherd murders. It agreed
with the version reported by the jail
trusty.

Now, on July 15, 1970, Bertinato was
on trial before Judge Leslie B. Grant for
the murder of the Shepherd girl. Charges
in connection with Katherine Waggon-
er’s slaying were held temporarily in
abeyance.

The prosecutors were Assistant Dis-
trict Attorneys Albert Necaise and Kosta
Vlahos, assisted by County Attorney
William  “Billy” Stewart. Court-ap-
pointed defense counselors were Howard
McDonnell and Charles Sykes Jr.

Most of the state’s case was based on
admissions the defendant had made to
Broadus. And the defense strategy, of
necessity, hinged on discounting these
statements or keeping the jury from
hearing them. Before the inevitable ar-
gument over admissibility of the confes-
sion arose, however prosecutors built the
body of a case with testimony by other
witnesses.,

Shirley Henderson told of finding a
crying child in her yard, then fol-
lowing him into the shotgun house to dis-
cover two bodies.

The Henderson girl's roommate, Miss
Marsha Varnado, recalled her jaunt to
the beach with Katherine Waggoner. An
array of officers outlined their investiga-
tion.

Then Dr. Joffe testified to performing
an autopsy and reported his findings. An
FBI technician told of examining the al-
leged death weapon, and said the hair
specimen sticking to it “most probably”
carile from the head of the Shepherd
girl.

Prosecutors tried to introduce photo-
graphs of the slaughter scene from po-
lice files. Judge Grant ruled the pictures
inadmissible on grounds they might
influence emotions of the jurors, “and
would serve no useful purpose as evi-
dence.”

Throughout this testimony, Bertinato
sat at the defense table wearing the ex-
pression of a mildly interested person.

(Continued on page 73)
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He was obviously an intelligent man
who realized his fate rested on what he
had already said, not on what others
might say.

Then it came time for Detective Broad-
us to testify, and the big argument over
Bertinato’s statement erupted. Judge
Grant sent the jury from the courtroom.
For two hours the judge listened to testi-
mony from both sides.

Detective Broadus and his trusty tip-
ster, Willie (T-Bone) Saucier, told how
Bertinato’s jailhouse conversation caused
suspicion to center on him.

Other officers, including Biloxi po-
licemen, sheriff’s deputies and Highwa
Patrolmen, testified that the defendant’s
admissions were made in their presence
after all his rights had been fully ex-
plained and waived.

Then Bertinato took the stand to claim
the statement was not made by him, but
was fabricated by police. He admitted
signing the statement, but said it was a
lie, signed in fright after veiled threats
were made by officers. He claimed he had
signed waivers of his rights to an attor-
ney and other rights, and a waiver
agreeing to a lie detector test, after po-
lice detectives told him to “sign anything
put in front of him” without reading it.

Judge Grant weighed the claims and
counter claims, observed that the defen-
dant didn’t want a lie detector test
enough to take one, then said the prepon-
derance of testimony was in the State’s
favor. The jurors could hear the confes-
sion. It was read. Then another statement
given later, and adding more details, was
read. The jurors listened closely.

After the State rested, defense coun-
selors put on several alibi witnesses, in-
cluding the defendant’s wife. She said
her husband was home all the night of
the murder, that she knew because she
was awake with leg cramps.

Richard Rose, the murdered girls’ oc-
casional visitor, told of the mysterious
airman they claimed to fear. The pros-
ecutors objected to this testimony on
grounds it was hearsay. The objection
was sustained. The gist of the defense
testimony was that Bertinato didn’t even
know the victims and was elsewhere
when they died.

But it was almost anticlimactic, the de-
fense testimony, as was the final round
of oratory by opposing lawyers. There
were many questions left unanswered,
including the one of who had sexual in~
tercourse with the two girls. Bertinato’s
statement did not include such an admis-
sion, but it did include many other de-
tails, and it was apparent to spectators
that those details weighed heavily with
the jury.

Just how heavily they weighed was in-
dicated by the fact that the jurors delib-
erated less than two hours. They found
John Francis Bertinato guilty of murder-
ing Suzanne Shepherd and sentenced him
to life in prison.

After the verdict was read, Prosecu-
tor Necaise said charges in the Kather-
ine Waggoner slaying “very probably”
will be prosecuted later.

Defense Attorney McDonnell said he
will appeal the verdict. Unless he suc-
ceeds in overturning it, John Francis
Bertinato must serve a lot of time for a
double murder that was almost washed
off police records by a vagrant hurri-
cane named Camille. ¢
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(Continued from page 27)

by chance. He came to the federal or-
ganization with top credentials, having
become familiar with the tough aspects
of law enforcement by serving six years
with the Missouri State Patrol.

He had also served a hitch with the
101st Airborne Division from 1952 to
1954.

He graduated from the Missouri State
Patrol Academy in 1961, the Homicide
Investigation Institute of Southern Meth-
odist University in Dallas, Texas, in 1962
and the Narcotics Institute of Oklahoma
University in Norman, Oklahoma, the
same year. In 1963 Thomas completed a
course at the U.S. Treasury Law En-
forcement Acadamy in Washington, D.C,,
as well as the Basic Investigator School
of the ATFD in the same city that year.

Thomas also completed advance
courses in the investigation of conspir-
acy in Chicago in 1967 and a course in
Army sabotage and explosive techniques.

While with the Missouri Patrol he was
a boxing instructor for youngsters living
in the vicinity of Poplar Bluff, Mo., as
well as being active in Scouting.

At the present time the area super-
visor is a regular instructor at the new
Iowa Law Enforcement Academy near
Des Moines where he teaches Iowa law-
men (all of whom are required to at-
tend the Academy) the intricacies of
Federal gun laws.

Heading the crack 10-man force of in-
vestigators responsible for investiga-
tions in Nebraska and Iowa also keeps
him busy. The new group moved quietly
into new quarters in the Federal Courts
Building in Omaha after the first of the
year.

But, it was while he was serving with
the Missouri patrol that Thomas played
a leading role in solving one of the most
blood-curdling murder cases ever to hit
his section of the state.

It started on a mild fall day in Sep-
tember, 1960.

Sherif W. L. (Cowboy) Ramsey and
his chief deputy, Cletus Phillips, had a
touchy problem to solve. The two New
Madrid County officers wanted to serve
a felony warrant for theft on a wiry
Missouri hunter and fisherman named
Dee Gray.

They knew that Gray could be charm-
ing, was liked by many of those who in-
habited the swamps and river country
over which he roamed. But, Ramsey and
Phillips also knew that he had a temper
which could be touched off in a fraction
of a second.

Several times they had attempted to
approach the shack of the woodsman
and place him under arrest. But always
he had drifted away at the last moment,
slipping through the swamps and hiding
out with friends and relatives along the

sslowly rolling Mississippi River,

This time they drove up in an old
lumber truck instead of their official car,
hoping that Gray would not suspect
they were officers on an official errand.

