


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/

THIS BOOK MAY ANSWER THESE QUESTIONS...
How much alimony does he pay? -
How much child support does he pay? QUI(K "P

Did he really graduate from college? Want o know whether someone
What assets does he own? hos o ble"“ on inmate i the
‘ ederal prison system?
Does his divorce file say he beat his wife? sy
. Call the Bureau of Prisons
Is he all that he claims to be? (202) 307-3126
And much, much more!

Joseph J. Culligan, licensed private | recent 5-Yeuvrv;:'r?:d\'ylere battered by thei, boyfriends during g

investigator and Hall of Fame -Bureau of ustice stagisgic
member of the National |
Association  of  Investigative
Specialists, has worked the
“Kennedy-Smith Rape” case for A
Current Affair and the “Jeffrey
Dahmer” case, the “Mike Tyson
Rape” case, the “Merv Griffin
Palimony” case, the “General
Manuel Noriega” case, the
“Rodney King” case, the “Waco,
Texas” story and many others
for the national media,
attorneys and government. His
cases have appeared on the
Maury Povich Show, Rescue
911, Sally Jessy Raphael, Hard
Copy, Vicki Lawrence Show, By Joseph J.
True Detectives and Joan Rivers
Show, among other television
programs.
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Break all cases inno time!
Easy up-to-date skip tracing home-study
program. Learn ATC's professional technique

to locate skippers, missing persons and
runaways! Track down all targets.

A

/M/ e

FULL ACTIO

FASTEST GROWING INVESTI

BE YOUR OWN BOSS!
PLAN YOUR FUTURE NOW! . S
Track down loanskips, "bad debts", missing persons, runaways

TRAIN AT HOME TODAY! with ATC's professional skip tracirg technique. Learn the right
START YOUR BUSINESS stuff! No matter how hard they strive to camouflage, our program
TOMORROW! shows you how to dig them out effortlessly of their new hideout.
With no investment, A professional skip tracer recently described our program as the

achieve financi,a'I "1-2-3 hideout buster".

security with this

unbelievable home- LOCATING SKIPPERS & MISSING PERSONS MAKE UP TO
study program. NEW ADDRESS PAYS BIG MONEY! $100’000

Exclusive features of ATC’s skip tracing training program!

GATION INDUSTRY IN AMERICA!

OCCUPATION: Professional Skip Tracer

BACKGROUND: ATC's Skip Tracing & Missing
Individuals Investigations BTM

- INCOME: Unlimited

Basics of Skip Tracing

Skippers & Missing Persons: drives
and behavior

How to locate a Skipper & Missing
Person - Part 1T

How to locate a Skipper & Missing
Person — Part IT

The Complete Guide to Pretexts and
Ruses

How to develop Informants & Contacts
Public & Private Sources - 115 pages
7 zguide to cover over 800 public and
private sources

Over 550 pages! The easiest and most complete
home-study program ever published!

Like him, and many others YOU CAN MAKE IT BIG
in this field of UNLIMITED OPPORTUNITIES!

O Hh W IN=

7 sefen 4o ATC'a BIM daily; the investment has
ocid off 3 times since my initial payment. The
product was infowmative, concise & weld put
zogethen. The most well ihought application of
common sense 7've ever zead”. S. Carson, Shaliko
Nation Wide Locatons. Pennsvidle, N7 08070

"Yos! 7 feed that learning all this information
widd help me start a successful & prosperous EACH SECOND; 2 Americans are skippin' away! Their new address and
business”. Lisa D. Gaimmett, De Queen, AR 71832 whereabouts are unknown. 55,000,000 SKIP CASES are up for grabs...
‘each year. Better training & upgraded skills will get you a piece of
the action and your share of this $$$ booming business. This is your

"atten J completed ATC's home-study program, J

stanted my own skip tracing business. 7 made a chance to make it big! HUGE D D for SKT SKIP TRACERS aind
prolit of 82,400.00 the finst mom;‘.,h. T owe my MISSING P NS 1 & IGATORS ! N LLED

success to yourn excedlent program'. ) NVEST

G. Chantrand, Delnay Beach, FL 33444 GET YOUR CASES FROM ALL FIELDS OF BUSINESS!

Bounty Hunters, Process Servers, PI's, Loan Co., Rental/Retail Stores,
Automobile Repossessors, Collection Agencies, Bailbondsmen, Hospitals,
Banks, Private & Public Corps., Private Citizens and many morel!!

CREDIT CARD TOLL
48Hour | FREF ORDER LINE*

shipping | 1.800-461-1ATC

: gi.—:? FAX ORDERS: (802) 660-2689
Triple Bonus 7%~ American Tracing Corp. .
Offer With Your . 289 College St., Burlington, VT 05401 USA H
1 ]
Order! ' Please rush my copy of ATC's "Skip Tracing & M.I. Investigations }§
1 Basic Training Manual” for $174.95. (S/H included - UPS add $4.00, US FUNDS N
g
THE FASTRACK GUIDE TO SUCCESSFUL : ONLY, VT residents add 5% salesv tax. Canada/Mexico add $20.00. Other countries inquire. :
SKIP TRACING AND MISSING PERSONS : Allow 4+weeks for delivery - Sorry no COD's) *Except AK & HI. PLEASE PRINT. :
BUSINESS. A complete guide on how to start 1 Nome: ]
2P0 TEO 2 : Fncl y
B 1 immediately your skip tracing business. : nclosed Checl/Money OrderD :
Start from home with no investment! I Address: VISA[] MasterCard [ ] H
2 100 PACKAGE" of PROFESSIONAL FORMSETS! 1 City: State: Tip: Exp. Date: / H
- 1 . 1 ]
3 ATC's sealed and signed PERSONAL CERTIFICATE! § Signature: Card No: !
l EQUAL OPPORTUNITY FOR NEN AND WOMEN. WO COLLEGE i @@ []Full Color 16 pages INFO-PACK $2.00 (refundable) Total:$ i
TRAINING, SKILLS OR PROFESSIONAL LICENSING REQUIRED. | & i
I---.------------..---.--------------------------------------.



PRIVATE EYES

Men & Women! Learn to be a. . .

PRIVATE

INVESTIGATOR

“Clue” into big profits, excitement, intrigue

and adventure with your own P.. business!

$100,000 a year or more made as your own

boss! Amazing one-of-a-kind Private

Investigators Home-Study Program telis

all! Train to be part of the fastest grawing

profession in the country. Quickly learn:

* How to get on the ‘‘fast track’ to
big money

* All fundamentals of surveillance and
private investigation

* How to start your own detective agency

* Where to buy stdte - of - the - art
electronic detection equipment

* How to operate from home, part-time
or full-time

* |d Card & Dipioma awarded!

LEARN FROM THE EXPERTS

Your ability to succeed in our Private
Investigtor’s Home-Study Program’’ is
‘'second to none’’ because:

* You are taught by investigative staff
from Probe, Inc., a full-scale Private
Investigation and Bodyguard Agency
which owns and operates The United
States Academy Of Private tnvestigation.
And,

* As experts with unlimited knowledge in
this field we are qualified to guide you
step-by-step through all aspects of
Private Investigation and Agency
Operations!

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY

Four solid facts why with our training a

business of this nature is well within your

grasp:

Fact #1: The business is wide-open and
booming!

Fact #2: It is an easy field to enter!

Fact #3: You tan begin to work
immediately!

Fact #4: No investment is required!

Don't delay! This is your gateway to

financial freedom as you become expos-

ed to the fascinating world of Private

Investigation!

FREE INFORMATION

&

STATE APPROVED

UNITED STATES ACADEMY
OF
PRIVATE INVESTIGATION
P.0. BOX 2133 (D6)
BEVERLY HILLS, CA 90213
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Hand-Carved Eagle
Retail: $229.95
SMC Price: $69.95

. Your Profit: $160.00

Door Alarm
Retail: $7.95
SMC Price: $2.65
Your Profit: $5.30

Y

ues

: Friends

Munical Sani
Retuil: $34.95

SMC Price: S11.65
Your Profit: $23.36

Travel Headrest
Retail: $4 95
SMC Price: $1.65
Your Profit: $3.30

4 Decoratine Frame

§ Retail: S14.95
SMC Price: $4.95
Your Profu: $16.60

=1 A Million a Year From His Home!
"It's just me, my wife, and my daughter
helping out once in a while, and we do a
business of $1,000,000 out of our house!”

Finn Skeisvoll
{ As seen on TV's Opportunity Update)

One of Those Products...or Any of More

=g

S W
these items made |
Finn a millionaire?

Survival Unit
Retail; $35.95
SMC Price: $11.80
Your Profit: 524.15

hic

Fashion Brooch
Retuil: $11.95
SMC Price: $3.40
£ Your Profit: $8.55

%'y Stone Carving
=) Retail: $9.95

! é SMC Price: $3.30

’ Your Profit: $6.65

Lighted Roses
Retail: $11.95 a set
SMC Price: $3.98 a set
Your Profit: $7.97

Colorful Wall Mask
Retail: $21.95

= SMC Price: $7.30
¥ Your Profit: $14.65
i

Mantet Clock
Retail: $49.95
SMC Price: $16.65
Your Profit: $33.30

*Hint: the product that
brought him that huge
order is pictured on
this page. Can you

guess which
one? (Read on,
and find out!)

Christmas Express
Retail: $49.95

SMC Price: $16.65
Your Profit: $33.30

Finn wasn't happy with his
retirement pension, and decided to
start a merchandising business of his
own with the help of Specialty
Merchandise Corporation. It paid off
more than he ever dreamed: one of
the first orders he received was for
almost $20,000!

300 TO 700%
PROFIT!

Than 3500 Others...Can Do the Same for You!

Each Year We Bet
$25,000,000 That You
Will Be Successful!

That's how much merchandise we have
available for vou in our gigantic
warehouse--- it's the size of 7 football fields,
over two stories tall, yet it's jammed to the
rafters with products that can make you rich!

Our success depends on the success of
everyone selling SMC products, so we make
sure there's a huge variety always available,
always ready for immediate delivery. We're
the ones stocking the inventory, so we're the
ones taking all the risk! Of course we want
you to succeed!

That's why every item we offer is a proven
performer. That's why our prices are far
below wholesale--- you can sell at wholesale
and easily make 100% profit! That's why we
back our members up with solid business
plans that work. And that's why you can
order in any quantity, even one at a time, for
the same incredibly low price.

We've got a lot at stake. But we know it's a

good bet, because we're gambling on people

who want to change their lives, work for
themselves, and start making real money.

People like you! B

(under $25/)

(Often, the f

# Have arelia
products! (0

(More than
profits as a

YOURS

Professional Car Poli
Retail: $18.95

SMC Price: $6.30
Your Profit: $12.65

40-Year Recommendation
From Top Mail Order Expert!

and-Carved Bulldog
tail: $6.95

MELVIN POWERS, mail order pro, author of How to Get Rich ke

in Mail Order: "I've been recommending SMC for over 40 years SMCPrice: S50
now, and [ can honestly say that no other company can get you
started in the mail order business as quickly and easily as SMC."

r

Your Profit: $4.65

College Prof Steers Students Toward SMC!

STUART WILLIAMS, marketing professor: “Along with
the fast-selling merchandise, SMC offers sound marketing
plans. If you follow them, step-by-step, you can't go wrong."

*

With SMC, you . ..

Start with a small investment!

# Begin making money immediately!.

¥ Are supported by complete.
step-by-step business programs!

NOT A FRANCHISE!
THE PROFITS ARE

FREE TAPE - "20 MINUTES TO
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Lighted Cottage
Retail: $29.95
SMC Price: $9.95
Your Profit: $20.00

The Rose Lamp Lit up Finn's Life!
That's the item, right up there in the upper right-hand corner.
Thanks to SMC's rose lamps, Finn Skeisvoll is a millionaire.
And he's not alone. Many thousands of people have begun
highly successful businesses thanks to SMC's products and
programs. They're not all millionaires ... yet. But they are
their own boss, they are able to work out of their home, and
%, many are now able to afford the kinds of luxuries they only
dreamed of before.
ENEEEEEENEEENNEEEEN

l % Vd/é(d//@ //(Wl‘dt/b/( We invite you to join the thousands

who now have their own successful
merchandising businesses!

** Plus, receive the 24-page book, "A

START
PART-TIME
OR
FULL-TIME,
BUT START

TODAY!
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FINANCIAL SUCCESS" WITH THIS , ! € ;
INVITATION. ACT NOW! Professional Guide 1o Specialty Wholesaling.” .
Over 20 proven money-making methods!

B MAIL THIS INVITATION FOR FREE INFORMATION Now! I

| Specialty Merchandise Corp. |

] 9401 De Soto Avenue, Dept 15.56 OR CALL. |
5 sy Chatsworth, CA 91311 800-345-4SMC

NAME i

ADDRESS -

: |

l CITY. STATE ZIP. .

There is no obligation. No salesperson will call.
Inseeeeeeseeeesnseennnnl
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Detective Renee Lano put her life on the line to

- Get Delaware’
Serial Killer/

Rapist/Butcher

Eight months after learning the nuts and bolts of
police work, the attractive cop put it all into
practice by posing as a hooker along the highways
to Jure a vicious serial killer who wouldn’t be stopped.

by STEVEN BARRY

ENEE LANO was a cadet at
Rthe New Castle County Police

Academy when the first mur-
der took place. At the time, she was too
busy learning the nuts and bolts of po-
lice work to pay any attention to it. But
just eight months later, when the case
developed into the first serial killing ep-
isode in the history of Delaware, the at-
tractive 23-year-old blonde woman
would be asked to put her life on the
line. Night after night, Renee Lano
would offer herself as a human decoy
for a diabolical killer who was stalking
and butchering young women.

1t all began on Sunday, November 29,
1987.

By 9:30 p.m., the temperature had
dropped into the mid-40s, and it was
drizzling as a young couple pulled into a
lovers’ lane behind the Old Baltimore
Pike Industrial Park some 10 miles

south of Wilmington. They did not even
have a chance to park when the couple
saw a body lying on the ground. They
left at once and phoned the Delaware
State Police.

Joe Swiski was a ruggedly handsome
32-year-old man with close-cropped
dark hair. After nine years as a state
trooper, he’d been assigned to the major
crimes unit just two months earlier and
this was his first homicide investigation.

The body, still warm, was that of a
young white female, 5-foot-6 and 165
pounds, who was nude except for a pair
of turquoise sweatpants that had been
pulled down around her calves. Her
skull had been crushed, and blood was
soaking her shoulder-length dark hair.
Her entire body had been badly bruised.
Strangulation marks ringed her throat.
But what caught Trooper Swiski’s atten-
tion most of all was the duct tape that
was binding the victim’s hands and feet
and the fact that one of her nipples had

been torn off her body.

Evidence technicians searched the
crime scene all night but failed to un-
cover a single piece of evidence. Fur-
thermore, they were unable to establish
whether the murder had taken place
where the body had been discovered or
somewhere else.

Meanwhile, the body was transported
to the medical examiner’s office for au-
topsy. Using fingerprint comparisons,
the M.E. identified the victim as 23-
year-old Shirley Ellis and narrowed the
cause of death to any one of three vio-
lent blows to the head—each of which
had driven shards of bone into the vic-
tim’s brain. He described the murder
weapon as a blunt instrument, most like-
ly a hammer.