As they approached the shack near the
river there was no sign of the five-foot-
nine 160-pound Gray, who at 38 years
of age could outlast young men half his
.age as a fisherman or a hunter. As
Ramsey and Phillips held a whispered
conversation on strategy on how to ap-
proach the shack, they could see the
levee behind the shack raised on a stilt

foundation because of the constant dan-
ger of flood waters.

Ramsey told his deputy to slip quietly
around the shack to the back while he
moved in from the front. As Phillips
neared the back, his revolver in his
hand, he glanced through a window and
spotted Gray sitting on a bed with his
shirt off.

“Come on out, Dee—we have the place
surrounded,” he called in to the man in
’lC)}ie bedroom. “We don’t want any trou-

e.,’

Phillips then moved quickly around

to the back door and waited, knowing
that his chief, Ramsey, had heard him
call to Gray to surrender.
" Standing to one side of the back door,
he waited. But, there wasn’t a sound
from inside the shack. Phillips decided
to go in and with his service pistol lev-
eled he kicked in the back door which
flew inward immediately.

Before the deputy could take a step
forward, there was the roar of a shot-
gun from inside the kitchen. Phillips re-
ceived the full charge in his face, almost
tearing his head from his shoulders, the
force of the blast flipping him on his
back where he lay mortally wounded.

Sheriff Ramsey heard the roar of the
shotgun and started to move to the back
but moments later Gray, snarling and
cursing, charged out the front.door.

Ramsey fired his snub nosed .38 cal-
iber revolver at Gray and missed as the
agile hunter flipped to the ground and
around the corner of the front of the
house. Then he and Sheriff Ramsey
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started a running battle, each trying to
get a clean shot at the other but failing
as they edged around the shack.

When Ramsey finally got to Phillips he
knew he was dead and that there was
nothing he could do for him.

Angered but still cautious he moved
around the back of the shack in his at-
tempt to capture Gray. Suddenly the
two men stood in confrontation and both
fired almost simultaneously. The small
hand gun was no match for the spread-
ing slugs from the shotgun.

Sheriff Ramsey missed and then he felt
the slugs tearing into his shoulder, neck
and part of his face. He did not lose
consciousness as he went down but he
knew that he could not see out of one
eye.

Apparently, Gray did not realize how
gravely he had wounded Ramsey as the
sheriff shot back, his aim deflected by
the blood streaming from his head.

Gray again ducked around the corner
of the house and Ramsey staggered into
a nearby corn patch, rapidly becoming
weak from the loss of blood but still
retaining his revolver.

Sherif Ramsey dragged his body
through the corn patch on to a sandy
road where he thought some one might
drive by and give him aid.

Then he looked up and saw Gray
walking toward him. Trying to steady
his gun hand, he fired two shots—the
last in the chamber of the revolver.

Gray dragged the nearly unconscious
sheriff back to the lumber truck, loaded
the body of the dead deputy in the back



and then took the guns of both officers
with their remaining ammunition. He
also took the money the two men had
with them. Then he drove them to an
isolated area at the edge of the Missis-
sippi River and told Ramsey that “this
was the end of the road.”

Like many residents in that section of
Missouri, Ramsey knew of Gray and his
kinfolks and he told him he was only
trying to do his job when he showed up
with the warrant for his arrest.

Gray, his anger apparently having
subsided somewhat in the bloody hour
that had passed since he had first en-
countered the law enforcement officers,
seemed to reconsider.

Coldly, he looked at the groggy sher-
iff, and then issued an- ultimatum. He
said he would not kill him if he gave
his word he would give Gray a chance
to escape. Ramsey agreed.

Taking the guns, he left the nearly
unconscious Ramsey in the truck with
his dead deputy and disappeared into the
woods.

Ramsey, knowing he would soon die
of loss of blood, got behind the wheel
of the lumber truck and drove it back to
the secondary road. There he passed out,
slumping over the steering wheel.

A farmer on his way to town found
him there with the dead body of his
deputy in the back. The farmer, realiz-
ing the sheriff was in grave condition,
drove the truck to the Sikeston Com-
munity Hospital, 30 miles north of New
Madrid, the small town that bears the
same name as the county of which Ram-
sey was sheriff.

Trooper Thomas was in Sikeston when
he fielded the call from Poplar Bluf,
Missouri.

The message was brief:

“We have information that the chief
deputy of New Madrid has been shot to
death and that Sheriff Ramsey is in crit-
ical condition at Sikeston hospital. In-
vestigate immediately.” .

When Thomas arrived at ‘the hospital
he found Sheriff Ramsey in the emer-
gency room in a semi-conscious condi-
tion and could not guestion him at that
time. -

Knowing that every minute was im-
portant at this stage of the investiga-
tion, Thomas paced impatiently outside
the room where the doctors were at-
tempting to staunch the flow of blood
and bring the sheriff out of his shocked
condition.

Some time later Sheriff Ramsey’s wife
arrived at the hospital. Apologizing for
bothering her at that time, the state
trooper explained how crucial it was to
learn as soon as possible who the bru-
tal assailant might be.

Courageously, Mrs. Ramsey said she
would try to get the information from
her husband. A few minutes later she
emerged weeping from the emergency
room and said “Dee Gray.” Pausing only
a moment in an attempt to console the
grieving wife, Thomas immediately
flashed the news to patrol headquarters.

A short time later another trooper,
carefully inspecting the lumber truck
the two officers had used in their at-
tempt to arrest the desperate hunter,
confirmed the information obtained from
the wounded sheriff.

The trooper found the warrant the
two New Madrid County officers had
been attempting to serve on Gray when
they were shot down.

It touched off one of the biggest man-
hunts in the history of Missouri as sher-
iffs from neighboring counties and po-
lice department officers came in to help
with the Missouri State Patrol direct-
ing the search.

Road blocks were set up and posses
formed, with the men whom hunting is
a way of life bringing along their hunt-
ing dogs. Helicopters and light planes
took off, their occupants scanning the
rugged country through field glasses in
an effort to sight the desperate fugitive.

The searchers were under no delusions
about the difficulty of their assignment.
They knew that Gray was familiar with
every inch of the territory, heavily
armed and dangerous, and that he had
many friends and relatives in the area
who would not turn their back on him,
regardless of the consequences.

When the road blocks failed to yield
any results in the first few hours the
hunting. law men came to the conclu-
sion that Gray had not borrowed or
stolen a vehicle and that he had de-
cided to go for broke on foot.

Those who had joined to help in the
search stayed at it without returning to
their homes for 36 hours, subsisting on
coffee and sandwiches and a few min-
utes sleep on the road.

Among them, instructed by his supe-
riors to stay with the case until there
was a definite break was Trooper Thom-
as. Familiar with the territory and some
of Gray’s friends and relatives he made

the rounds of the river shacks and
houseboats on the Mississippi. Most of
the time he was greeted by blank stares
or noncommital answers.

On one occasion there was a flurry of
excitement when Thomas and some of
the searchers with him surrounded a
bean field at dawn after the dogs had
apparently picked up the scent. But
when they closed in they found evidence
their elusive quarry had been there but
had escaped.

As happens in all investigations, those
fired with indignation at the cold bru-
tality of a crime soon leave the.field.
Then the professionals take over, asking
endless questions and continuing to lose
sleep, knowing they must not step over
the ever increasing sensitive line about
what will stand up in court when they
finally try to prove their case against
the suspect.

This was the situation three days later
when Trooper Thomas appeared in Por-
tageville, Missouri, located at the ex-
treme southern tip of New Madrid Coun-
ty, which is about 90 miles from Mem-
phis, Tennessee.

Thomas was in the police department
checking a telephone book on another
lead when the police dispatcher mo-
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For ad-rates write Classified, 100 E. Ohio, Chicago 60611
L R e T R e T TR R
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______ AUTHORS—PUBLISHERS—BOOKS
WRITERS WANTED! Short stories, articles, books, plays,
poetry, Daniel S. Mead, Literary Agent, 915 Broadway, New
York 10010. e
OUT OF PRINT Bookfinder. Box 679C, Seaside, Calif. 83955,
Send Wants. N -
- ___OF INTERESTTOMEN
MEN ONLY: Vacuum exercise method improves body meas-
urements in minutes. lilustrated, $1.00 (Refundable)—
Asiplra,JBio}( 49§97,7W§ih|ngton, D.C. 20008.
___ _ REALESTATE T T
New: Canadian Oil Leases. $1.00 acre. Free information.
Northern, Box 70-M, Montreal 206. _ o
FISHING—HUNTING—SPORTS

FREE CATALOG Low direct factory prices on fishing, hunt-
ing, archery, reloading and camping equipment. Send today.
Herter’s Inc., Waseca, Minnesota 56093,

RACING FANS, Owners, Trainers, detérmine pre-race
thoroughbred Speed Ratings. Simple, Accurate, Send $1.00,
Refundable. Speed Rating Forecaster, 49 Kingspark Road,
Little Rock, Arkansas 72207.

. __PRINTING — — T T
2¢ EACH—16 Page, 2 color booklets. Free Price List. Copen
Press, 100 Berriman Street, Brooklyn, New York7112707§ .

________ BARGAINS—CATALOGS
FREE Distinctive Gift Catalog. House of Bargains, B. J.
Hanscom Enterprises, 2179 Wellington Road, Manchester,
New Hampshire 03104. o _

___ EDUCATION—INSTRUCTION—SCHOOLS
Locks And Safes! Learn How To Open Them. Satisfactior. or
money back. $1.00. Zan Publishing Co., Vacaviile, Calif. 95688.

$150.00 Weekly! Home Addressing! Details 10¢. Smith, Box
2469-W55, Newark, New Jersey. L
. _ . __HELPWANTED o

WORLD-WIDE . .. U.S.A". . Jobs Galore!] San Francisco,
New York, Paris, Tokyo, Rome, Mexico City. $700.00 to
$3,000.00. Paid Overtime, Travel Allowance, Sightseeing!!
Write: Global Employment, Box 706-A11, Orinda, Cal, 94563.
FOREIGN and USA job opportunities available now. Con-
struction, alt trades, Earnings to $3,000 monthly. Paid over-
time, travel, bonuses. Write: Universal Employment, Wood-
bridge, Conn, 06525. L
OVERSEAS Jobs—Europe, South America, Australia, Far
East, etc. 2000 openings all trades. Construction, Office, Engi-
neering, Sales, etc. $700 to $3,000 month. Expenses paid. F ree
Information. Write Overseas Jobs, International Airport, Box
536-C, Miami. Florida 33148. o o B
OVERSEAS EMPLOYMENT . . . Australia, Europé, South
America, Asia! All Occupations! $700-$4,000 monthly! Write:
Employment International, Box 29217-RY, Indianapolis,

Indiana 46229,

. _ AGENTS WANTED _ . _
WANT TO MAKE Up To $100 A Week spare time, and get
free shoes for life, t00? No investment. Rush card for free
details. Mason Shoes, K-801, Ghippewa Falls, Wisc. 54729.

oo ... SALESMEN WANTED o
EARN BIG COMMISSIONS Soliciting delinquent accounts.
No collecting or investment. Metropolitan Finance, 1129 West
41st, Kansas City, Missouri. L
— . EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION—JOBS
AUSTRALIA!! Jobs Galore | Government assisted transporta-
tion! Handbook. Free Details!! Write: Associated, Box 17-
W11, Lafayette, California 94549, o o
Government intelligence agency employment opportunities,
US, overseas. Free information. Western Distributors, Box
6293-N, San Jose, California 95150, .

— o JOKES—TRICKS—NOVELTIES
FREE World’s Leading Catalog 2000 Novelties. Jokes, Tricks,
Knives, Science, Sports Gadgets. Johnson-Smith, C-56,
Detroit, Mighlgiq 48224, o -

COINS—CURRENCY

FREE Coin Price Lists, Tipsico Coins, 6837 Kiami, Tucson,
Arizona 85715. o _ :
FOR PHOTO FANS

MAKE MONEY Tn Photography. Exciting New Approach.
Samples, Complete Information $1.00 (Refundable). Desco,
Box 11566, Phoenix, Arizona 85017,

______ __SONGPOEMS—MUSIC
ROMANTIC SONGPOEMS WANTED! Exclusive Offer!
Castle’s, 203-T West 46th, New York City 10036. .
- } TAPES & RECORDERS B _
TAPE RECORDERS. TAPES blank, pre-recordéd. Catalog
25¢. Tower, Lafayette Hill, Pa. 19444, R

.. TREASURE FINDERS =~
TREASURE MAPS Show Hundreds Of U.S. Locations. De-
tails Free. Vanguard, Box 1362, $anta Maria, Cal. 93454.
FIND BURIED TREASURE with revolutionary patented,
analytical metal detector. Features push button and auto-
matic tuning, negligible ground pickup, greatest range. Free
catalogue, Gardiner Electronics Co., Dept. 40, 4729 N. 7th
Ave., Phoenix, Arizona 85013. . .