The next morning, Trooper Swiski
drove to Brookmont Farms, a housing
subdivision on U.S. Route 40 about
three miles from where the body had
been found. There, relatives told him

True Detective Special 7



The same year Lano graduated from police academy, five women disappeared from
this strip between U.S. Routes 13 and 40. One was never found. Four turned up dead.

that the victim had left the house around
6:00 p.m. on Sunday to visit a friend in
a Wilmington hospital. They said Shir-
ley left on foot and had been wearing
turquoise sweatpants, a denim jacket
with a pink hood, and white high-top
sneakers.

That evening, Swiski stopped at a
convenience store on Route 40, directly
across from the entrance to Brookmont
Farms. A clerk told him he remembered
that Shirley Ellis had stopped at the
store shortly after 6:00 on Sunday eve-
ning, bought a pack of cigarettes and
one red rose, then left to hitch a ride to-
ward Wilmington.

At the hospital, Trooper Swiski inter-
viewed the victim’s friend. The friend
verified the victim’s visit and said that
Shirley left the hospital at 7:30. But that
was as far as the state trooper could
trace the victim’s last steps. From there,

Swiski theorized, Shirley must have
hitched a ride home from the hospital
and gotten picked up by a deranged psy-
chopath who tortured her, mutilated her,
then dumped her body. The whole grue-
some deed had taken place between
7:30, when Shirley had left the hospital,
and 9:30, when the body was found—a
difference of just two hours.

Renee Lano graduated from the po-
lice academy three months later in Feb-
ruary 1988 and became a rookie cop
with the New Castle County Police De-
partment. The rookies called themselves
“road grunts” and Renee traveled from
community to community within her ju-
risdiction, responding to complaints and
trying to resolve domestic disputes be-
fore they escalated into violence or ac-
tual crimes.

In the meantime, no progress had
been made in the Shirley Ellis homicide

Veteran sleuths Joe Swiski (I.) and Jim Hedrick, charged with finding the serial
killer, received invaluable assistance from a brave newcomer named Renee Lano.

8 True Detective Special

and none would be forthcoming for an-
other four months. To Joe Swiski, it was
beginning to look as if his first murder
case would remain unsolved.

Then, at 6:30 a.m. on June 29, 1988,
construction workers found the second
body.

“It looks like she was pushed out of a
car,” one of the workers told the New
Castle County PD dispatcher, ‘“and
she’s beat all to hell. The back of her -
head’s crushed and her body’s all cov-
ered with bruises.”

Jim Hedrick responded to a construc-
tion site three miles from where Shirley
Ellis’ body had been found and a mile
from where she’d last been seen. At 32,
Hedrick was a sandy-haired man with a
receding hairline and neatly-trimmed
mustache and he could easily pass for a
college professor or businessman. In-
stead, he was a homicide detective and
what he found was shocking, even for
someone with nine years of police work
under his belt.

The nude body was that of a white fe-
male about 30 years of age. Duct tape
bound her hands and feet, and her
breasts had been mutilated. Hedrick,
who had familiarized himself with the
state police investigation of the Shirley
Ellis case, recognized the similarities
between the two victims at a glance.

Hedrick shut down the construction
site and called for help. For most of the
day, state police helicopters, 21 police
academy cadets, and a pair of mounted
policemen searched the dirt piles and
excavations for clues. But, as in the case
of Shirley Ellis, none were found.

That afternoon, family members
identified the victim as Cathy DiMauro,
31 years old and a divorced mother of
three small children. She had lived at
the Greenfield Manor Apartments on
U.S. 40 and had last been seen at home
on the day before the construction
workers discovered the body.

The M.E. listed the cause of death as
a series of blows to the head, adminis-
tered by a hammer. He vacuumed the
body and recovered nearly two dozen
different types of fibers—the most prev-
alent of which were blue ones.

That night, Hedrick called Swiski to
compare notes. Both women were
young and white. They lived near one
another and both were frequent hitch-
hikers on U.S. 40. They both died from
hammer blows to the head, they’d both
been tied hand and foot by duct tape,
and both had suffered breast mutila-
tions. Based on that conversation, the
two investigators struck up a partner-
ship.
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SECRETS OF SURVEILLANCE

A Professional’s Guide to Tailing Subjects by Vehicle,

f\ F’rol(‘smonul's

Foot, Airplane, and Public Transportation St
by ACM IV Security Services X:;‘:)’"u”“ﬂ’m!,
Through the years, surveillance has evolved from the simple art of eavesdropping into a modern scierce requiring sophisticated and pu:);.c

methodology and practitioners. Learning the trade has not been easy because virtually aif the literature on the subject either focuses on the fransportation
very latest spying devices or rehashes antiquated “Hollywood” tactics. The author knows that the real secrets lie in the skills of the operators,
not in an overreliance on high-tech gadgets. This book presents an integrated, real-world approach that can be used by a team or individual
for extended periods with absolute discretion. It gives time-tested professional techniques — including equipment, vehicles, disguises,
stakeouts and communication — that can only be learned from one who has stalked the streets and stood in the shadows. 5 1/2 x 8 1/2,

softcover, illus., 248 pp. $25.00

ACMIY Securty s

INVESTIGATING BY COMPUTER SCENE OF THE CRIME HOW TO MAKE $100,000 A YEAR AS A
with Lee Lapin U.S. Government PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR
Learn the secrets of accessing the vast Forensic Handbook by Edmund J. Pankau

amount of personal information available to
anyone through on-iine data bases. You will
see how to get to other people's credit files,
financial records, birth/death/marriage info,
forwarding addresses, phone numbers and
much more. Discover shortcuts and special
commands that will get you in, get the data
and get you out easily and cheaply. Color,

This quick-reference manual for law en-
forcement presents known procedures for
collecting, preserving and transmitting many
types of evidence to a forensic lab for
examination and analysis. Using 10 crime
scenes as examples, it outlines the basic
steps & team should foliow to minimize the
omission or contamination of evidence. §

PRIVATE
INVESTIGATOR

This is the onty Pl book that telis you how 1o
find the lucrative jobs and make big bucks.
Find out what cities are naturals for Pis, which
businesses desperately need Investi

how to stretch your fimited advertising budget,
how to use associations and  clients to land
other jobe, what three tools you must have to
succeed and much more. 8 1/2 x 11,

approx. 45 min., VHS only. $59.95 1/2 x 8 1/2, softcover, illus., 104 pp. $12.00 saftcover, photos, illus., 112 pp. $15.00
DEATH INVESTIGATOR'S
TECTIVE'S PRIVATE
OBTAINING YOUR PRIVATE DETECTIVE'S PRIVA DEAT HANDBOOK
" INVESTIGATION A Field Guide to Crime Sc
INVESTIGATOR'S LICENSE TRAINING MANUAL IVESTIGATOR'S ield Guide to Crime Scene
by Orion Agency, Inc. by William Patterson HANDBOO Pr & Forensic Evalu
Here is an up-to-date, state-by-state Quide gl bttt Thousands of detectives were trained by this R and Investigative Techniques
outlining the requirements needed for \ i N A Fleld Guide to Crime by Louis N. Eliopulos
becomi . i tigat ) i e home study text, originally published for & Scene Processing. Unlike other such manuals, this one com-
ing a private investigator or security weil-known detective academy. Now you can Forensic Evaiuations, and 3

guard. Find out about education and
experience requirements, license duration,
D and badges, licensing and insurance
foes, firearms restrictions and more. 5 1/2
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They drove to the FBI offices in
Washington and met with Special Agent
John Edward Douglas. Ten years earlier,
Douglas had helped design the FBI’s
Criminal Investigation Analysis Pro-
gram, more commonly referred to as the
Behavioral Science Unit, where crimi-
nologists analyzed violent crimes, inter-
viewed the perpetrators, and catalogued
the psychological profiles of murderers.
In the course of his work, Special Agent
Douglas had personally interviewed
Charles Manson, Richard Speck, John
Wayne Gacy, and David “Son of Sam”
Berkowitz.

“When we first talked to the FBIL,”
Hedrick would say later, “they told us
we had the beginnings of a serial killer
case. And they told us: Serial killers
don’t stop killing. You will continue to
get bodies until this individual is appre-
hended.”

Special Agent Douglas explained that
serial killers always kill three or more
people, allowing a cooling-off period
after each killing. Douglas said this
M.O. differed from mass murderers,
who kill four or more victims in sepa-
rate incidents, and from spree killers,
who kill their victims without cooling-

off periods until they’re caught or com-

mit suicide.

“There’s a lot of fantasy involved,”
Douglas told the Delaware investiga-
tors, ‘““and serial killers like to keep
mementos from their kills. Above all,
serial killers are not stupid people; their
IQ is generally between one hundred

10 True Detective Special

Hookers were the killer’s prime prey. The third victim, Maragaret Finner, was seen getting into a blue van near this motel.

and one-forty-five.”

For the next two weeks, the Behav-
ioral Science Unit analyzed the data
Hedrick and Swiski had given them.
Then Agent Douglas phoned Delaware.

“The man you’re looking for,” he
said, “is a white male between twenty-
five and thirty-four. He lives near the
sites of the killings, and he’s employed
as a carpenter, a mason, or an electri-
cian.”

Douglas also recommended the use
of a decoy.

In the era before interstate highways,
the U.S. 13/U.S. 40 corridor south of
Wilmington—called the South DuPont
Highway—had been the main route
connecting New England, New York,
and Philadelphia with Baltimore, Wash-
ington, and points south all the way
down to Miami. Today, despite the con-
struction of I-95, heavy traffic still flows
along the eight-lane confluence of road-
ways that interconnect Wilmington with
downstate Delaware and Maryland. The
U.S. 13/U.S. 40 corridor is a string of
gas stations, restaurants, motels, adult
book stores, trailer parks, apartment
complexes, and housing develop-
ments—and it has an abundance of
hookers.

While the newspapers stopped short
of calling Shirley Ellis and Cathy Di-
Mauro prostitutes, the innuendo existed.
It was a known fact that both women
walked and hitchhiked along that strip
and that more than 60 prostitution ar-
rests had been made in the same spot

during the previous year.

Up until this point, Swiski and Hed-
rick had been interviewing everyone re-
motely involved with the businesses
along the strip. They parked outside of
porno shops, copied down license num-
bers, and traced the customers. Inside
the shops, they looked at the “personal”
ads on the bulletin boards and ques-
tioned the proprietors: Are any of your
customers acting in a nervous or sus-
picious manner? Any customers inter-
ested in bondage? Who’s been asking
where they could find hookers?

“The cops asked me if any weirdos
have been coming in,” one proprietor
recalled. “Hey, in this business, what
can I tell them? All my customers are
weirdos.”

Swiski and Hedrick interviewed doz-
ens of men and eliminated all of them as
suspects, except one: Billy Henderson.
Just 72 hours before Cathy DiMauro’s
body had been found, witnesses saw
Henderson, who worked at a truck stop
on Route 13, take DiMauro for a ride.

“I knew her by face, but not by
name,” Henderson told the detectives.
““She was one of the prostitutes who
congregated at the truck stop hustling
the truckers. That night, I drove her to a
construction site. We had sex and 1
dropped her off a little while later.”

With no other suspects, the detectives
kept an eye on Billy Henderson. At the
same time, the police brass ran the FBI’s
idea past Renee Lano. What they want-
ed her to do was pose as a hooker and
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try to lure the killer into approaching
her.

“I’m Catholic,” she would say later,
“and T had some real moral questions
about doing this at first.”

Lano had grown up in West Chester,
Pennsylvania, in a tight-knit family with
a brother and two sisters. When she was
16, her family moved to the Wilmington
area.

“I was considered a tomboy,” Lano

recalled, “yet I was a cheerleader. We
moved at a crucial stage of my life—
boys and cars—and I didn’t really apply
myself in school. If it weren’t for cheer-
leading, I might not have made it
through school. But it gave me some fo-
cus.”
Near the end of high school, Lano got
involved with the police Explorers’ pro-
gram and found the regimentation of
police work to her liking. After high
school, she worked as a cook during the
day and took criminology courses at
night. Then she applied at New Castle
County PD.

Armed only with a “wire,” a hooker dis-
guise, and her gut instincts, Lano (top)
survived a harrowing encounter with the
owner and operator of this van (bottom).
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“I’m hard-headed and stubborn,”
Lano continued, “and I have real good
gut instincts. I would do my regular
eight hours on the street, then come in
and get into my [shoulder-length brown]
wig and walk the highway. I usually
wore jeans and a tank top—I’d put on a
flannel shirt if it got cold—and I carried
a handbag.

“They didn’t tell me a lot about what
was going-on in the investigation. I was
very new—still on probation—and
didn’t need to know most of the details.
They didn’t want to confuse me with too
much information. About all  knew was
that young women were being killed
and blue fibers had been vacuumed
from one of the victims.”

For Lano’s safety, she wore a “wire”
and officers were stationed as close as
possible in unmarked cars, watching her
movements and monitoring her conver-
sations. But sometimes, the wire mal-
functioned.

“It was very important to me to know
that people I trusted were out there,”
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Important evidence against the van owner included restraints and carpet fibers
found inside the van (above) and tire tracks found at one body site (below).
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Lano recalled. “Jim Hedrick, Joe Swi-
ski, and all of the officers who took
turns watching me were very suppor-
tive, along with my whole family. In
fact, my father called every day to make
sure I was all right.”

The decoy operation began at the end
of July.

““At first, we had five or six guys
working on the case,” Hedrick recalled.
“We’d work all day investigating leads
and then we’d go out with Renee until
two or three in the morning. Then we’d
come back in later that morning and
start all over.”

“The hours were unreal,”” Swiski
echoed.

Still, the killings continued.

Margaret Finner was 27 years old,
and a supermarket cashier with two
small children. On the night of August
22nd, while Renee Lano was working
one section of U.S. 13/U.S. 40, Marga-
ret Finner disappeared from another.

Swiski, Hedrick, and Lano found out
about it the next day when Finner’s fam-
ily reported her missing. Moving fast,
Hedrick and Swiski located a barmaid
who had seen Finner standing in a motel
parking lot the night before.

“A van pulled up,” the barmaid said.
“They talked for a while and she got
in.”

Hedrick asked her to describe the
van.

“It was blue,” the barmaid replied.

“What about the driver?”

“I couldn’t see him,” she said.

Nineteen days passed.

Shirley Ellis and Cathy DiMauro
were dead, Margaret Finner was miss-
ing, and Renee Lano was still walking
the corridor every night, hoping to make
a connection with the killer. Then, on
the night of September 10th, the ““Corri-
dor Killer,” as he would soon come to
be called, claimed his fourth victim.

Earlier that night, 26-year-old Kath-
leen Meyer had an argument with her
boyfriend and left the house in-a huff.
The couple shared a home in Brook-
mont Farms, the same development
where Shirley Ellis, the first victim, had
lived. Family members reported Meyer
missing.

Although the bodies of Margaret Fin-
ner and Kathleen Meyer had not been
found, the authorities assumed that the
two young brunettes had become vic-
tims number three and four. They con-
tacted Russell Vorpagel, a retired
Behavioral Science Unit agent, for addi-
tional input.