L . _HYPNOTISM
HYPNOTISM REVEALED ! Free llustrated Details: Powers,
12015 Shermap_Bqad. Nprth”!-{gllngpd, Pallfomia 91605.
- __ LOANS-BY-MAIL e
BORROW UP TO $1,600 By Mail. Money on your signature
for any purpose. Write: Budget Finance Company, Dept. PB-
2145, 228 City National Bank, Omaha, Nebraska 68102.
L _SLEEP-LEARNING o
SLEEP-LEARNING~HYPNOTISM! Strange catalog free!
Autosuggestion, Box 24-MX, Olympia, Washington, ~
SLEEP LEARNING, Hypnotic method 929, effactive. Details
free. ASR Foundation, Box 7021M, HG Station, Lexington,

AS
Ky. 40502 )
PERSONAL—MISCELLANEOUS

SAVE UP TO $500. Rhodes Hearing Aids, Paducah, Ky. 42001
PROFESSIONAL ELECTRONIC Listening Devices. $7.95-
Up. Catalog & Details Free. PCP Electronics, 27597-MG
Bahama, Hayward, Cal. 94545,

DETECTIVE COURSE. Free |nformation, Universal Defec-
tives, Box 8180-G, Universal City, California. o
OVERWEIGHT? Slimming Hypnosis Recording $10.00 (Re-
fundable). Neale Institute, Box 923C, Edmonton, Canada.
WIN AT BLACKJACK—Calculafor, [nstructions $2.95 Re-
fundable. Miller Publishing, Box 1297, Studio City, Calif. 91604,
_ ___ADVERTISERS—AGENCIES o
“SECRETS OF SUCCESSFUL CLASSIFIED ADVERTIS-
ING” tells short-cuts to bigger mail response and profits,
Includes copy-hints plug where to place your ads and why—and
much more. $1.00 postpaid. Refundable. Free Details about
millions-of-prospects for your “offer.” Write, S. Omessi, Dept.

__ 1 8O-M1, Classified, Inc., 100 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 60611.
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sic vive: DURABLE SEAMLESS

9X12 FT. TARPAULINS
st 3 1or°()98

Single Tarpaulin. .. each $4

Add 50c each for
postage & handling

FOR CARS « BOATS « POOLS « HOME - CAMP « FARMS

i v,
L2310

A
A\t

ALL-WEATHER + ALL-PURPOSE + INSTANT PROTECTION

WATERPROOF
Won't Mildew, Rot or Rust!

This brawny tarpaulin becomes an instant
all-season garage, emergency tent or cover
for any machinery, trucks, boats, pools, etc.
Shields against rain, salt air, sleet, snow,
bird and tree droppings. Huge seamless 9x
12’ cover resists water, mildew, rot and
rust. Made with tie-down grommet holes,
can be roped down, Folds flat for storage.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR
MONEY PROMPTLY REFUNDED

HANOVER HOUSE

Dept. Z-810 Hanover, Penna. 17331

Entire contents Copyright 1970, Hanover House

METHOD OF PAYMENT |

HANOVER HOUSE, Dept. Z-810, Hanover, Pa. 17331
Please rush the following 9x12-ff. TARPAULINS: :

[J Full payment enclosed $. I

___Economy Pack(s) #54403 (3 to a pack) @ $9.98
per pgcl plus $1.50 per pack pos’:age)& (] Check (0 Money Order I
handling ... [ S ] Charge to my account with
___Single Tarpavulin (s) #54379 @ $4 each 7] Diners’ Club; (3 Am. Express |
plus 50¢ each for postage & handling ......... | . |
] BankAmericard
Name R ] Mastercharge (issving |
Address ! bank) |
City Acet. # , i
]

i [JSend C.O.D. I enclose
State - " Zip $2.00 deposit.
— — You will receive a FREE COPY of the new Hanover House Gift and Gadget Catalog = _J

tioned him to his side.

This guy sounds like he is loaded to
the gills but he says he knows where
Dee Gray is holed up,” he whispered.

“Iet me have him,” Thomas said, and
took the head phone.

Starting out casually, wondering if this
was just another one of a score of crank
calls he had fielded in the past 36 hours,
Thomas talked to the obviously intoxi-
cated man at the other end of the wire.

Before long he realized the caller def-
initely knew Dee Gray and that, while it
appeared he was drunk enough to call
authorities, he still was frightened about
what might happen to him if Gray found
he had been an informant who was in-
strumental in his capture.

Thomas slipped a note to a policeman,
telling him to attempt to trace the call
For more than a half hour, Thomas con-
tinued to talk to the man at the other
end of the wire. They discussed cotton
crop prospects, girls, how the fish were
biting in the Mississippi and just about
everything that occurred to the me-
andering mind of the man who was call-
ng.

Several times it appeared that the ef-
forts of Thomas might be in vain as the
caller warned “I know you are having
this call traced and if you don’t cut it
out I am going to hang up.”

Then, suddenly, the policeman slipped
a note to Thomas who scanned it as he
continued to talk on the telephone. The
message was that the call had been
traced to a tavern in Caruthersville, Mis-
souri, about 30 miles away.

Thomas wrote another note instruct-
ing the policeman to notify the sheriff of
the county to go to the tavern and arrest
the man, that he would continue to try
to hold his attention.

Some .time later the caller said to
Thomas:

“I knew you were tracing the call—
I should have hung up but it’s too late
now—you did pretty good—here they
are—ready to pick me up.”

The hunch of Trooper Thomas that the
man he had been talking to had solid
information proved out. He told of a
hideout only five minutes away from the
tavern where he said Gray was holed up
in dense underbrush.

Within minutes 20 state patrol cars
converged on the area and a helicopter
hovered in the vicinity to direet activi-
ties. Thomas and another trooper, with
telescopic sights on their high-powered
rifles, looked down on the scene from
the top of a grain elevator.

With one state trooper using a bull
horn, several others moved steadily for-
ward as Gray was warned to toss out
his weapons.

Suddenly Gray shouted:

“You guys looking for me?”

Trooper James Dicksen replied “Stand
up and show your hands!”

Gray, his face covered with a beard
and his clothes stained by the flight
through the swamps and underbrush,
came forward with his hands in the air.

After being advised of his rights, Gray
was taken to Sikeston where Sheriff
Ramsey was still in serious condition.
Gray gave a voluntary confession to
Trooper Thomas which stood up at his
jury trial.

Chief Assistant Prosecuting Attorney
Hal Hunter, who is now prosecuting at-
torney for New Madrid County, won his
case and Gray was sentenced to 60
years in prison by presiding _district
Judge Ray Weightman when the jury
convicted him of second degree murder.