“Your killer is akin to a wolf on the
prowl,” he told the investigators. ““He
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kills just for the fun of it.

“Serial killers get pleasure from the
pain, the dominance, and the crying of
their victims. But the pleasurable effects
of killing wear out more rapidly with
each occurrence, and he becomes jaded.

“When lust killers act out their fanta-
sies the first few times, they often are so
caught up in the killing that they don’t
think about what they are going to do
with the bodies. The first few are
dumped, just to get rid of them, or they
may be left as a challenge to the police.
Then, as the string becomes more estab-
lished, the killer takes more care in dis-
posing of the victims.”

This was exactly what was happen-
ing. The time between the killings was
growing shorter and the killer was hid-
ing the bodies. As a result, Swiski, Hed-
rick, and Lano moved with an increased
urgency. They wanted to catch the Cor-
ridor Killer before he struck again.

By September 14th, the investigators
had conducted more than 500 inter-
views, but they did not have one sus-
pect. Even Billy Henderson had been
eliminated because he could not be tied
into the disappearances of Shirley Ellis,
Margaret Finner, or Kathleen Meyer.

In the seven weeks that Lano had
been operating as a decoy, she had been
approached by more than 100 johns.

“I was supposed to talk with them,”
she explained, ‘“try to ascertain their
names, their business, and why they
‘were in the area. Most were interested in
sexual acts, but at no point did I ever en-
ter a vehicle.”

None of them panned out as suspects.

On the night of September 14th, Lano
was walking along the highway, close
enough to the shopping center to be par-
tially illuminated in a yellowish light.
Around 8:30, a blue van drove slowly
past...once...twice...a third time. It was a
blue windowless Chevy.

“Jim,” Lano said into her wire, “if
you can hear me, honk.”

About 100 yards away, a car horn
beeped.

“This guy’s been scoping me and it
feels weird,” Lano said.

Lano gave Hedrick the van’s tag
number and he ran it through the Bureau
of Motor Vehicles computer. It was reg-
istered to a Steven Pennell, age 30, who
lived in the nearby Glasgow Pines Trail-
er Court.

“My guys picked me up,” Lano re-
called. “They were in a T-bird and we
disappeared for a while to make it look
like I was doing a trick. At that point,
we all huddled and decided to move me
to someplace where it was darker, hop-
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ing this guy would stop and try to pick
me up.”

Around 11:30 p.m., the officers
dropped Lano further down the road. A
few minutes passed.

““Here he is,” Lano said into the wire.

The van pulled onto the shoulder and
the driver waved her over. As Lano ap-
proached the van from the passenger
side, she felt her heart pounding.

“Hi, I'm Jackie,” Lano said. “What’s
your name?”’

“Jim,” the driver answered.

Lano looked into his eyes, trying to
get a quick read.

“They were brown,” she recalled,
“and lifeless, as if he were looking right
through me. It was like they were dead
and everything about him was very dif-
ferent. He was big and hairy and very
intimidating.

“Most of the other guys who tried to
pick me up would really try to woo me
into their cars—‘You’re really gor-
geous, baby, you’re this, you’re that,
come on, let’s go somewhere and par-
ty’—but not this man. He just sat there
and stared at me and I kept babbling. I

’

had to do most of the talking.”

After a while, Lano asked him if he
wanted oral sex.

“Are you a cop?” he asked her.

“No, are you?” she shot right back at
him.

“Get in,” the driver told Lano.

Lano opened the sliding door in the
middle of the van and looked inside. It
was possible that, if this were the killer,
he might be working with an accom-
plice.

“Turn the lights on,” Lano said. “I
want to see what your van looks like.”

He turned on the interior lights.

Lano looked inside but didn’t see
anyone hidden in the back.

“I saw all this blue carpet,” Lano re-
called, and she remembered the blue fi-
bers that had been found on Cathy
DiMauro’s corpse. ‘““My heart really
came up into my throat and I said to my-
self, ‘Oh my God, I'm looking at the
man who did all those things to those
women.’ No way did I want that done to
me. So I kind of played the dumb,
stoned routine.”

“Get in,” the driver said, more insis-




Summit Bridge spans the Chesapeake
and Delaware Canal, where the bodies
of two victims were discovered.

tence in his tone this time.

“Your van is really sharp,” Lano re-
plied, and she started running her hand
over the blue carpeting. '

“Get in,” he said for the third time.

At this point, Lano began to feel
threatened.

Jim Hedrick was sitting in his car,
100 yards away, listening to the conver-
sation.

“Don’t get in, Renee!”” he said out
loud to himself. ““Whatever you do,
don’t get into that van!”

“Look, I’ve got a bad headache,”
Lano told the driver, “from doing too
much dope. We’ll party next time.”

Lano shut the van’s door and walked
away. But before she did, she’d pulled
several strands of carpeting from the
floor of the van and hidden them in the
palm of her hand.

When the van drove away, Hedrick
followed.

A few minutes later, the blue Chevy
pulled onto the shoulder and the driver
propositioned a hooker. She got into the
van with him and he drove away. When
they stopped at a convenience store and

bought a six-pack, Hedrick got a better
look at him. He was a tall, burly man in
the neighborhood of 300 pounds. He
drove the hooker to a nearby motel, and
the pair entered one of the units.

Hedrick parked in the lot and called
for backup.

An hour later, the driver and the
hooker exited the motel room. He
dropped her off on the highway and
went home.

The next day, the investigators sent
the carpet fibers that Lano had extracted
from the van to the FBI lab for analysis.
They also ran a background check on

Steven Pennell and learned he was mar-

ried, the father of two young children,
and was also helping raise his wife’s
teenage daughter from a prior marriage.
He worked as an electrician and his ar-

The killer’'s demonic sadism isgraphically portrayed in this photo of one of his

rest record showed only one misde-
meanor. But they found nothing that
implied violence or sexual deviance.

“He’s like the biggest teddy bear
you’d ever want to meet,” was the way
one of Pennell’s friends described him,
“and he wouldn’t hurt a fly. He was al-
ways talking about being a cop and that
was his sole goal in life. He applied, but
when he took the physical, he had a hard
time doing the pullups. That was the
only thing that kept-him from being a
cop.”

Steven Pennell graduated from St.
Mark’s High School in 1976. His assis-
tant principal remembered him as a
good student and ““a quiet kid who nev-
er got in trouble.” After high school,
Pennell spent two semesters taking
criminology courses at Brandywine

victims. Others were similarly bruised and slashed on their legs and buttocks.
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College to better prepare himself for a
career in law enforcement. From all in-
dications, Pennell appeared to be merely
a husband who was cheating on his
wife. But Renee Lano felt otherwise.

“Guys,” she told her partners, “this
is him. I'm telling you it’s him.”

As innocent as he looked on paper,
Pennell matched five of the FBI’s guide-

lines: he was white, he possessed above
average intelligence, he was 30 years
old, he worked as an electrician, and he
lived close to the crime scenes.

A surveillance was established. De-
tectives got on Pennell’s trail in the
morning and followed him to work.
They stayed with him during the day,
followed him home from work, and

monitored his movements until he went
to bed. Then the investigators termi-
nated the surveillance until the next
morning.

Two days passed without incident.

The third day, September 17th, was
just like the first two. Nothing sus-
picious happened. When Pennell turned
in for bed around 11:00 p.m., the detec-

The killer was fond of torturing his victims with a wrench, the “pincher” marks of which are visible on this victim’s scalp and ear.
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tives terminated the surveillance for the
night and went home.

Shortly after midnight, the suspect
grew restless. He got dressed and went
for a ride. A little while later, Pennell
pulled into a motel on U.S. 13/U.S. 40,
where a 20-year-old brunette was solic-
iting in the parking lot. Her name was
Michelle Gordon and she weighed 116
pounds. Born in England, she had
moved to America with her family at
the age of four, but her teenage years
had been filled with one after another
minor brush with the law.

“She’s a suburban kid who got in-
volved with drugs,” was what her pub-
lic defender had to say about her.

In the early-morning hours of Sep-
tember 18, 1988, Michelle Gordon got
involved with more than drugs.

She got into the blue van and Pennell
took her for a ride into a remote area a
couple of miles away. He parked and
asked Michelle if she liked bondage.

She told him, for the right price, she
liked just about anything.

They climbed into the back of the van
and he wrapped duct tape around Mi-
chelle’s hands and feet. He didn’t bother
gagging her. For one thing, they were in

This victim’s right hand shows signs of having been bound with some type of Iigathre and punctured with a sharp object.

the middle of nowhere. For another, his
van was soundproof. Besides, he want-
ed to hear Michelle’s screams.

As soon as he was in complete con-
trol, Pennell sliced off Michelle’s
clothing with a knife, then cut fine lines
up and down the fronts and backs of her
legs with the tip of the blade. Pennell
then rolled Michelle onto her belly and
spanked her hard across the buttocks.
He said dirty things to her. Then he took
a pair of case-hardened steel pliers out

[ -
Pliers found in
Pennell’s van were
consistent with
marks made on the
victims’ abdomens
and breasts. His
hammer matched
damage to the
victims’ skulls...

1

of the toolbox he kept in the van.

.Michelle Gordon must have
screamed her lungs out as Pennell
pinched her abdomen with the pliers
and slowly worked his way toward her
breasts, pinching here and squeezing
there at his whim. One at a time, Pennell
twisted Michelle’s nipples until streams
of blood ran down her chest. Then he
pulled each one off.

No one reported Michelle Gordon
missing. As far as Swiski, Hedrick, and
Lano knew, nothing had changed and
the surveillance on Steven Pennell was
leading nowhere.

Two days later, on September 20th,
boaters discovered Michelle Gordon’s
nude body floating close to the west
bank of the Chesapeake and Delaware
Canal. By the time the police officers ar-
rived, the body had washed onto the
rocks, face down, less than a mile from
the Summit Bridge.

Nearly 100 lawmen searched the area
for evidence. This time, they found
something: fresh tire-tread impressions
in the dirt road that ran alongside the
canal in close proximity to Michelle
Gordon’s corpse. Plaster casts were
made.
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At 4:30 that afternoon, detecuves fol-
lowed Steven Pennell to a tire store,
where he dropped off his van to have
four new tires mounted. Later, Detective
Hedrick returned with a search warrant
and seized all of the used tires in the
storage bin. Out of 30 discarded tires, he
found the three 15-inch Firestone Su-
premes that had been removed from
Pennell’s van—Pennell had kept the
fourth for a spare. Hedrick sent the tires
and the plaster casts of the tread im-
prints to the FBI lab for comparison.

Meanwhile, the medical examiner
had determined that the injuries and mu-
tilations suffered by Michelle Gordon

had been consistent with those inflicted
upon Shirley Ellis and Cathy DiMauro.
The main difference between the three
corpses was that Gordon had been in the
habit of shaving her pubic hair and the
others hadn’t.

The next morning, September 23rd,
Lano had a court appearance. After
court, she returned to the squad room.

“Renee,” one of the investigators
said to her, ““did you hear the news
about the fibers?”

From the tone of his voice, it sounded
like bad news. Renee’s heart began to
sink.

“It was a hit,”” the straight-faced
sleuth continued.

“What do you mean?” Lano asked,
confused.
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“The FBI says whoever got the fibers
deserves a medal.”

The fibers which had been vacuumed
from Cathy DiMauro’s corpse matched
the fibers that Lano had plucked from
Steven Pennell’s van. They were trilobal
polyester fibers produced by the Du-
Pont Company 'and distributed to six
carpet manufacturers in Georgia. Spe-
cifically, they matched imperial blue
“Captivate” carpeting, Style 46, manu-
factured by the World Carpet Company
in Dalton.

Detective Swiski flew to Georgia. He
traced the fibers from the manufacturer
to a carpet retailer in Wilmington to the

FBI magnification of a serrated steak knife seized from the suspect’s home shows human hairs clinging to several teeth.

customer who bought the carpeting and
installed it in Pennell’s van. There was
now no doubt in the detectives’ minds
that Steven Pennell was the serial killer,
but they lacked sufficient evidence to
make an arrest.

A task force was empowered and a
round-the-clock surveillance was estab-
lished.

A week passed with no develop-
ments. Then, on September 30th, police
officers stopped Pennell for a traffic vio-
Iation as he was driving through Wilm-
ington. While officers escorted him to
magistrate’s court, evidence technicians
“tossed” his van.

“As I recall,” one of the technicians
would later say, ‘““we were able to
stretch it out to about an hour, but we

were constantly being pressed to hurry.
We had a search warrant, but we didn’t
want the suspect to know he was under
surveillance. So, after the search, we
had to restore the van as it appeared
when we first entered.”

The technicians seized carpet fibers
and swatches of upholstery. On the car-
pet, they found bloodstains and several
hairs. Newspaper articles about the mur-
ders of Shirley Ellis and Cathy DiMauro
were on the van’s dashboard. The inves-
tigators sent the evidence to the FBI lab
for testing and awaited the results.

A month later when Pennell “made
his tail,”” it was time to move. That

night, officers executed a search warrant
of his home and van. In the process,
they seized several hammers, sets of pli-
ers, rolls of duct tape, and pornographic
videotapes and magazines. The titles of
the videos were Our Secret Spanking
Sessions, Domination and Submission:

"Masters and Their Slaves Spill Their

Sleazy Secrets, and The Taming of Re-
becca, which was cued to a scene that
showed one man ordering another man
to pierce a naked young woman’s nipple
with a safety pin. The rest of the movie
showed a torture chamber where men
experimented on young women who
were enslaved, torturing them until they
were all dead. .

The evidence was growing, but it was
still not enough to make an arrest.



CAPITALIZE ON CRIME!

EARN AMAZING PROFITS!

Products and Services JRSRRRT AL TN =
HOME & PERSONAL SECURITY PRODUCTS CATALOG OF ALL OUR PRODUCTS:

CALL TOLL FREE 1 (800) 735-1797 P.0. Box 10154 Dept RFB
Phone: (509) 575-1797¢ FAX: (509) 575-1875 Yakima, WA 98909-1154
“PERSONAL PROTECTOR”

oL DOOR GUARD INTRUDER ALERT

- DORMITORY - The 130-decibel Protector is as loud as eight alarms of 100-decibels.

Protector (%]
. . Personal (%
Retails $39.95 Retails $34.95

with door guard without door guard
Sample $16.95 Sample $14.95

CONVENIENT TO CARRY g —WN
VERY AFFORDABLE f R =) :

WILL TEST UP TO 5,000 BILLS Unique ne bu_rgl:alann is designed in the shape of a 7" long door

SELLS ON SIGHT WITH HIGH stop. Set it behind any door and when the door is opened it gives off a

PROFIT MARK-UP loud, shrill, pulsating alarm that scares away intruders instantly. Great

' protection for home, office, or motel room when traveling. Completely

Sample $6.95 2-100 ) self-contained. Easy to carry and to test. Individually boxed with in-
structions.

Quantities 22 1on o ' Retails $12.95 « Sample $9.95
Retails $9.95 - $14.95 etails $ ple $

This cassette doesn’t play music. IT PLAYS HARDBALL!
CarGuard™

The car alarm that locks in place with a deadboilt.

Insert CarGuard™ in cassette slot, turn key to arm it. A solid steel deadbott locks it in place. When armed CarGuard™ flashes a
red warning light. The slightest disturbance triggers the countdown. Ten seconds later the powerful siren goes off inside the car.
The ear splitting 130 decibel siren keeps going as long as there is any motion, and doesn’t stop until 20 seconds after the thief has
fled. The CarGuard™ re-arms itself immediately. Unlike conventional car alarms, the noise of CarGuard™ stays inside the car
where it drives the thief crazy, not the neighborhood.

Sensitivity is adjustable to where the CarGuard™ detects even a slight touch on the door handle. Pointless to crowbar the
screaming CarGuard™ out. It would make the stolen stereo unsaleable. Only your key can shut if off.

Retails $79.95 « Sample $39.95
As low as $29.95

BECOME A PART OF AMERICA’S FASTEST GROWING
INDUSTRY OF PERSONAL AND HOME PROTECTION.

Become a dealer or just buy at wholesale prices!
We carry many other products, and are constantly adding new security devices.
We can in 99% of the cases meet, or beat, any of our competitor’s prices.




On November 12th, deer hunters
stumbled across a badly decomposed
body in a section of thick marsh reeds
along the edge of the Chesapeake and
Delaware Canal, less than two miles
from where Michelle Gordon’s body
had been discovered. Although the
corpse was unrecognizable, it bore simi-
lar mutilations to those inflicted upon
Shirley Ellis, Cathy DiMauro, and Mi-
chelle Gordon.

Two days later, the M.E. used dental
charts to identify the remains as those of
Margaret Finner.

On November 18th, the lawmen
called off the search for the missing
Kathleen Meyer, but the test results had
started coming in. The discarded tires
matched the casts of the tread imprints.
The pliers found in Pennell’s van were
consistent with the pincher marks made
on the victims’ abdomens and breasts.
Pennell’s hammer was consistent with
the damage to the victims’ skulls. Red
fibers that had been vacuumed from
Cathy DiMauro’s body matched uphol-
stery fabric from the van’s bench seat.
Cotton fibers found in the hinge of Pen-
nell’s pen-knife matched Shirley Ellis’
turquoise sweatpants. DNA testing
matched bloodstains found in the back
of the van with Cathy DiMauro. And
pubic hairs vacuumed from the back of
the van matched those of Michelle Gor-
don.

“The tips of the pubic hairs had been
cut,”” FBI Agent Paul Bennett ex-
plained, “and I can assure you, most in-
dividuals do not razor-cut the tips of
their pubic hairs.”

At 11:30 p.m. on November 29,
1988—a year after the killings began—
police officers arrested. Steven Pennell.
Two days later, a grand jury indicted
him for three homicides: those of Shir-
ley Ellis, Cathy DiMauro, and Michelle
Gordon. Margaret Finner’s body was
too badly decomposed to retain suffi-
cient evidentiary cause to charge Pen-
nell for her murder, and Kathleen
Meyer’s body had never been found.

The trial began nearly two years later
in October 1990 and lasted two months.
The jury of seven men and five women
listened to 126 witnesses and looked at
283 exhibits.

On the trial’s 25th day, Steven Pen-
nell took the stand on his own behalf.
He denied ever meeting Shirley Ellis
but admitted knowing both Cathy Di-
Mauro and Michelle Gordon. Pennell
told the court he had been experiencing
marital problems and started cruising
the highway looking for women.

“I was driving up U.S. Forty and I
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The night Renee Lano stared death—in the form of a burly, ba-tempered serial
killer—in the face, she was linked by “wire” to Detective Jim Hedrick (r.).

saw a lady hitchhiking,” he testified, re-
ferring to Cathy DiMauro. ““I asked her
if she needed a lift. She mentioned
going to an area bar. That’s when she in-
formed me she was a prostitute.

“We decided to have intercourse and
settled on twenty-five dollars. I puiled
into the parking lot and we hopped in
the back and undressed. I noticed she
was on her period and I mentioned it to
her. So we decided to have oral sex and
she gave me back ten dollars.”

Pennell said he saw Cathy DiMauro
on the night she was murdered.

I asked her if we could do inter-

course,” Pennell told the jury. “She said
fine. So I parked behind a mobile home
dealership and we hopped in back, un-
dressed, and had intercourse.”

After they finished, Pennell contin-
ued, DiMauro got out of the van and he
drove home. A friend came over and the
two of them drank a few beers and some
daiquiris and they watched porno vid-
€os.

Pennell said he met Michelle Gordon
on September 14th while she was walk-
ing along U.S. 13/U.S. 40. He said he
drove her to a convenience store, then to
a motel. And, he told the jury, he met
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FBi agents, inciuding John Douglas (1), got involved in the case when it was clear a serial killer was on the loose. The Bureau

predicted the killer lived near the scene of the vanishings. Suspect lived in this trailer park (r.) near the two highways.

her again two nights later.

“She said she was a prostitute,” Pen-
nell swore, “but she refused to have in-
tercourse. Then I asked her about oral
sex and she said fine. I parked outside a
convenience store along the highway
and paid her an extra five dollars to take
off her clothes. Afterwards, she got
dressed, hopped out, and said, ‘Maybe
I'll see you around some time.” ”

When Pennell finished his testimony,
his defense attorney approached him.

“Look the jury in the eye,” the attor-
ney told Pennell. “Did you kill Cather-
ine DiMauro?”

““Absolutely not,”” Pennell replied,
staring at the jury.

“Did you kill Shirley Ellis?”

“Absolutely not.”

“Did you kill Michelle Gordon?”

‘“Absolutely not.”

The jury deliberated for six days.

At 1:25 p.m. on Thanksgiving Day,
the jury found Steven Pennell guilty of
murdering Shirley Ellis and Cathy Di-
Mauro, but not guilty of murdering Mi-
chelle Gordon. He was sentenced to life
imprisonment.

Eleven months later on October 30,
1991, Pennell pleaded “no contest” to
charges that he killed both Michelle
Gordon and Kathleen Meyer. Although
he maintained his innocence in all five
deaths, he made the pleas on the condi-
tion that he would quickly be put to
death.

“I do not wish to put my family
through another trial,” he told the judge.
“This court has found me guilty, so I
ask that the sentence be death. ‘Whoso
kilieth any person, the murderer shall be
put to death! Whoso sheddeth man’s
blood, by man shall his blood be
shed!” ”

Detective Lano drove to the Dela-
ware Correctional Center on Saturday
morning, March 14, 1992. At nine
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o’clock, she entered a brown, window-
less trailer. She sat in a small white
room with two large windows. On the
other side of the glass was the death
chamber.

Twenty minutes later, attendants led a
bearded Steven Pennell into the death
chamber. He was wearing a blue prison
jumpsuit and two clergymen stood at his
sides.

The attendants strapped Pennell onto
a padded metal table with custom-made
arm wings. A gold cross was pinned to
his collar and a large woven cross of
blue and white cloth was tucked into his
left breast pocket.

Shortly after 9:30, intravenous tubes
were inserted into his arms and, mo-

B

Friends said Steven Pennell (c.) was “the biggest teddy bear you'd e

ments later, his chest heaved once.

Steven Pennell was pronounced dead
at 9:49 a.m. It was the first execution in
Delaware since 1946.

Renee Lano received a unit citation
for her work in bringing Steven Pennell
to justice. Today, she is a detective with
nearly six years on the force. She works
with the Family Services Unit, dealing
with sexual assault and physical abuse
cases. *

EDITOR’S NOTE:

Billy Henderson is not the real name
of the person so named in the foregoing
story. A fictitious name has been used
because there is no reason for public in-
terest in the identity of this person.

.

ver want to

meet,” but Lano got a more chilling impression from his cold, dead gaze.
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by JOHN GRIGGS

’]‘HE BANK alarm call came into
Thomasville, North Carolina’s
police headquarters at 12:37

p.m.

In their cruisers, officers rushed to the
Home Savings & Loan at 22 Winston
Street. The building was just two blocks
from police headquarters. The financial
institution is right in the heart of
Thomasville’s downtown. It was May
17, 1990, and the mercury was reading
82 degrees on this early afternoon.

The heat was on—in more ways than
one.

Thomasville officers are trained that,
when a bank alarm goes off, any situa-
tion can become a hostage situation.
They are taught that if they rush in, they
will most likely trigger a hostage situa-
tion. They’re taught to allow the rob-
bery to happen inside, while setting up
parameters outside to hopefully snare
the robber.

As the officers arrived on May 17th,
they saw the apparent robber leaving the
bank with teller Suzy Sloan at his side.
He had a gun on her and she was clutch-
ing a bag of money.

Unfortunately, this hostage situation
was already made, despite the officers’
best training.

As the officers wisely held back, the
robber, who’d entered the bank around
12:30 p.m. demanding cash at gunpoint,
led Suzy to his 1988 Hyundai, and or-
dered her into the front passenger seat
as he sat down in the driver’s seat. He
then pushed Suzy down into his lap as
he held what appeared to be a .25-cali-
ber pistol to her head.

Within minutes, almost 20 officers,
some off-duty, responded to the scene,
blocking off the nearby roads to prevent
escape and taking strategic positions
around the Hyundai. The officers on the

American Police Hatl
of Famer Captain
Ronald Bratton is
. modest to the core,

but his bravery in

a volatile situation
earned him kudos
from civilians and
colleagues alike,

scene made up almost half of the city’s

total police force. Thomasville has a
population of about 16,500.

Lieutenant Ronnie Phillips, one of the
first to arrive, took up position near the
Hyundai. Officers got close enough to
talk to the gunman. They told him in no
uncertain terms that all avenues of es-
cape were blocked and that he wasn’t
leaving the parking lot with his hostage.

Officers noticed that the gunman was
switching his pistol from one hand to
the other. If they could just get close
enough to gain control...

Thomasville is normally a quiet fur-
niture manufacturing town in North
Carolina’s Piedmont. The city’s claim to
fame is its “Big Chair,”” an actual chair,
large enough for a giant, that graces the
downtown area.

CAPTAIN RONALD BRATTON'’S

GUTS ALONE

ENDED A BANK JOB
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It was all in a day’s work for the humble captain
when a bank-robbing gunman held police at bay until
Bratton took advantage of the opportunity when the

gunman, for a split second, let his guard down.

The city’s officers are no strangers to
violence. On January 8, 1977, Officers
Dennis F. Spinnet and Robert G. Craw-
ford were fatally shot answering a do-
mestic call. Thomasville police officers
have learned to be sharp, knowing that

afternoon would be the crackle of police
radios and the clicking of press cameras.

Ronald Bratton, a captain on the
Thomasville Police Department, saw
the crowd and walked up to see what
was going on. Bratton, a friendly bear of

Thomasville officers leap into action after Bratton managed to wrestie a gun from
the grip of a bank robber who had been holding a teller hostage in his Hyundai.

anything and everything can happen—
even in a small town.

There had been at least 150 bank rob-
beries in the Piedmont in the last four
years, and Thomasville had been hit by
a few of those. But almost all of those
robberies had gone down without a
hitch. Today was different, though.

A crowd of rubberneckers that would
quickly number in the hundreds had al-
ready begun to gather to watch this real-
life drama. Fortunately, they kept quiet.
In fact, it would soon be almost too qui-
et. Soon, the only sound on this still, hot
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a man, was off-duty that day, taking law
enforcement classes at the local com-
munity college. In civilian clothes, Brat-
ton, then 38, pushed his way through the
crowd and joined his fellow officers.
They quickly briefed him on the situa-
tion.

By now, officers had run a computer
check on the Hyundai’s license plate
with the Department of Motor Vehicles.
They found out that the car belonged to
a Gregory Lewis Charles, a man with a
focal address. Officers had gone to that
address and brought a relative of

Charles’ back to the crime scene. She
confirmed that Charles was the bank-
robbing gunman.

Bratton soon became the only officer
the 27-year-old Charles would talk to.
Bratton had never met Charles. He later
speculated that the gunman talked to
him because the gunman was black and
Bratton was the only black officer on the
scene that day.

Bratton, who’d served 17 years on the
force, analyzed the situation as he talked
to the gunman, running over various
strategies in his head. But he kept talk-
ing. Once, he even answered a request
from Charles by getting him a pack of
smokes and a Coke.

Bratton and his fellow officers were
concerned because they recognized the
weapon as a “‘Saturday night special,”
which they knew could go off acciden-
tally. Even though a police sniper was in
a hidden position about 50 to 75 yards
away, Charles might easily pull the trig-
ger on his pistol by reflex if shot at. And
Charles kept moving the cocked gun
from the left side of Suzy’s head to the
right, and then back around again. So an
accidental discharge was a very real
concern here. In fact, the officers were
more concerned over an accidental dis-
charge than they were with Charles in-
tentionally shooting his hostage.

On the plus side, Captain Bratton
knew from experience that the longer
Charles stayed with his hostage, the
more rapport he would build with her,
steadily narrowing the chances of him
shooting her.

There was no chance Charles would
drive away.

To Bratton, the whole principle was,
if they let Charles leave, they’'d lose
control of the situation. Grimly, Bratton
and his fellow officers determined that
they weren’t going to let that happen. It
was going to have to end right there.

Charles had said he would let Suzy
Sloan go when he got away from the
bank. But neither Police Chief Don
Truell nor his officers wanted to take
that chance.

Suzy was holding together well—
staying calm, not struggling or scream-
ing or crying. She’d been well trained.
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The city police department works
with all employees of Thomasville
banks. Sergeant Clarence Stinson usu-
ally gives the employees a training ses-
sion twice a year, telling them to stay
calm and meet the robber’s demands in
the event of a robbery. Of course, no one
is told to give themselves voluntarily as
a hostage. The idea is not to become a
hostage if it can be avoided. In Suzy
Sloan’s case, there was no way she
could have avoided it.

About an hour had passed since
Gregory Charles had grabbed his hos-
tage. The officers had made good use of
the time. While most officers stayed at
the scene, others had followed a classic,
time-tested strategy: they had set out to
learn all they could about their gunman,
to “profile” him and ‘“‘get inside his
head.”

The gunman’s relative, whom police
had brought to the scene earlier, had told
officers that Charles was under a lot of
pressure, plagued by unpaid bills and
other financial problems. He’d gone to
his job at a furniture factory that morn-
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Bratton’s colleagues on the force include Lieutenant Ronnie Phillips (l.), one

of the first on the scene, and Chief Don Truell (r.) who praised Bratton’s cool.

ing, the relative said, but just hadn’t
been himself. The relative said she
didn’t know Charles had a gun until
now.

Officers punched Charles’ name into
the police computer for a record check.
The man who now held a small town’s
unblinking gaze had been strictly small-
time up to now. He had been convicted
of assaulting a relative the month be-
fore. He’d received a two-year sentence,
suspended on the condition that he be
on probation for two years.

Officers relayed all the information
they’d gathered to Captain Bratton and
the other officers on the front line. Brat-
ton decided to make a move. He talked
to the gunman’s relative. Slowly, he led
her to the Hyundai where Charles and
his hostage were.

The relative told Charles that, what-
ever problems they had financially, they
could work them out and he didn’t have
to do this. Let the hostage go, the rela-
tive pleaded.

After a few minutes, Charles got agi-
tated and told his relative to leave. Brat-

ton led her away. Apparently, the
relative had done more harm than good,
making Charles more agitated than he’d
already been.