Gray is serving his sentence in the
Missouri State Prison at Jefferson City
at the present time. L X X



ROCK POLISHER

INTO GLEAMING GEM-
LIKE BEAUTIES

First low cost preci-
sion made automatic
home Rock Polisher operates like
a unit used by jewelers to bring the
sparkling glow to precious gems. Perfect for rock collectors,
miniature rock gardens, to admire or sell. No skill required, just
find the rocks, ordinary garden-type variety or semi-precious
stones with mineral content. Put them in the cannisters with the
polishing grit. Twin tumblers do the job twice as fast. Fully
guaranteed UL listed continuous duty motor with heavy duty
nylon bearings plugs into any home socket. For polishing coins,
shell casings, too. Comes to you ready to use, no assembling
necessary. Interesting hobby for fun and profit!

7763—Rock Polisher $21.98 7764—Polishing Grit $3.98

Save Money With These Fine Gift Values!

Sir Galahad Knight's Helmet

ICE
BUCKET

The romance of knighthood lives
oninthe superb design and
craftsmanship of this unusual
ice bucket. Authentic in every de-
tail ... worthy of a 14th
century museum piece!
A beautiful, functional,
decorative accessory
for your home. Crafted
in easy care aluminum,.
Insulated, moulded
plastic liner keeps ice
for hours! Finish is
elegant antique-pewter.
2 quart capacity. 14
inches tall.
A9743—Ice Buckets
$9.98

WAIST TRIM BELT

Wear it... Simple as that to help
reduce waist!

Wear the new waist-trim belt next
to your skin while you sit, walk,
work ... Normal body heat and
the gentle massage action of the
belt helps trim and firm midriff
bulge. Get amazing results even
if worn while steeping! Soft com-
position rubber with adjustable
velcro closures . . . Comfortable
trimming while you go about nor-
mal activities... Gardening, jog-
ging...even watching TV. Fits
sizes 24 in. to 46 in.

THMHRRTININ L

Stop Smoking
InJust6
Weeks!

tlDlAlH
HOLDER LETS
YOU INHALE LESS

Use 1009% inhalation the 1st
week, turn to 809% the 2d week,

PRECISION NUTCRACKER
For those nuts about nuts, this
piston precision nutcracker
shelis nuts whole instead of

9945—Waist Trim Belt . . . $9.98

crumbling them into pieces.
Just push down the handle,
then remove the meat intact!

Portable Cordless

Tough metal on 9” wood base,
controlled pressure action!

7228—Piston Nutcracker $4.98

60% the 3rd, then 40, 20 and
finally 0% inhalation—at last
you've quit smoking. Finally with
the unique dial at ZERO the
smoke is harmless, habit kicked!

9963 -Stop Smoking ..........$2.98

Table Lamp

Works on batteries . . . anywhere
. . . needs no outlet for power.
Lamp sheds light in car, on
camping trips, in boat .. . in
house in case of emergency!
Handy on patio or moonlight
picnics. Styled like a fashionable
table lamp with designs in gold
on black base, topped with a
white gold-rimmed shade. Works
on Eveready No. 731 battery,
available anywhere.

8237—Porto-Lamp ............. $5.98

The Famous Mytilical
Good Health & Luck Charm

COPPER BRACELET !

Be it a wives’ tale of witch- I
craft...mind over matter I
...what ever you want to
believe! This bracelet is I
said to soothe even the
most savage beast! Nat- I
ural solid copper. Choose
plain or monogrammed, I

™ — = MAIL 10-DAY NO RISK COUPON TODAY! « wm

PROJECTOR EN-
LARGES TO 4 FEET! IN
COLORTOO. Enlarge
any illustrated material
up to 4 ft. wide. No
films, negatives needed.
Magazines, newsapers,
snapshots, stamps, all
project clearly in color
or black & white, Uses
house light bulb. Ad-
justable lens. Handy
carry case, 12”7 x 87 x
412", Every boy or girl
will treasure this pro-
jector!

2517—-Projector... $7.98

GREENLAND STUDIOS .
3966 Greenland Building, Miami, Florida 33054

Rush me the following cl;lecked items. | understand | can return any
within 10 days for a refuhd. Enclosed check or m.o. for $ .

—A7763 Rock Polishers @ $21.98 (Add 85¢ post. ea.)
—— 7764 Polishing Grit @ $3.98 (Add 35¢ post. eal)
—— 9945 Waist Trim Belts @ $9.98 (Add 45¢ post. ea.)
—— 8237 Portable Lamps @ $5.98 (Add 45¢ post. ea.)

. —— 9920 Plain Bracelets @ $1.00 (Add 25¢ post. ea.)
—D9979 Monogrammed Bracelets @ $1.98 (Add 25¢ post. ea.)

Specify nitials

——A9743 Ice Buckets @ $9.98 (Add $1.25 post. ea.)
—— 7228 Piston Nutcrackers @ $4.98 (Add 55¢ post. ea.)
—— 8651 Stop Smoking @ $4.98 (Add 25¢ post. ea.)
——A2517 Projectors @ $7.98 (Add 75¢ post. ea.)

N-—-;-————-J

specify 2 or 3 initials. NAME
09979—Monogramn;:el(f98 ADDRESS,
\ : 9920—Plain Bracelet $1.00 CITY. STATE ZIP.
L————-—————————--'
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LEARN
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Get your license. Study to Become a Salesman or
Broker. Approved for Veterans. Accredited by
NHSC. Write for Catalog.
NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF REAL ESTATE, INC.
3330-X Peachtree Rd., Atlanta, Ga. 30326

FEET GET TIRED AND ACHE!

SCIENTIFIC ARCH SUPPORTS

You can get immediate relief with lightweight

COMFORT SUPPORTS. Newly developed comfort

pads support and relieve pressure like magic.

A. Callous pillow cushions ball of
foot.

B. Special adhesive tape keeps
pads in place. )

C. Additional soft pad lifts meta-
tarsal bones giving immediate
comfort and relief.

D. Section gives comfortable sup-
port to arch.

E.Special adhesive tape keeps
pads in glace. CAN'T SLIP.

F. Shows where pads end at base
of heel, for best foot comfort.
Won’t move in shoe. Interchange-
able. Washable. Dries instantly.
Price only $1.98 per pair. 2 pair
$3.50. Please add 25¢ for post.
and handling. Specifé for man or woman. State
shoe size. Sorry no C.0.D.’s. Money back if not

delighted.

Foot care catalogue included with each order

FOOT PRODUCTS CO., Dept.OD11
P.O. BOX 34, MALVERNE, N.Y. 11565

NATIONAL

DETECTIVES

N AND
. SPECIAL POLICE
& ASSOCIATION

- JOIN OUR TEAM
N )OF CRIMEFIGHTERS!