Bratton and his fellow officers kept
talking to the gunman. As long as they
could keep Charles talking, they were
okay. As long as Charles was talking,
they knew he hadn’t made up his mind
about what he wanted to do.

But they were worried: if he cranked
up that Hyundai and tried to drive off, if
he played that hand, he’d bring it to a
head. This one tiny, scared, powerless,
poor man had become a shaky gambler
holding the police force at bay.

Several times, Charles started the car,
then cut it off after a tense few seconds.
Hopefully, he understood what the po-
lice had told him when the standoff be-
gan: that if he drove off, they’d have to
shoot him.

An hour and a half passed since the
standoff began. Finally, Charles began
to calm down and listen to the officers’
pragmatic arguments. Then, he let his
guard down. At 2:10 p.m., Charles let
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his left arm, holding the gun, come
down and straighten toward the dash. In
a split second, Captain Bratton, know-
ing his fellow officers would move in
when he made his move, reached into
the car and clamped Charles’ left arm
with a vise-like grip.

The gun fell outside of the car. Brat-
ton held onto Charles’ left arm until Ser-
geant Millford Miller and other officers
were able to get Charles out of the car.
Lieutenant Phillips pulled Suzy Sloan
out of the car.

The hundreds of rubberneckers gath-
ered in the surrounding blocks began

cash, intact, from the car. Police did not
disclose how much was taken.

As officers led Gregory Charles away
in handcuffs, he told a relative that he
was sorry. She told him to keep praying
and that “God would help us through
this.”

Since bank robbery is a federal crime,
FBI agents drove Charles from the
scene. They charged him with bank rob-
bery, hostage taking, and using a gun to
commit the crimes. He was placed in
jail in nearby Greensboro.

A relative of Charles’ said of him,
“He just wanted a way out. Why would

Gregory Charles went from being a small-time thug to being a big-time criminal
in a single afternoon when he held center stage in a small-town hostage drama.

clapping and cheering, thrilled that the
hostage situation had ended without
harm to anyone.

Suzy Sloan was as calm as anyone
they’d ever seen in that situation. She
told the officers that she had just kept
telling herself to keep calm. She even
went back to work that afternoon.

Officers retrieved the bag of stolen
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he do it [commit a robbery] right here
near the police station?”

Chief Truell would later tell reporters,
“I think that when [Charles] decided to
commit an armed robbery there, that he
had decided to take a hostage with him.
She held together real well to the end.”

Suzy Sloan told lawmen that Charles
said he wasn’t going to hurt her.

Dan Wozniak, then the area FBI di-
rector, said Charles fell under the “situ-
ational criminal™ type of hostage taker.
Wozniak wasn't sure Charles had had a
plan. But even if he had, Wozniak said,
“I guess it’s only a good plan if you get
away with it.”

Obviously, whatever plan the former
small-time thug had had was no match
for Thomasville’s finest—especially
Captain Ronald Bratton.

One Thomasville city employee told
a reporter, “‘He [Bratton] has convinced
me that nobody in the world could’ve
done that but him. He was tremendous.
A job had to be done, and he did it. No
one in the world could’ve done better
than that. I'm so proud of him.”

Thomasville Mayor James Norton
said Bratton’s actions were typical of
his service to the city.

“That took a lot of nerve on his part,”
Norton said. “I think it’s tremendous.
He’s a good all-around police officer
who does a lot for the city. It’s just a
continuation of his good service to the
city. He’s a superb officer.”

Chief Truell beamed as he spoke of
Bratton to reporters.

““Captain Bratton did an excellent
job,” Truell said. ““‘He kept the situation
under control. I'm real proud of him.”

Bratton told reporters, “Things like
that are a team effort. We had almost
twenty people out there. You have to
have good communications out there
and everyone was real disciplined and
didn’t talk much on the radios.

“There were no shots fired, and no
one was injured. Yeah, I was nervous.
My adrenaline was pumping and all, but
I wasn’t scared. | was nervous though,
you bet you,” he said with a chuckle.

Truell bestowed a departmental com-
mendation on Bratton. The modest cap-
tain also received an award from the
American Police Hall of Fame.

In November 1991, the television
show Top Cops featured Bratton, who
continues to work at the Thomasville
Police Department.

On January 11, 1991, in federal dis-
trict court in Winston-Salem, North Car-
olina, Gregory Charles was convicted of
bank robbery, taking a hostage, and
using a gun to commit the crimes. He
was sentenced to 15 years in prison, and
is currently serving that sentence. 444

EDITOR’S NOTE:

Suzy Sloan is not the real name of the
person so named in the foregoing story.
A fictitious name has been used because
there is no reason for public interest in
the identity of this person.
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by CATHERINE
L. HENDERSON

HAT CAUGHT the officer’s

eye was the expired tag on

the white 1981 Plymouth
Horizon.

As Police Chief Dave Watkins turned
on his siren and prepared for a routine
stop on a registration violation, the male
driver, ignoring the cruiser’s flashing
lights, kicked the compact into full
throttle and took off with as much speed
as the little car could muster. Chief Wat-
kins fell in behind, and the chase picked
up speed.

Later, Watkins would recall, “I kept
thinking to myself, ‘Why is he running?
I have to stop him before he hits some-
body.” ”
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A bomb that
demolished this
car (above)

also nearly
claimed the

life of Detective
Ron Watkins (r.),
but he was made
of sterner stuff
than mere metal.




Watkins drew his pistol and fired into
the air, once, then‘twice. The only re-
sponse from the Horizon was more
speed. Pulling his cruiser up close, Wat-
kins tried to force the car into a ditch.
Still the driver refused to even so much
as slow down.

Chief Watkins radioed into the Mar-
ion County dispatch that he was pursu-
ing a speeding vehicle and needed
assistance.

As luck would have it, a side road ap-
peared up ahead. The Horizon whipped
off .the pavement and roared up the un-
paved road, kicking up a choking blan-
ket of dust behind it. This sudden
maneuver surprised Watkins. He tried to
follow but couldn’t make the abrupt
turn. By the time he turned around, visi-

4 STICRS O
DINANITE

(OULDN'T STOP
SHERIFF

BON VATRINS

bility was zero and he lost contact.

Soon, the county deputy arrived, and
he and Chief Watkins backtracked, re-
tracing the Horizon’s rugged escape
route. There, a ways up the hollow on
an isolated old logging road, sat the Ho-
rizon, abandoned and stripped of its
plates. Finding both doors and the
hatchback locked, the officers broke the
vent window on the driver’s side to get
in. Documents and papers gave a name
for the apparent owner—William Bow-
man. Chief Watkins radioed for a tow
truck.

In the tiny town of Farmington, West
Virginia, a wrecker service furnishes not
only towing but impound facilities for
the local police. For the time being, the
white Horizon was parked on the

wrecker service lot while Watkins,
Farmington’s chief, as well as its entire
department, investigated.

Farmington, west of the county seat
of Fairmont, is removed from serious
crime and nearly any senseless violence.
So even when the white Horizon disap-
peared from the lot, Chief Watkins had
little reason to suspect that the car
would become such a lethal weapon
aimed directly at a police officer—any
police officer.

Two days passed with no sign of the
white Horizon until April 26, 1989,
when the car mysteriously reappeared
on Main Street in Worthington, another
small town, just minutes from Farm-
ington. The car was parked at'an obvi-
ous location—a spot where children
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When Ron Watkins answered a motorist-assist
call, he never realized that the vehicle
was rigged with dynamite, which went
off in his face when he reached for the door
handle. But despite his numerous injuries, and
doctors’ predictions that he’d never work in law
enforcement again, Watkins went on to become sheriff,
sworn into his post from a hospital bed.

gathered each morning to wait for their
schoolbus.

Meanwhile, in Fairmont, Marion
County Sheriff’s Detective Ron Watkins
(no relation to Dave Watkins) was in the
Communications Center making public
service returns to people who had called
him during his shift. Detective Watkins
hadn’t been scheduled to work that day,
but in the afternoon he had received a
call. “We need you in uniform. We’re
short-handed.” Watkins responded im-
mediately.

Now as he talked on the phone, De-
tective Watkins heard the dispatcher
say, “Unit 32, what’s your 207”

“Leverage Mine,” was the response
on the other end.

“What do you have on this?” Detec-
tive Watkins asked the dispatcher.

“A stolen car, Main Street, Worth-
ington,” Watkins was told.

“T'1l take it,” said Watkins.

“As 1 was leaving, I passed one of
our detectives who was headed to the
Communications Center and we waved
at each other,” Watkins would remem-
ber later.

“What’s Ron going on?” the detec-
tive asked the dispatcher.

“A stolen car.”

Ron Watkins began the five-mile
drive to Worthington, calling in along
the way that he was going to the scene
on a motorist-assist call. Less than an
hour after receiving the call, Detective
Watkins arrived on Main Street, un-
aware that this would be very nearly the
last investigation of his 15-year career.

He immediately spotted the dusty
white Horizon. “I nonchalantly got out
of my cruiser and walked around the ve-
hicle,” Watkins would recall later. “I
noticed there weren’t-any plates on it.”

Completely unsuspecting, Detective
Watkins reached for the door handle.

In a brilliant flash, Watkins’ world
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exploded. The hatchback had been
rigged with 14 sticks of an explosive
more powerful than the standard TNT
dynamite.

Worthington Mayor Tracy Smith,
who was one of the first to reach the
fallen deputy, would later remember, “I
didn’t think he had a ¢hance. I tried first
aid but his skull was exposed, his face
was split from both sides of his nose and
his eyes were totally white.”

“I remember the shrapnel entering
my body and [me] being blown through
the air,” Watkins recalled, ‘““and my
right leg felt like it was ripped off. That
was because it was caught on the guard
rail, which was about six feet from the
vehicle.”

Although Watkins had been thrown
35 feet through the air, at the time he
didn’t know where he had landed. “I
had crashed down in the middle of the
road, but I couldn’t see because my eye-
balls were completely blown out of their
sockets and were resting on my
cheeks.”

A motorist sitting in his pickup truck
nearly 50 feet away from the explosion
was knocked off his seat by the impact
of the blast and the driver of the tow
truck nearby was seriously injured.
Parts of the car littered a perimeter that
extended several hundred yards around
the exploded car. A bent steering wheel
and four tires would be the only recog-
nizable remains of the white Horizon.

Yet, Detective Ron Watkins fought to
stay conscious.

“I remember hearing someone say I
was going to die. Right then I began to
fight,” he would say later.

Watkins was air-lifted to the hospital
by helicopter. “During the ride, all the
trauma cases of the recent weeks that I
had been involved in ran through my
mind and 1 relived each in vivid detail.”

A trooper had been shot and killed

just a couple of weeks earlier, and on
that very same day, a second trooper had
been wounded. Days later, two children
were sexually assaulted and Watkins
had arrested their stepfather for the
crime. Then, only a week later, a hotel
fire in Fairmont had claimed the lives of
seven people.

“I was burning up in that fire. I kept
screaming and going berserk, trying to
get away,” he now recalls.

“I lay there many hours and then my
wife came in. [ said, ‘Tell me straight
out—how do 1 look?” ”

“She said, ‘Oh, it’s not too bad.’
Then she leaned over and kissed me on
the chin, the only place I had any skin
left.

“Actually,” Watkins would say later,
“I had no face.”

Although astounded that Watkins had
survived the explosion, doctors warned
Deputy Detective Ron Watkins that he
would be known, from this time on, as
Mr. Ron Watkins, his only title. His law
enforcement days were absolutely over.

But Detective Ron Watkins had a
dream—to be Sheriff Ron Watkins of
Fairmont. Following the explosion, that
realization became his goal. “Four
months after my accident, I said I would
run for sheriff in *92. There was a lot of
laughter.”

For seven months Watkins remained
in the hospital, then on to a grueling
routine of physical therapy. It was the
left side of his body that had taken more
of the force of the blast. Watkins lost the
use of his left arm and his left leg was
partially paralyzed. His right leg was
crippled from the loss of the Achilles
tendon and he was deaf in his left ear
and blind in his left eye. Extensive mus-
cle damage and numbness has made
nearly every day a painful struggle. For
the rest of his life, he would be disabled.

And then there were the horrendous



facial scars. Watkins began the painful
series of skin grafts and reconstructive
surgery. Now, after 27 operations, he
says, “I have no skin left on my body
for them to do any more surgery, but
I'm satisfied with the way I look.”

Now folks no longer stare nor do
some restaurants ask Watkins to enter
through the rear so that he won’t disturb
diners. “People whispered and pointed,
wanting to get close-up photos,” Wat-
kins recalls. “And then they wanted to
know what happened. When I said four-
teen sticks of dynamite went off in my
face, some didn’t believe me.”

In exchange for the years he had
cared about others, Watkins would now
suffer, up close, the agonizing returns of
cruelty at the hands of others and the
trauma of being a victim.

“I think a lot of time in law enforce-
ment, we don’t have the inside feelings
of what it’s like to be a victim,” Watkins
says. “I know especially with children
who’ve been sexually abused, I've often
told them to go on into the courtroom
and testify, even though the perpetrator
is in their presence.

“And until the day I walked in there
to face the individual who was accused
of this ordeal, I never really understood
inside what it was like to be a victim. It
was a terrifying experience.”

Immediately after the explosion, the
driver of the white Horizon, 32-year-old
William Bowman of Rachel, was ar-
rested and charged with rigging the
bomb. Bowman confessed, and a rela-
tive who had been the passenger in the
Horizon during the high-speed chase
eventually gave police statements that
confirmed Bowman had been the driver
and that he had bragged about rigging
the car to explode.

In February 1990, William Bowman
was tried in state court in Fairmont.
Each day, Ron Watkins, accompanied
by his wife and two daughters, walked
slow, painful steps to the courtroom.
Watkins listened to testimony about
events that were at best nothing more
than a hazy blur in his memory.

“I had nothing to say because my
memory was so sketchy,” Watkins re-
called. “You must remember that when
you wake up from a trauma, you don’t
even remember what happened.”

For weeks following the explosion,
Watkins had been told bits and pieces
about the accident. ““After I learned
about the blast, I wanted to know who
they arrested. It took them a couple of
days to tell me because I knew this fam-
ily and had had no problems with
them.”

Jury members deadlocked in their de-
cision. For the maiming and near-killing
of a police officer, there would be no
state conviction of William Bowman.

In June 1991, federal charges were
then brought against Bowman and a
new trial began in Wheeling. Bowman
was charged with conspiracy, posses-
sion of an unregistered bomb, making a
bomb without an application to the fed-
eral government, malicious destruction
of personal property owned by an insti-
tution receiving federal funds, and mali-
cious destruction of personal property
affecting interstate commerce.

According to U.S. Attorney William
Kolibash, several of the charges against
Bowman resembled those brought by
the state, but the federal charges weren’t
double jeopardy because the allegations
were filed on a different judicial level.

For this round in court, Watkins could
remember, often times all too vividly,
the events that had led up to the bomb-
ing. As a string of witnesses gave their
testimonies, a tale of senseless ven-
geance unfolded.

Although William Bowman’s own
taped confession couldn’t be used a sec-
ond time, Assistant U.S. Attorney Rob-
ert McWilliams related how Bowman
and his passenger had watched from the
woods as the police had his white Hori-
zon towed. He had become incensed at
police for taking his car and vowed to
get it back.