ANNUAL DUES $6
« $1000 Death Benefit
» Special ldentification Card
- Star Emblem to display
« Detective Training Material

SEND FOR MEMBERSHIP NOW

MAIL THIS COUPGN TODAY!

|
] SEND CHECK OR. MONEY ORDER T0:
I  NDSP,1029 Vermont Ave. N.W.
! Washington, D. C. 20005
1
1 NAME AGE_

1
: ADDRESS
Loy ATE
. STAT bild

b |

Train now at home in spare time for 1000s high pay prestige positions
open to Accountants. Accountants move up fast in business. With our

i p Age ing Course you are given a fully, auto-

~ matic electric adding machine. Ours is the oaly home-study plan that
. shows you step by step how to take advantage of computers to sim-
:; plify work—how to make you more valuahle to company management.

ome fora B [UR

- Y
You learn both Manuai and Computer Accounting!

You work actual problems with our [BM 360 Com-
puter to leatn exactly what information you must "
“4eed" the computer . . . you learn how to interpret “‘print
out” data our computer returns to you . . . you qualify for one
of 1000s “Big Future’” Careers awaiting trained Accountants.

Whatever your previous experience or education —we show you
how! Send for FREE “‘Accounting Career Kit.” No salesnran wili call,

LLL eIl 4500 Campus Dr., Newport, Calif. 92663
Rush FREE “Accounting Career Kit.” No salesman will call.

B NORTH AMERICAN SCHODL OF AGGOUNTING, Dept. 015681

STATE ZIP.

The Texas
Burglars . ..

(Continued from page 43)

of them! No one would suspect.”

But again, while the witness had seen
the two boys standing at the door of the
home, and a large, expensive sedan in
the driveway, he had not noted the li-
cense plate number. . .

Mrs. James Nolan had no inkling of
the intense hunt being conducted in her
neighborhood, nor did she know that sev-
eral homes in the vicinity had been bur-
glarized, since she was not acquainted
with the occupants.

The maid was absent when Mrs. Nolan
heard the doorbell ring one early after-
noon in mid-May of 1970. A small, wist-
ful-eyed youth confronted her when she
opened the door, and she noticed a
second youth, seemingly not much older,
seated in a car parked in her driveway.

“Clan We mow your grass, mam?”’
the youth at the door piped. “Sure looks
like it could use mowing.”

Mrs. Nolan nodded. “Yes, it does,
and Thomas is due this afternoon to
mow it and trim it. He’s my yardman,
and he knows how I like the place kept.
But thank you, anyway.”

“Yes, ma'am,” the boy replied cheer-
fully, and ran to the car where the
second youth waited. Mrs. Nolan return-
ed to her garden. Such a nice boy, and
so willing to work, she thought. Not
many like that these days.

Crane Lawson, a bachelor architect
who lived in a plush retreat on the west-
ern edge of Houston, was well aware
that daylight burglars were operating
in his vicinity, for he'd read with inter-
est Mueller's and Hobbs' accounts of
their exploits, as written up by news-
men,

Consequently, he had taken to drop-
ping by his home once or twice daily,
since his current contracts put him near
his dwelling several times each day.
But actually, the incident of the bur-
glars’ exploits had faded from his mind
the morning of May 17th when he drop-
ped by his home, set well back into the
trees, to pick up some drawings.

He opened the door, and heard a sound
from the back patio. It was not really a
suspicious sound, for sounds were com-
mon in this grove of trees that enclosed
his home, but Lawson walked back to
the lounging room that opened on his
back yard patio and looked around, ex-
pecting, perhaps, to find a squirrel or
an opossum, both of which abounded in
the little wilderness within civilization.

There were no animals, but Lawson
noted that his patio door was unlocked,
although closed. Frowning, he stepped
outside and looked around. There was no
one in sight. He went back inside and,
as a precaution, toured the premises, in-
specting his valuables. Nothing seeme
to be missing, and surely, if burglars
had been inside, they’d have taken one
or more of his rifles and shotguns, rack-
ed in the den between trophies of the
hunt.

Lawson shrugged. He'd been careless
and had left the patio door unlocked.
And he was lucky the place hadn’t been
looted. He was right on both counts.

On May 29th, Detectives McWilliams
and Stolarski got the break they sought.
In company with two other detectives,
they were investigating the looting of a
fashionable home in River Oaks. While
canvassing the neighborhood, seeking

possible witnesses, they encountered a
yardman who had earlier mowed the
grass across the street from the burglar-
ized residence.

“T saw two kids drive away from the
place and it looked like they had some
stereo players or something in the back
seat,” he said. But they were driving a
Continental and I figured they had busi-
ness there.”

“You didn’t by chance get the license
number?” asked Stolarski. The answer
was a detective’s delight.

“Matter of fact, I did,” replied the man,
“It looked like Mrs., Tate’s car, and I
looked at the plates and saw the back one
clear. It was PHK-16, and I knew that
wasn’t her car, 'cause the letters were
wrong.”

The officers checked out PHK-16 and
learned it was a valid plate, issued to a
1968 Continental owned by one Stuart
Sanders, with an address in the near
downtown district. Sanders was at home
when the officers arrived. He proved to
be a tall, athletically-trim youth who ad-
mitted them readily and willingly talk-
ed with them about his movements, ac-
quaintances and the car. He said he was
employed as a salesman.

4T often loan the car to a kid named
Jack Ledwell, whom I met when we ser-
ved in Vietnam,” Sanders said. “He had
it yesterday and early today. He always
takes good care of if, and I feel sort of
obligated, because he insisted on giving
me a stereo he said he didn’t have room
for in his apartment.”

Sanders exhibited the stereo, and the
detectives noted its brand name and ser-
ial number, and then compared it with
a well-worn list they carried with them.

The stereo had been stolen in one of
the burglaries from their case files!

Ledwell lived with his younger broth-
er, Larry, the officers learned on checking
with the police identification files, and
both had records for burglary, dating
back to ages 12 and 16 respectively.
In fact, Jack Ledwell, now 21, was free
on parole from a five-year sentence, and
Larry was free on parole from a five-
year sentence. They were indeed good
suspects.

Based on the information they had,
the officers easily obtained a search war-
rant for the brothers’ home, and a war-
rant charging them with burglary.

The Ledwell boys were home, and it
was a routine arrest and a routine
search of the premises, but after that,
things got so incredible that even Detec-
tives McWilliams and Stolarski, harden-
ed in the ways of criminal behavior,
were stunned.

Arraigned and apprised of all their
constitutional rights and privileges, the
Ledwell boys cheerfully waived them and
agreed to talk to newsmen, TV camera-
men, police officers or anyone else who
cared to listen. They were not bitter a-
gainst the police.

“The law is just doing its thing—we
have our job, t00,” Jack said airily, then
grinned ruefully. “Or had.”

Jack Ledwell had served 13 months
overseas in the Vietnam conflict, and
had been wounded three times and de-
corated for valor. He said, however, that
his penchant for burglary had prevailed
even in the Army—he’d been caught,
convicted and given a dishonorable dis-
charge after a short term in a stockade.

“The United States made me feel like
a traitor after thirteen months fighting
overseas,” he said, a trace of bitterness
in his tones.

The big surprise he had for police was
a tape recorder, on which he'd made var-
ious comments as he and his brother



cruised about the city, and on which he
had cited addresses and loot taken as
well as philosophical comments,

As criminal evidentiary documents go,
the tape was a fascinating one.

Here are excerpts from the length
recording, as released by the police wit
permission of the brothers and aired on
some radio stations.

“The police department will be glad to
know we're helping them stay in busi-
ness,” the tape began.

“However, in my opinion, the Houston
police should have more people just driv-
ing around looking and distracting bur-
glars ...’

“We just got our truck gassed up and
we're headed back to Inwood Street. We
hope to make a nice haul at this house
we're getting ready to go to. If no one is
home, we will hit it.”

“Oh, oh, Larry, that really looks bad,
that lineman just sitting there on the
curb, We couldn’t hit it with him stand-
ing there, so we’ll have to go somewhere
else in River Oaks . ..”

“Well, 1 just saw my first policeman
today. He just whipped on by us. We are
looking for papers piled up in front yards,
or other signs the people are away.”

“When business is booming it some-
times gets a little crowded. I've noticed
people hitting houses just like we are.
You'd really be surprised how many bur-
glars we've run across since we’ve been
doing this, and we average five bur-
glaries a day, seven days a week. But it
just depends on how our morale is really,
if we feel like we deserve it, we will
rest on Sunday ...”

“The homes look pretty nice here.
They look even better than where we
were. Yeah! They're further apart,
which gives us a better chance to do a
more successful job.”

“I think we ought to take care of our
business in this area. These are really
nice homes here. I really dig them.”

“There was a man back there taking
moving pictures of his son. You know, I
think we ought to start taking movies of
our jobs.”

“We've already hit one place today in
West University Place near Rice Univer-
sity. Us brothers stick together. That'’s
the way life should be, people sticking
together . . .”

“We aren’t the type of burglars who
hurt people. We take from the rich and
give to the poor, which, of course, is us!
This is a poor neighborhood (passing
through), but the people here are rich
with love. We’re by the Lighthouse for
The Blind, now. I've made a couple of
contributions and I plan to make a $5000
contribution at the end of this year if
everything works out fine. We're now
headed for the Memorial area.

“We have done a lot of business in
this area. Of course, it’s nothing to brag
about—I would say between $2 million
and $3 million! . . .”

“The people we take from are so rich
it really doesn’t hurt them. We don't
take their antiques or most precious
things, just things that can be sold quick-
ly. We aren’t really out to hit houses to-
day. We’re out to scope them out. We'll
go home tonight and plan our hits off
this tape . . .”

At one point, Ledwell’s voice became
excited, after calmly describing how he
and his brother entered a house (Law-
son’s)

“No one is home. They left their door
wide open, which will, of course, lead
to a theft. We are now entering this
house.

“Oh! We were drove up on by the own-
ers of this home. We are now escaping a

frightening situation ... !”

“I've noticed the people are real
friendly in this area when they're at
home and talk to us. I always ask about
lawn work. I probably could have made
a fortune doing lawn work.

“But I've a new concept. Apartment
dwellers, I've noticed, tend to spend
their money on the most luxurious
items . ..”

“I'm not sure if luck is with us or God.
I feel God is with us. I think he feels as
we do. We don’t spend our money on any
items that benefits us, we spend it to
benefit others. This is hard to believe of
two people who go out and break the law,
because, of course, it’s wrong!”

If the incriminating tape astonished
officers, young Jack Ledwell, age 21,
had yet another shocking surprise. After
detailing many of their burglaries, and
furnishing addresses—“‘we kept files,
and made photographs”—they were re-
manded to jail for rest, for it appeared
it would be a marathon task to record
their exploits.

The next morning, when the detectives
went to his cell to return him to the bur-
glary offices, Jack Ledwell calmly hand-
ed them a .22 caliber pistol he’d fashion-
ed himself, loaded with a single, live
cartridge! .

“Security in this jail isn’t very good,”
he chided them.

Ledwell and his brother continued to
make detailed accounts’ of their burglar-
ies, and even talked of his burglary
sprees in_Vietnam, where, he said, he
spzcialized in stealing weapons, and once
burglarized the home of General Nguyen
Cao Ky to get a list of the Army of
South Vietnam armories.

“We sold the guns to civilians and, of
course, they sold them to the Viet Cong,”

he said calmly.

He said that while he disposed of most
of the loot personally—he and his
brother—he had left a lot of it with one
J. B. Wood, age 31, on Westcott Street.
Wood was promptly arrested and charg-
ed with receiving and concealing stolen
goods.

On July 17, 1970, Jack Ledwell and
Larry Ledwell were both indicted on
four counts of burglary and theft, in
order that the courts might deny them
release as parole violators, although
reasonable bonds were set. J. B. Wood
was indicted the same day on three
counts of receiving and concealing sto-
len property. He has refused to comment
to police and stands on his constitution-
al rights to silence.

The Ledwell boys are still talking, and
their only quarrel with detectives is over
the number of burglaries committed and
the amount of the loot.

The officers still feel the boys only
hit 300 homes and took loot valued at
$3 million. Jack still argues ‘it was 600
burglaries and $5 million or more in
booty.

“Well, one thing sure, maybe they
were pocket-sized Robin Hoods,” said one
officer, “but they damned sure don’t
have anything to show for all the valu-
ables they took!” * e

Eprror’s NoTE:

The names Carl Hobbs, Krause
Mueller, Mrs. James Nolan, Crane
Lawson, Mrs. Tate and Stuart Sanders,
as used in the foregoing story, are not
the real names of the persons con-
cerned. These persons have been given
flictitious names to protect their ident-
ities.

Get your bills

WE CAN

HELP YOU!

We are not a loan company, so poor
credit is no problem! (Maximum total
debt accepted is $20,000.)

Send your name and address. We'll mail more
information and a CONFIDENTIAL application.

=
UNITED SECURITY

CORPORATION
36 Kennedy Plaza, Providence, R.I. 02903

i Lk

1 Address

[ —— e ———————

UNITED SECURITY CORPORATION
Dept 0OD11

Name

State
Zip Code

City




Have You Ever Wanted To Influence The People
Around You... Without Even Saying A Word?

,"“

% The Lucifer Compiex

These Methods Are Not Impossible... Not lllegal... |
But They Might Scare The Sh*t Out Of You!