Bowman had then sneaked to the
wrecker lot, broken the window on the
driver’s side and stolen back his car. For
two days, he hid the car, then drove it to
Worthington. There he parked it, rigged
and ready to blow away a cop. Not nec-
essarily a certain cop, prosecutors
would say, just any cop. One witness
testified that “Bill wanted to blow as
many cops away as he possibly could.”

Watkins would say later that the pros-
ecution speculated Bowman had parked
the car on the Main Street of Worth-
ington because Police Chief Dave Wat-
kins, who had pursued Bowman during
the high-speed chase, drove down this
street every day as he delivered his chil-
dren to their babysitter.

“I believe in the back of William
Bowman’s mind, he felt Dave would see
it and pull over there and the bomb
would go off on him” says Ron Wat-
kins.

Determined to obtain a conviction
this time, federal prosecutors shaped an
airtight case. A search of the Bowman
property turned up 47 sticks of the same
explosive that had been used in the car
bomb.

Assistant State Fire Marshall Robert
Hall testified that the serial numbers on
these recovered explosives matched
those stolen from a nearby powder mag-
azine ‘at a coal mine. A special agent for
the federal Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco
and Firearms (ATF) testified that about
10 pounds of an explosive similar to a
type used in coal mining was used to
make the car bomb.

One relative of the defendant’s testi-
fied that William Bowman had boasted
about stealing explosives from a nearby
powder magazine. Another relative re-
counted how he’d led police to an area
where Bowman had buried a bucket of
explosives.

Worthington Mayor Tracy Smith,
who had tried to give the wounded de-
tective first aid, testified that he was the
one who received an anonymous call
that first reported the reappearance of
the white Horizon. Smith had, in turn,
radioed the Marion County Sheriff’s
Department. According to the mayor,
the caller had said that the car was on
the street there in Worthington. The
voice pleaded with the mayor to tell po-
lice that a bomb was under the front seat
of the car.

That anonymous caller, who turned
out to be another relative of Bowman’s,
was brought to the stand.

Why had he called the mayor rather
than the police? prosecutors asked.

“Because I didn’t believe that Bill
was capable of committing a car bomb-
ing,” the witness replied.

Tapes of the call that the mayor then
placed to the Marion County Sheriff’s
Department had recorded Smith con-
veying the message about the bomb.
Both the mayor and the dispatcher had
laughed at such a totally ridiculous pos-
sibility.

Mayor Smith continued his testi-
mony, remembering Detective Watkins’
arrival in Worthington. ‘I saw him
reach for the door handle. But before I
could holler, he opened the door.”

Reconstruction of the accident would
show that the doorpost had taken some
of the force of the blast, protecting Wat-
kins’ vital internal organs. Six feet tall
and thin at 170 pounds, Watkins’ form
and excellent physical conditioning
saved his life. ““Just that little piece of
car saved an awful lot. Had I been fatter
or a little shorter, I would’ve taken more
of the impact,” says Watkins. “Thank
goodness it was me and not a child.”

Throughout his trial, Bowman denied
any involvement in the explosion. “Bill
Bowman didn’t know Ron Watkins and
didn’t have any intention to hurt Ron
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A tow truck waits to haul off what little is left of the exploded car. Some good
came out of the wreckage: Marion County lost a detective but gained a sheriff.

Watkins,”” said the defense attorney.
“Bill Bowman has sympathy for Ron
Watkins.”

Defying his attorney’s advice, Bow-
man took the stand.

“Did you have anything to do with
building a bomb or stealing a car?”’ the
defense attorney asked Bowman.

“No, I did not,” Bowman responded.
“I am not guilty.”

Although William Bowman denied
stealing the car, he would admit to aban-
doning it after the chase.

Apparently jurors didn’t believe
Bowman’s version. William Bowman
was convicted of conspiracy and pos-
session of stolen explosives and sen-
tenced to 25 years at a federal prison in
Pennsylvania.

As for Ron Watkins, he didn’t need
sympathy, from Bowman or anyone
else. Before the federal trial had begun,
Watkins had announced his bid for sher-
iff of Marion County.

In a race with eight other candidates,
Watkins saw his dream realized. In spite
of his doctors’ predictions that he would
never be in law enforcement again, 40-
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year-old Ron Watkins became Sheriff
Watkins, sworn in from a hospital bed in
December 1992.

But even the election had been a
fight. Two of Watkins’ primary oppo-
nents mocked his handicap, limping
around saying, “Who does this look
like?”’ Both opponents tried to convince
voters that Watkins was unfit to handle
the job. Letters were written repeating
the claim. “Adults can be a lot crueler
than children,” would be Watkins’ only
comment.

“I have a debt to pay,” Watkins said
shortly after his election, “to the people
who had faith enough to choose me, and
to police officers all over the country
who have invited me to speak about my
experiences.”

Most of all he felt he owed his wife
Karen and two daughters “who gave me
strength and believed in me while others
wanted to write me off as an invalid.”

Even so, Sheriff Watkins refuses to
deny his total disability. After 38 sur-
geries, the most recent in April 1993, he
says, “1'd never deny my disability. I'd
never take that from the kids and adults

in this country who are disabled, be-
cause I want to set the idea that they can
be anything that they have the ability to
be.”

Meanwhile, Watkins filed a civil suit
against William Bowman. The federal
trial had established that Watkins hadn’t
been told that the car was rigged. After
only 90 minutes, a jury awarded Wat-
kins compensation for his injuries.

As for Sheriff Watkins, each day he
proves just what he can do. Determined
to upgrade his department of 23 depu-
ties and 20 correctional officers, Wat-
kins wanted ““to take the politics out of
the job, to protect my men and give the
people in the county what they de-
serve.”’ In doing that, Sheriff Watkins
would work alongside his officers. To
him, that meant road work, running ra-
dar and Driving Under the Influence
(DUI) checks.

Although he doesn’t go alone, Sheriff
Watkins drives his own car, free of any
handicapped modifications. “The only
thing that survived the explosion was
my driver’s license and that was very
important to me. The department of mo-
tor vehicles took away my license while
I was still in rehab.”” After a long and
difficult fight, Watkins won back his
right to drive.

Now, Sheriff Watkins puts in long
days at the department, but he readily
admits, “It takes an awful lot of psycho-
logical willpower to get your physical
endurance built back up.”

Whether Watkins’ tragedy refined his
refreshing honesty and his unfettered
openness or the virtue accompanied him
to that precarious edge, he freely admits
that “it took me a long time to say pub-
licly that I forgive everyone associated
with this ordeal. But I do. I believe in
forgiveness and that you never really
live until you almost die. Then you re-
evaluate your life and see what you can
do to help people.”

And Sheriff Ron Watkins gives his
all, not only to the citizens of Marion
County, but also to the West Virginia
Police Self-Support Group, a national
program designed to help former offi-
cers retired from law enforcement by
serious injuries to cope with no longer
being a cop and to encourage them to
get on with their lives.

“You know, it’s something you get
inside you and there’s no way to de-
scribe it until they tell you you’re not
going to be one anymore,” says Watkins.

Modest almost to a fault, Sheriff Ron
Watkins attributes his determination to
the grace of God. “But,” he says qui-
etly, “it’s very hard sometimes.” 44



Easygoing, calm, and
unflappable, Chula
Vista’s Corporal

Ron Lederle has the
perfect temperament
to sit in the hostage
negotiator’s hot seat.

COP HAS TO be at his or her

best in the area of hostage ne-

gotiations. Each word is re-
corded for posterity and court. A story-
hungry press corps usually waits in a
staging area filled with empty pizza
boxes, cigarette butts, and coffee cups.
If the hostage situation ends peacefully,
it was supposed to. If there is violence
and anyone gets hurt in the hostage situ-
ation, the negotiator usually takes the
criticism right in the neck.

The very concept of hostage negotia-
tions started in 1972 after the Olympics
in Munich, Germany when several Isra-
eli athletes were captured and executed
by terrorists.

The policymakers in law enforcement
realized there was no method to handle
hostage situations, both on the interna-
tional front. and in the cities. A concept

|0 HOTAGES
| DESPERATE
GUNAN-

AJHOR
ORDEA

by DETECTIVE
TOM BASINSKI

was eventually formed to deal with
these crises. In the mid-1970s, the lead-
ing instructor in hostage intervention
was Harvey Schlossberg. He was a pa-
trolman for NYPD, but he was also a li-
censed psychologist.

Over the years, Schlossberg has per-
sonally instructed thousands of police
officers in the art of hostage negotia-
tions all over the United States.

I myself was one of Schlossberg’s
students in San Francisco in 1977. My
partner, Dave Miller, and I were the first
negotiators in the Chula Vista Police
Department. Since then, a Spanish
speaker and a woman have been added
to our team.

Over the years, hostage situations in
our city were few and far between.

Mostly we had what is called “barri-
caded suspects.” These are people who
are armed, or thought to be armed, but
have no hostages. The major concern in
that kind of case is bystanders. The
SWAT team will evacuate the area and
the negotiations will begin. Since the
suspect has no hostages, he has no bar-
gaining power. If things don’t progress
fast enough for the SWAT commander,
they’ll lob in the gas.

Dave Miller and I worked a few of
these, with less dramatic results. One
night we had a drunk lady with a knife
who was going to “stick the first cop
who came in here.”

We talked soothingly and understand-
ingly to her until she fell asleep. The of-
ficers tiptoed in, gently lifted the knife
from her hands, and handcuffed her.

Generally speaking, hostage negotia-
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As members of the hostage negotiating team, Gary
Wedge and Ron Lederle were used to tense situations,
so when a killer/burglar ran into a clinic and took
10 hostages, they did what came naturally—they
settled the matter peacefully with no bloodshed.

tors in Chula Vista attend meetings,
check the batteries in field phones and
tape recorders, and wait for the “big
case.”

It never happened, for us anyway. I
left the police department to do investi-
gations for the district attorney. Miller
was promoted first to sergeant, then
lieutenant, and his duties became more
complex and demanding. He reduced
his own negotiation responsibilities to
that of a “consultant.”

We passed the torch to a couple of
youngsters named Ron Lederle and
Gary Wedge. Both were easygoing,
calm, and unflappable, as negotiators
should be.

The phone rang on February 27,
1992. For one week prior to this, the en-
tire department had been looking for a
man who had killed another man during
a bungled burglary.

William Warden, 72, went to the
bathroom about 3:30 a.m. on February
21st and found 35-year-old Robert Jac-
obsen going through a desk in his den.
Warden advanced on Jacobsen, who
fired seven shots from a .45 he had with
him. The result was predictable. Warden
died on the operating table.

The homicide detectives focused on
Jacobsen within two days, and they had
good evidence. Tips were coming in fast
and furiously on Jacobsen’s location,
but none were accurate.

Finally, on February 27, 1992, offi-
cers cornered Robert Jacobsen in a
small shopping center. He eluded his
hunters, and officers searched every
business.

Two detectives checking out an emer-
gency medical clinic in the shopping
center finally found Jacobsen. He was
inside the center aiming a .45 at them.

Officer Susan Rodriguez fired once,
grazing Jacobsen in the collarbone. The
officers dove for safety. They had Jac-
obsen, but not the way they wanted him.
He had 10 hostages.

Detective Wedge’s phone rang 15
minutes before he was about to leave
police headquarters for the day. Wedge
and Lederle drove to the bank across the
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street from the clinic where the com-
mand post had been set up.

The negotiations area was on the sec-
ond floor, and if they looked out the
window they could see the front door of
the clinic. Usually, a command post is
farther away from the hostage situation
than this one.

Wedge said, “Hey, this is nice. Now
we can see him surrender.”

Their first task was to establish com-
munications with Jacobsen. This is of-
ten a problem. Many times a suspect
wants to talk with people, but not neces-
sarily with the police.

This case was no different. Some of

- the hostages wanted to call their fami-

lies, and Jacobsen wanted to talk with a
relative.

While the negotiation preparations
were starting, a local radio station was
in touch with Jacobsen for an “exclu-
sive.”

Soon enough, Wedge was speaking
with Jacobsen. Wedge told him they
would be delivering police department
phones to the front door because the
clinic phones would be inoperable.
Wedge didn’t use the word “dead.”

Detectives Wedge and Lederle got the
impression that there was a lot of activ-
ity in the clinic. Wedge spoke with the
supervising physician who quietly told
him there were 10 hostages. She said
Jacobsen was only aware of about 7 of
them right now. Three were hiding in a
bathroom.

Lederle conveyed this to the SWAT
commander to see if they could quietly
stage a rescue on the three hiding hos-
tages. The decision was made not to at-
tempt the rescue. The officers were
unsure of the location of the bathroom,
and they worried that Jacobsen might go
off the deep end and think he was under
attack if he heard glass breaking and
other sounds of a rescue. There was no
back door.

A hostage by the name of Abdul got
on the phone. He was excitable, telling
Wedge that he had better get some help
in a hurry. Then Abdul hung up. Wedge
said to Lederle, with a touch of sarcasm,

“This guy’s going to be a big help. Just
wait.”

The physical setting of the negotia-
tion was a cubicle in a large meeting
room on the second floor of the bank.
Wedge was the primary negotiator sit-
ting at a large table. He had paper, pen-
cils and a cup of water. Lederle was his
backup, sitting next to him. Lederle
wore earphones, listening to everything
that was said, but without ability to
speak on the phone. Lederle took notes,
and monitored the talk to make sure that
Wedge stayed on track. Sometimes,
when a hostage situation goes on for
many hours, a negotiator might get

Detective Gary Wedge, without fuss
or fanfare, showed professionalism
of the highest order when he faced
down an unbalanced hostage taker.




overly tired and say something not quite
correct.

Also, there is a phenomenon called
“The Stockholm Syndrome’ where
hostages become sympathetic with the
hostage taker or his outlook. There is a
possibility that if the hostage taker is a
strong personality, and has a glib
tongue, a negotiator might become in-
fluenced by him.

For this reason, negotiators work in
pairs. The negotiators would scribble
notes to one another. Lederle would also
communicate with the SWAT com-
mander and with the chief of police on
matters requiring his decision.

No one was allowed to speak with the
negotiators. Richard Coulson, the tacti-
cal manager of the SWAT team, stood
by to help the negotiators, as needed.

The conversation with the hostage
taker was predictable. Wedge urged Jac-
obsen to let some of the hostages go.
Jacobsen learned of the three in the
bathroom, decided he had an unwieldy
number, and agreed to let three go right
away. So far, so good.

SWAT members met the hostages and

debriefed them at the command post.
Officers made a detailed drawing of the
inside of the medical building, including
rooms within the structure.

They also learned that Jacobsen’s
gunshot wound was nothing more than a
slight grazing. A doctor who was re-
leased said it was an “abrasion.”

Jacobsen appeared to be excited, but
also seemed to enjoy being in control.
He was polite to everyone and never re-
ally threatened them. The people said he
was a nice guy, if he just didn’t keep
pointing the gun at them.

One of the major goals in hostage ne-
gotiation is to get the hostage taker in a
“problem-solving” mode. That is, he
got himself into this mess, how is he
going to get out?

A standard procedure is the cutting
off of the phones, as they had already
done. Removing phone access isolates
the hostage taker so only the police can
speak with him. It also makes the hos-
tage taker dependent on the police for
communication. ]

Police department field phones were
delivered to the front door of the clinic

by a SWAT team member.

Jacobsen wanted to speak with a rela-
tive. Wedge assured him the police
would notify her that he was okay and
would continue to remain that way.
Soon, Jacobsen sent out another hostage
because the man was having chest
pains. That left Jacobsen with six peo-
ple. The man turned out to be fine.

Jacobsen continued to want to talk
with his relative, and with a well-known
local priest who had a special ministry
in helping the homeless.

Detective Wedge never brought up
the crime of killing William Warden,
but Jacobsen did. In effect, he con-
fessed, saying that Warden surprised
him during the burglary. Then, Warden
kept coming after Jacobsen, who fired a
warning shot.

This was good evidence, but Wedge
wanted Jacobsen to start figuring how
he was going to get out of this predica-
ment.

After three hours, Jacobsen said they
were hungry. He asked for some pizzas,
salads, and soft drinks. Jacobsen said,
“I don’t have any money. Have the
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damned mayor pay for it.”

Wedge said he would get him the
food, but it would cost Jacobsen three
hostages. Jacobsen seemed relieved.
“Yeah, you can have em. Just get those
pizzas here.” '

After an hour, Wedge notified Jac-
obsen that two SWAT officers would
bring up the food after three hostages
came out the front door and were safely
across the street. The food was deliv-
ered. Soon, Jacobsen was back on the
phone asking for coffee and cigarettes.
The cost was a couple more hostages.
Two hours later, the items were deliv-
ered after more hostages were released.

Now, Jacobsen had only one hostage,
Abdul, who had spoken with Wedge in
the beginning. Wedge and Lederle had
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been going at it for eight hours. Wedge
rubbed his hands together, cracked his
knuckles, and said, “Okay, he’s got one
hostage. Let’s get this thing wrapped
up.”

It was easier said than done. After
midnight, Jacobsen began talking about
suicide. He had a bad experience in pris-
on and did not want to return there. He
said death was preferable to prison.

Abdul got on the phone and said
things like, “Wedge, you better get us
out of here.” Then Abdul would hang
up.
Wedge said to Lederle, “That guy’s a
big help. I'm trying to get him out of
there and he hangs up on me.”

Jacobsen had been under so much
stress during the past week that he had

to be-exhausted, the lawmen reasoned.
Wedge thought he might be able to
soothe Jacobsen to sleep.

About 3:00 a.m., the SWAT team cut
off water and electricity to the building.
At first Jacobsen was furious. Wedge
didn’t get rattled, but continued to talk
in his deep, melodious, soothing voice.
He hoped the darkness and the stuffiness
from the lack of air conditioning would
make Jacobsen drowsy.

A little before dawn, Abdul got on the
phone. He said Jacobsen was sleeping.
Wedge came alive, telling Abdul, in
hushed tones, that this was his chance to
tiptoe out the front door. Wedge said he
would alert the SWAT team and Abdul
could leave in five minutes.

Abdul refused. He said he was com-



ing out when Jacobsen did. Wedge was
furious after he hung up the phone. It
was one thing to do something for a
hostage taker when he had a gun point-
ed at you. It was another to refuse to es-
cape while the guy was asleep.

Jacobsen awoke a short time later re-
freshed, at least for the present. Wedge
hoped Jacobsen’s nap had cleared his
head into thinking that the only way out
of this was a peaceful surrender.

This was not the case, however. Ne-
gotiations continued all the next day,
which was Friday. Jacobsen was not
asking for anything. Sometimes hostage
takers asked for a plane to Cuba and 30
million dollars. So far, Jacobsen only
wanted a large pepperoni pizza and to
talk with a relative and a priest. He
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rambled on about his family and what a
failure he was. Wedge listened. Jac-
obsen threatened suicide. Wedge lis-
tened. After a while Wedge sized
Jacobsen up as a man who wanted to
kill himself, but did not have whatever it
took to pull the trigger.

Wedge envisioned Jacobsen running
from the clinic with his gun blazing.
This would mean that some poor SWAT
officer would do the dirty deed for Jac-
obsen. It had happened before.

The SWAT team had been alerted to
what Jacobsen might do. They were also
doublechecked on knowing Jacobsen’s
physical description, and that of Abdul.
If Abdul came running from the office,
they did not want to kill him. If Jac-
obsen came running, they had no
choice. Jacobsen had killed once and
could not be allowed to escape.

By now it was mid-afternoon on Fri-
day. Nobody said anything, but the chief
of police had mentally calculated what
this operation was costing the city in
terms of overtime. About a dozen busi-
nesses and a junior high school had
been shut down. The cost to everyone
was substantial.

Around 3:00 p.m., Jacobsen notified
the negotiators that he was ready to kill

himself and was sending Abdul out.
Within a half hour, the two were seen at
the front door. Jacobsen offered Abdul
his hand. Abdul took it with both of his
hands and warmly shook Jacobsen’s
hand for a full 30 seconds. Then Abdul
walked outside toward the SWAT leader
who was around the corner of the bank.

Jacobsen was seen through the win-
dows holding the pistol at his throat,
then at the side of his head. He would
talk for a while, rambling and trying to
set his affairs in order.

Since Jacobsen had no hostages, the
SWAT commander decided he was not
going to let this continue into darkness.
At 4:47 p.m., the order was given to
shoot gas into the building.

As the glass broke and smoke rose
from within, the officers waited to hear
the single gun blast which Jacobsen had
threatened for so long. It never came.

Two minutes later, the tall, thin figure
of Robert Jacobsen emerged from the
front door. He was coughing and his
hands were raised. The police entry
team handcuffed him and took him to
jail where he gave a statement to Detec-
tive Jon Heggestuen.

Across the street, Gary Wedge rubbed
his eyes. He had been very tired an hour
before. Now he was alert and somewhat
trembling. It was over. He had done his
job. No one got hurt, and no one got
killed. This was what he was trained to
do.

Gary Wedge and Ron Lederle had
succeeded. Without fanfare, the negotia-
tors were given rides back to police
headquarters. From there, they drove
their own cars home where they slept
until late Saturday afternoon.

Robert Jacobsen pleaded guilty to
first-degree murder and was sentenced
to life in prison without parole.

Abdul filed a multimillion dollar law-
suit against the city of Chula Vista for
emotional distress.

Insiders, who would not speak on the
record because of the litigation pending,
said that Abdul prolonged the ordeal at
least 12 hours by refusing to walk out
when Jacobsen was sleeping. The
SWAT team could have flushed out Jac-
obsen at 4:00 a.m. instead of 5:00 p.m.

Wedge would not make a statement
about Abdul and only shook his head
when informed of the lawsuit. 1224

EDITOR’S NOTE:

Abdul is not the real name of the per-
son so named in the foregoing story. A
fictitious name has been used because
there is no reason for public interest in
the identity of this person.
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DWIGHT STALLS |
- HAD MORE
(OMBAT In

2 VEARS THAN
[ITY [OPS 5EE
IN A (AREER

by CHARLES W. SASSER

OLICE OFFICER Dwight Stalls I of Newport News, Virginia, kept com-
P ing back for more. It took guts; everybody said it. The guy had courage.

Some cops went 20 years on the streets without ever having fired their gun
in combat. And here Stalls was—either getting himself shot, shooting someone
else, or getting himself in situations where about anything could happen. And
sometimes did.

Stalls was a good cop. In his early 30s, Stalls had a mop of light brown hair on
top of a stocky frame slightly taller than average. He had a quick grin and a rapid
way of speaking, as though his brain worked faster than his mouth. His police
personnel file bulged with commendations and awards attesting to not only his
courage but also his good judgment and professionalism. His awards included the
Police Cross, his police department’s highest award for valor and heroism.

One award read: “You came to the aid of a fellow officer who was under fire
from a suspect discharging a large-caliber rifle with the intention of killing the
officer and anyone else who got in his way. As a result of your swift actions, the
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situation ended quickly with no officers
or bystanders being injured...”

Another award proclaimed: ““...You
were confronted by a charging man with
an eight-inch butcher knife in one hand
and a hand axe in the other hand. De-
spite the narrow hallway, poor lighting
and having only seconds to react, you
were able to defuse and control the situ-
ation without resorting to the use of
deadly force.”

Still another: *“...You were instrumen-
tal in saving the lives of two occupants
of a house that was on fire...”

Like most larger cities, especially
those along the seaboards, the city of
Newport News was bursting at the
seams from drugs. Narcotics cops some-
times commented that they felt half the
city’s population of 150,000 either dealt
or used narcotics. They joked cynically
that the night glow over Chesapeake
Bay wasn’t from the lights of Norfolk,
Virginia Beach, or Portsmouth which
neighbored Newport News: it came
from all the dopers getting high on their
nightly glows. If somebody seized all
the dope in the area and dumped it into
the Chesapeake River, cops quipped, the
politicians in D.C. would be getting
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When Officer Dwight Stalls responded to a call at this traiter park, he expected nothing unusual—until the shooting begavn. ‘

stoned just from the mist.

“Maybe they are getting high off it,”
a policeman groused. ‘““Maybe that’s
what’s wrong with our government.”

In the early fall of 1987, Dwight
Stalls was working the undercover nar-
cotics detail with his partner R.F.
Dawes. Stalls had been a cop for six
years. He grew his hair long in disguise
to match a short beard. Dawes, on the
other hand, was a 20-year veteran with
gray flecking his scruffy “street” hair.
He had earned the lines in his face the
hard way.

Stalls and Dawes were working-a
street informant in a neighborhood on
Roanoke Avenue. The government pro-
jects—Dickerson Court, Newsome
Park, Seven Oaks—bred dope and dop-
ers. Dudes in pimp trousers and Ree-
boks swaggered about in front of the
projects and dealt crack like used car
salesmen.

It was shortly after nightfall on Sep-
tember 28, 1987. Stalls and Dawes
drove along Roanoke Avenue with the
stoolie hiding in the backseat. The
stoolie stuck his head above window
level to point to a two-story cream-yel-
low house on Roanoke, then ducked

to hide his face again.

“That’s the baby right there,” the
stoolie exclaimed. ‘“That’s where
they’re dealing.”

According to the informant, who had
been deemed reliable in previous cases,
two guys living at the residence were
dealing cocaine. One was called
“Mac.” He didn’t know the other dude.
The narcs were going to use the infor-
mant to make a ‘“‘controlled buy.”

Dawes first frisked the informant so
he could later testify in court that he had
no dope on him at the time. The cops
then gave the stoolie $100 in bills
marked for evidence and watched from
hiding as he traipsed up to the cream-
yellow house and was let inside.

After a few minutes, the stoolie re-
emerged. The narcs waited until he was
out of sight of the house, then picked
him up. He forked over about a gram of
cocaine. Stalls grinned.

“You did good,” he said approvingly.

“I always do good, man,” the infor-
mant responded.

It took the two cops several hours to
round up a judge at that time of night to
sign a search warrant. By that time it
was nearly midnight. September ice had



A deranged gunman on this porch exchanged shots with Officer Stalls. Only one lived to tell about it.

already laced the breezes sifting in off
the Chesapeake. Stalls stuffed his stain-
less-steel Smith and Wesson model 60
into his trouser belt and pulled his light
windbreaker closed against the chill. He
and a little army of six other narcs
parked their cars down the block.

Shadows flitted as they surrounded
the house. Two narcs took the back
door, while two others crouched in the
shadows to watch side windows.
Dawes, Stalls, and a husky narc named
1.T. Henderson slipped to the front door.

Once such a raid commenced, it was
almost like turning on the lights in a
filthy kitchen. Junkies and pushers scur-
ried like cockroaches.

Henderson played decoy at the front
door, while the two other cops flattened
themselves against the darkened wall
out of sight. If the pushers inside spotted
a narc’s face at the door, everything in
the house except the sofa would go
down the toilet.

Henderson knocked. The door eased
open about a foot, framing a black man.
Dim orange light from behind silhou-
etted his head and shoulders. He wore a
multicolor silk pullover shirt with ex-
pensive black slacks. Pushers, like

pimps, could afford to go first class.

“Yeah, man? What do you want?”
the man asked.

“Mac” was supposed to be the code
word that got the door opened.

“Let me talk to Mike,”” Henderson

Officer Stalls points to where a dope
dealer’s bullet would have claimed his
life if not for his bulletproof vest.

e =

whispered through the crack.

Stalls caught his breath. It was
“Mac,” not “Mike.” Pushers were so
paranoid they wouldn’t let their own
mothers in if everything wasn’t right. A
wary expression crossed the dealer’s
features.

Everything was starting to go wrong.

Before the door could slam in Hen-
derson’s face, Stalls sprang into view
with his badge thrust out at arm’s length
and his model 60 grasped in his other
hand. Underneath his shirt he wore a
bulietproof vest. Adrenalin coursed
through his veins.

“Police officer!” Stalls yelled.

Stalls had always heard about how
time went into slow motion when dan-
ger threatened. It was like that now, like
a nightmare when the monster was com-
ing. The officer watched the dealer’s left
hand go down, down, down. It came
back up in the same slow motion, this
time filled with a black revolver. The
two men faced each other so closely that
Stalls could feel the dealer’s breath. He
felt the gun muzzle thrust against his
belly.

It exploded.

It was like a camera flash going off.
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But instead of white light, it was the
same orange light that glowed from in-
side the house. Stalls felt the bullet
strike him, like someone had suddenly
pounded him in the belly with a fist.

He staggered back. At the same time,
he returned fire. He squeezed off four
quick shots in the perp’s direction, mak-
ing the orange camera flash go off in
rapid sequence. He was close enough to
his target that he could have reached and
slapped the guy on the head. Yet, two of
his four shots missed; the other two
struck the dope dealer in the forearm
and in the thigh.

The suspect fell to the floor, scream-
ing and squirming. Stalls retreated off

bt
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Stails, a member of his department’s motorcycle squad, stands behind his Harley.

the porch to check his own wound while
the other narcs overpowered the wound-
ed doper and handcuffed him. To Stalls’
surprise, he found that his bulletproof
vest had caught the lead slug, leaving
him unscathed except for a growing
bruise.

“I was lucky,” Stalls would later say.
“That’s all T can say—I was lucky.”

Only a sheet of crisscrossed nylon a
quarter-inch thick had saved the narcot-
ics detective’s life. Sometimes, after-
wards, Stalls would take out the vest
and thrust his finger into the bullet hole.

“Statistically, it will never happen to
you again,” the police psychologist as-
sured him.
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The shrink said Stalls suffered from
stress symptoms like those of a Vietnam
combat veteran. For months after the
shooting, Stalls experienced recurring
nightmares in which a gun muzzle the
size of a water pipe pumped lead
screaming and tearing into his body.

It would never happen again, Stalls
told himself. It would never happen
again. But stilL...

The police department transferred
Stalls from the narcotics detail back into
uniform. He was on day watch, writing
up burglary reports from overnight
break-ins, and issuing parking tickets. It
was an older cop’s dream to “retire” to
day shift with weekends off. Although

Stalls wasn’t an older cop, he was tem-
porarily content to answer his radio
calis and be waiting at the station house
early for end of watch.

Two years after the Roanoke Avenue
shootout, on July 16, 1989, when Stalls
had nine years on the streets, the patrol-
man received a late disturbance call to a
trailer court on Jefferson Avenue.