CLICK HERE TO LEARN MORE!



https://lucifercomplex.com/

Why men in Accounting, Banking, Sales,

Credit, Real Estate; Traffic, Insurance,

Government and the
Armed Services
as a way to increased earnings

Whatever your present position — whatever your
previous schooling — you can multiply your oppor-
tunities for rapid promotion, big income and prestige
through LaSalle law training at home.
A knowledge of Law is regarded today as in-
dispensable equipment in every activity of business.
The greatly increased role of government in business,
the many new problems of Law involving taxes, in-
surance, contracts, liability, employment, and much
more — all require the legally-trained executive who
can make day-to-day decisions effectively. That is
why leading corporations seek out such men for key
positions and reward them with top salaries.
You can master Law easily and enjoyably at home
— at remarkably low cost — under the supervision of
LaSalle’s distinguished Law faculty. Your study is
illustrated with actual legal cases. Upon completion
of your training, you are awarded a Bachelor of Laws
- degree if qualified. The famed LaSalle Law Library
— of 14 volumes is given to you as part
of your course.
Send For over sixty years LaSalle has been
for an acknowledged leader in business
TRAINING FOR | this training, with more than 2,000,000 stu-
LEADERSHIP Free dents. Send for the free booklet “Law
Book- Yraining for Leadership” and see how
let LaSalle can help you move up rapidly
| in business. Address: 417 So. Dearborn,
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60605.

LA SALLE

EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearhorn Street, Dept. 59-102, Chicago, Hllinois 60605

Please send me, free of cost or obligation, your
illustrated booklet “Law Training for Leadership.”
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iesale Specialty Pr

Auto Spotlight
your cost 8| ;
sell for $2.98

Electric Scissors \
your cost 84c
sell for $2.98

Hurricane Lamp ~
your cest 24¢
sell for 88¢

Beauty Glo Lamp

Electri
(exclusive SMC yoeu'i :::? o
product) sell for $1.00
your cost $1.02
sell for $3.98

Illuminated Screwdriver
your cost 37¢
sell for $1.59 |

Tiniest Flashlight
your cost 25¢
sell for $1.00

14 Solid State Radio
your cost $3.55
sell for $9.98

35mm Style Camera
your cost 47c
sell for $1.49

Unbreakable Combs
your cost 1¢
sell for 10¢

Car Vacuum Cleaner
your cost $2.50
sell for $7.95

Burglar Fire Alarm
your cost 82¢
sell for $2.98

Two Cell Flashlight
your cost 19¢
sell for 79¢

Stuffed Animal Radio
your cost $5.75
sell for $14.95

Laminated Padlock
your cost 20c
sell for 59¢

i 1 Additional
pundreds OF P ioaest
j\'()‘fs/(.’“e of the gugaran-

—

SMC Home Business People expect unusual profits.
Read how very big earnings may sometimes be.

Robert H. 0'Del!

, ““Each time | make
wholesale sales with

SMC merchandise, | at

Paul Patterson
| now average $75.00
per day and project my
earnings to increase

BUY at GUARANTEED
LOWEST BELOW
WHOLESALE PRICES.

Hundreds & hundreds of products
to choose from « New best sellers
added continuously  Immediate
delivery o Additional bonus dis-
count on your first order o Sales
without direct selling » Free hook,
“How to Wholesale”

WE SHOW YOU HOW TO START

Your Own Wholesale Business

How to get orders without direct selling —
How to place self-service racks in retail
stores —rent free —How to operate a
wagon jobbing route — How to get drop-
ship orders — How to get catalog orders
by mail — Everything you need to know to
operate a high pay home business.

Help fill tremendous demand — Get your
share of the zooming sales. Make money
easier than you ever dreamed possible.

3 BIG AND EXCITING

Money Fields to Choose From

1. Wagon Jobbing — Take orders from mer-
chants and deliver cash sales at the same
time. SMC guaranteed lowest below whole-
sale prices lets you sell at wholesale and
make staggering big profits for yourself,
Merchants buy in dozen, hundreds, and
even thousands, with continuous repeat
orders.

2. Rack Jobbing — SMC attractive self-
service displays do your selling for you.
SMC merchandise is packaged, ready for
display. No direct selling.

3. Mail Order Sales — Everything you need
to get orders by mail is included in our
program, SMC guaranteed lowest prices lets
you earn profits up to 5, 7, even 10 times
your cost!

START SMALL — GROW BIG — Make big
money spare time. Whatever time you can
spare there is a profitable place for you in
wholesaling. Opportunities everywhere.
WE PROTECT YOU — Supply authorized SMC
wholesalers only. When you answer this ad
you get in on the ground floor. Mail coupon
today.

Derringer Signal Light
your cost 20¢ g
sell for $1.00 S

Home Haircutter
your cost 16¢

sell for 88c g

Nylon Watch Band
your cost 11¢ _
sell for 88c

5~ Religious Medallion  payiary Toothbrush
Keychain your cost 86¢
your cost 18¢ sell for $2.98

v sell for $1.00

Beaded Purse
your cost 19¢
sell for $1.00

Professional Hunting §
Slingshot

your cost 22¢
sell for $1.00

Spectacle Binoculars
your cost 23¢
sell for $1.00

Electric Percolator
with cord

your cost $1.90
sell for $4.98

i
Permanent Match e

with keychain 3 8mm Movie Projector
your cost 24¢c with roll comic film

sell for $1.00 your cost $4.40 with film
sell for $11.95 with film

Flashing Antenna
Emergency Light
your cost 34¢
sell for $1.49

Cube Flash Camera
your cost 77¢
sell for $2.98

Raiﬁ Bonnet & Sheath
your cost 112¢
sell for 10c

Electric Hair Dryer gy
your cost $3.25 P
sell for $9.95

Name Brand Appliances
at amazingly low prices

[

Toys g
our cost toto 3¢ TOyS é .
Sellfor 106 your cost 10c ta 25¢ o W.

3

sell for 88c t0 $1.00  Toys ’
your cost 4¢ to 10c

sell for 25¢ to 39¢

"RUSH COUPON NOW

M. Priesel Director
Specialty Merchandise Corp.

least double my cost.”

steadily.” This opportunity is open to serious men
and women who want to operate a Big Pay
spare or full time home business. Mail
coupon for free hook & Discount Certificate.
Everything sent free.

6963 Hayvenhurst Ave., Dept.. §.151
Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 pL- §-1511

Send me full free facts & free book “How to
Wholesale for Profit,”’ plus information on your
revolutionary sales plans that bring automatic orders.

Name
Address
City

Marvin Malloy Russell
‘| made $1,862.45
profit the first month,
with SMC working part
time. $385.00 of this
was made in one day.”

specially merchandise corporation 6963 Hayvenhurst Ave., Dept. s-1511 Van Nuys, Calif. 91406

Canadians write: Pre-Sell Distributors, 379 Broadview Ave., Toronto 6, Ontario, Canada

Wiiliam K. Treacy. Jr.
““| started my business
with a $28.80 invest-
ment. and have made
as much as $100.00
profit in 3 hours work."”

State Zip
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