“Several drunk-and-disorderlies dis-
charging firearms,” the radio dispatcher
informed him. “No backup available.”

Stalls rode a single-man unit. Nor-
mally an officer never responded alone
to a gun call. But it was the end-of-
watch time, quitting time, and everyone
else was tied up on other calls. Stalls

snatched his radio mike.

“T’ll advise on backup when I ar-
rive,” he reported.

Most disturbances were nothing any-
how.

This one would prove to be different.
According to later reports, three men at
the trailer court on Jefferson Avenue
had got into an argument following a
weekend drinking binge. Gunfire fol-
lowed. Two men holed up in one mobile
home and exchanged bullets with the
third man who was holed up in another
mobile home down the block. Two trail-
ers were hit. A woman who ran to use a
public telephone booth was fired upon.

A crowd of excited people met Stalls
at the graveled horseshoe entrance to
the court. The trailer park was a known
trouble spot. It was a jumble of cheap
and junky trailers occupied by an assort-
ment of drunks and unemployed la-
borers. Police said the residents were
always going off on each other.

“Everybody just calm down,” Stalls
consoled the spectators. “Where’s all
this happening?”

The park stretched back from the
street for more than a block. A kid of
about 18 offered to act as a guide. Stalls
radioed in his situation, then followed
the kid along narrow trailer court streets
littered with abandoned junk cars and
old bicycles. Other residents stayed be-
hind and huddied near the telephone
booth for security.

Stalls followed his guide down one
street, then across to another, cutting be-
tween trailers. He heard no gunshots, no
loud voices. He noticed, however, that
all the streets had been abandoned.

“They’re right around the corner,”
the kid whispered, hesitating.

Suddenly, a single gunshot reverbe-
rated through the flimsy trailers. It star-
tled the kid; he leaped about 20 feet into
the air, it seemed. Stalls dropped to one
knee and slapped for his holstered 9mm
semiautomatic that the department now
issued to replace the standard service re-
volver. Stalls had recognized the gun-
shot as coming from a high-powered
hunting rifle. Apparently, somebody
meant business.

With weapon in hand, Stalls darted
around the end of a trailer and emerged
onto another street. The kid crept after
him. Ahead of them, standing in a trailer
doorway less than 70 feet away, loomed
the threatening figure of a tall skinny
man with an unkempt reddish beard.
The low afternoon sun sheened off
sweaty bare muscular arms extending
from a dirty T-shirt. He appeared to be
in his late 30s, although subsequent



The Newport News SWAT team, of which Stalls (lower left) is a distinguished member, is a well-oiled squad trained to confront
dangerous situations often involving the presence of weapons and the threat of violence against innocent bystanders.

events would show him to be 45. The
bill of a ball cap shaded his eyes.

In his hands, the man gripped a
.30-.30-caliber hunting rifle. He gazed
intently down the street before he le-
vered another round into his rifle and
slowly raised the weapon to fire again.
Stalls later learned that for the past 15
minutes the guy had been steadily
pumping lead into his enemy’s trailer,
round after methodical round, while his
enemy hugged the floor and prayed for
either divine or police intervention.

The gunman hadn’t spotted the po-
liceman.

“Police officer!” Stalls shouted in his
most authoritarian voice. Stalls’ knees
bent into a combat stance, his pistol
aimed.

“Drop the rifle!” he commanded.

The old nightmare began—only, this
time, it was for real. The bearded man
pivoted toward the policeman’s voice.
In one smooth motion, he pointed the ri-
fle. For the second time in less than two
years, Stalls found himself staring into
the muzzle of a gun barrel. Maybe sta-
tistics were against it happening
again—but it was happening nonethe-
less.

Stalls remembered experiencing all
those old familiar emotions all at
once—fear, dread, sadness. It was like
when the dealer had shot him and he
shot the dealer back.

Not again! The thought slammed into
his brain. Not again!

The bearded man squeezed his trig-
ger. Crack!

The rifle bullet superheated the air as
it exploded past Stalls’ head.

Stalls experienced no paralysis as in
his nightmares. He reacted to training
and to a sense of survival—smoothly,
professionally. The piercing bang of his
pistol chased the echoes of the deeper-
throated rifle.

From a distance later measured at 69
feet, Officer Stalls’ combat marksman-
ship nailed the gunman one-half inch
above the left nipple, right through the
heart. The impact of the 9mm bullet
knocked him sprawling back through
the trailer door. He died before his body
hit the floor.

Instantly, even before Stalls could
catch another breath, a second scruffy
man appeared in the doorway and
wrenched the rifle from the dead man’s
hands. For the second time within mere
seconds, the third time within two years,
the young cop stared into a gun muzzle.

As Stalls darted for the cover of a
nearby tree, he snap-fired twice more.
He missed both shots. Terror gripped his
heart at the double barking of another
pistol from behind. Half-wheeling to
face this newest threat, Stalls was re-
lieved at the sight of another blue uni-
form. Officer Barry Haddix, who had

broken all speed limits in his haste to
reach an endangered beat partner,
crouched in a combat position. His pis-
tol still smoked.

The fight was over.

The second shooter had gone down
on the little porch. He lay moaning
slightly and twitching, all the fight shot
out of him. Apparently, Haddix had
scored with both bullets; one penetrated
the gunman’s hand, the other creased his
belly. He would live to face trial.

Sirens wailed in the distance. Officer
Stalls stepped slowly from behind the
tree. His knuckles were white from grip-
ping his pistol. His gaze fastened upon
the two bodies in the doorway of the
mobile home. One of them was already
a corpse.

“Statistically, this time, it can’t possi-
bly happen to you again,” he was as-
sured.

It would never happen again. It would
never...

But still...

“You have been chosen as a recipient
of the Police Cross,” began Officer
Stalls’ commendation from Police Chief
Jay A. Carey Jr., awarded for the suc-
cessful performance of an act of extraor-
dinary heroism while in personal
combat with an armed adversary at im-
minent personal hazard of life in the in-
telligent performance of duty...

“Your courage in the face of immedi-
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ate personal danger is a tribute to you as

officer and to the entire Newport News
Police Department...”

It was only one of the many commen-
dations the officer received. In 1988, the
Kiwanis Club of Warwick selected
Stalls as Police Officer of the Year for
catching a nine-year-old boy dropped
from a second-story window during a
fire.

Officer Stalls, wrote Police Chief
Carey, ‘“‘should be congratulated on
[his] heroism, and know that the depart-
ment is proud of [him].”

The year 1990 passed, as Stalls de-
scribed it, in ‘“‘routine police work.”
Starting with the gunfight on Roanoke
Avenue, Stalls had experienced more
police combat in a mere two years than
most city cops experience in an entire
career. And it wasn’t over yet.

Stalls was unable to sit back on his
laurels. Maintaining that he was a street
cop and that a street cop was what he
wanted to be, Officer Stalls volunteered
for his department’s motorcycle squad
and for the Special Weapons and Tactics
(SWAT) team. SWAT members are
trained to confront extraordinarily dan-
gerous situations in which the presence
of weapons and violence requires ex-
ceptional teamwork and professional-
ism. Until they were needed, SWAT
cops performed regular duties as patrol-
men or detectives.

Shortly before 10:00 p.m. on January
31st, while off-duty, Officer Stalls re-
ceived a page to report to an assembly
point near Concord Crescent in New-
port News. Police had a man barricaded
inside his house. Shots had already been
exchanged.

Donning his black SWAT jumpsuit
and his 9mm semiautomatic, the police-
man sped through the nighttime streets
on his way to once again face gunfire.

According to later reports, a 39-year-
old self-employed carpenter, barricaded
inside his house on Concord Crescent,
had become obsessed with Operation
Desert Storm. For nearly two weeks, the
man had sat huddled in front of his TV
watching the Gulf War unfold on CNN.
On Wednesday, January 30th, he rushed
to a supermarket to stock up on groc-
eries. He thought the U.S. was under nu-
clear attack and “there wouldn’t be any
food the next day.”

On Thursday night, when a fright-
ened female relative attempted to leave
him, he threatened her with a gun and
even fired a shot into the ceiling with his
.22-caliber pistol. The woman escaped
and ran to a neighbor’s house to call po-
lice.
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“I was afraid,” she cried. ““T had nev-
er been afraid of him before, but I was
afraid then....When you start living what
you’re watching, something is wrong.
When all you see is this stuff, it can
make you feel like there’s nothing to
live for.”

For over six hours, for most of the
night, the SWAT team surrounded the
carpenter’s house in the quiet suburban
neighborhood and kept the crazed gun-
man contained while negotiators at-
tempted to talk him into surrendering.
Several times during the long night, ne-
gotiations broke down. Raving and
shouting, the carpenter ran from win-
dow to window popping shots at police-
men. On at least two occasions, officers
returned fire with a shotgun and a 9mm.

Officer Stalls held fire. He was part of
the assault team whose job it was to ac-
tually break into the house and capture
the man if everything else failed. Stalls
took cover in a neighbor’s yard across
the street. He waited.

“T heard a number of small-caliber
rounds being discharged from what
sounded to me to be inside the resi-
dence,” Stalls would later explain.
“These rounds...came from various lo-
cations from within the house. It seemed

Proud recipient of the Police Cross, his
department’s highest honor, Stalls was
commended for his bravery and courage.

like it would be in one room and later I
would hear something from the back
portion of the house. That went on for a
considerable amount of time...

“Because of my proximity to the
house, when the weapon was discharged
the rounds would be coming out into the
front yard and across the street and
striking the fence line to the rear of my
position and in the area of the houses
nearby...”

By 4:00 a.m., it became obvious that
the gunman did not intend to surrender.
Officers fired teargas through the front
window. Officer Stalls and four other
policemen on the assault team, wearing
gas masks, broke through the front door
and entered low and fast. All the lights
were off inside. With adrenalin pump-
ing, the policemen fell to their bellies
and drew down on a pair of dummy de-
coys that the suspect had constructed
using old clothes propped up on an iron-
ing board and hanging from the ceiling.

In the meantime, the suspect with-
drew to the bathroom and locked him-
self inside. He fired two quick shots
through the closed door. Officers re-
sponded with one shotgun blast and a
brief volley of pistol shots fired through
the door.

There were no injuries. Negotiations
resumed. The dialogue lasted over an
hour.

Police Sergeant Burgess reasoned
with the disturbed man. He cajoled, he
bargained, he pleaded. Several times it
seemed the carpenter was about ready to
lie down his weapon, open the door and
come out. But always, at the last minute,
the man’s raving would set in again.

“There ain’t nothing but war, nothing

to live for,” the gunman ranted. “If I
come out, you’re going to cut my head
off. The whole world’s going to be de-
stroyed. We’re all going to be blown
up...”
Just before dawn, the standoff ended
in a dramatically different way than the
other two shootouts in which Officer
Stalls had been involved. Waiting out-
side in the darkened hallway, the officer
heard one final shot from the bathroom.
Then he heard a dull thud as the gun-
man’s body struck the floor.

He had committed suicide.

Officer Dwight Stalls II, a cop with
courage, gathered himself and went
home in the first wintery light of a new
day.

“Statistically, this time, it can’t possi-
bly happen again...” he thought to him-
self.

But still... 1224



JACK PINA WOULDNT GIVE
UP UNTIL HE LINKED TWO |

MURDERS TO HIS SUSPECT

Senior Investigator Jack Pina was called on to oversee the initial investigation
into a pair of back-to-back shootings that shook swank Palm Springs, California.

by DUKE FOXX

N SOUTHERN California, people

call it “the desert,” or simply Palm

Springs. For the record, it’s a 50-
mile stretch of sand and cactus between
the Little San Bernadino Mountains on
the northeast and the San Jacinto and
Santa Rosa Mountains on the southwest.
Officially, it’s the Coachella Valley and
it lies equidistant from Los Angeles,
San Diego, and Mexico—a two-hour
drive from each.

From November through April, the
mountain peaks are snow-capped and
picturesque. In summer, temperatures
can reach 120 degrees on the valley
floor, but area residents are quick to
point out that it’s a dry heat.

Thanks to man’s ingenuity and irriga-
tion, the valley has been transformed
from a parched wasteland into a lush
green oasis that’s become the grapefruit
and golf-course capital of the United
States. More than 500,000 people call it
home—whites, black, Hispanics, native
Americans, and Asians—and they live
in relative harmony in a string of a doz-
en towns with names like Desert Hot
Sprihgs, Rancho Mirage, and Indian
Wells.

In addition to the common folk, the
valley’s close proximity to Hollywood
and its mild winters have made it a ha-
ven for showbiz celebrities for nearly
half a century. Its street-names—the
Bob Hope, Frank Sinatra, and Dinah
Shore Drives and the Gene Autry
Trail—bear witness to some of the re-
gion’s famous residents. For that matter,
Sonny Bono was mayor of Palm
Springs from 1988 to 1992.

It’s an area that, despite the encroach-
ment of gang influences from L.A. and
the growing menace of drug-associated
crimes, on the average, only 27 homi-
cides are committed here each year. Yet,
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Jerzy Abratowski (left) was found bleeding to deatH\ on the parkingA lot of this post

office. Sleuths found out he’d been shot by a perp in search of a getaway car.

As a senior investigator with the district
attorney’s office’s Bureau of Investigation,
Jack Pina provided continuity and follow-up from
the moment a case began until it was disposed
of—which was usually several years down the road...

in January 1989, two of that year’s mur-
ders were committed within a four-hour
period, and the victims, both upstanding
citizens, were as different as night and
day.

The first 911 call came into the River-
side County Sheriff’s Department at
8:36 p.m. on Saturday, January 28th.
Within minutes, Dave Florez and Marc
Bender, each driving one-unit vehicles,
responded to the Palm Lake Apartments
in Palm Desert at the same time. Land-
scaped in the desert motif, this was a
one-story garden-type complex with or-
ange Spanish-tiled roofs.

In the parking lot, a man was waving
at them.

“My friend’s been shot,” the man
told the deputies.

Bender got a good look at the black
male. He was tall and thin, wcll-
groomed with a mustache, and some-
where in his early 30s. All Florez saw
was the back of the man’s head.

When Florez got out of his car, the
man started running. Believing he was
leading him to his fallen companion,
Florez jogged after him. But the man
wasn’t jogging. He was running and he
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was running fast. The deputy, who kept
himself in good shape, picked up his
pace but he was no match. It was too
dark and the man was too fast. Florez
lost him when he disappeared into a
large section of undeveloped desert
nearby. Florez called for additional help.

Meanwhile, Marc Bender had located
the victim. He was lying in a pool of his
own blood. As nearly as the deputy
could tell, he'd been shot twice in the
chest with a small-caliber weapon. He
was still breathing, but the officer could
not find a pulse.

The victim’s name was Harry Adams.
He was a strapping 20-year-old black
man—o6-foot-1, 200 pounds, and good-
looking. He attended the College of the
Desert, a junior college in Palm Desert,
and he was a starting defensive back on
the football team.

“He was a very popular young man
with the students, teachers, and
coaches,” was the way the school’s ath-
letic director later described him. “He
did a great job for us for two years and
he was a great kid. Harry was from
Beaumont, Texas, but he was going with
a local girl and he’d really become a

Palm Desert kid.”

Adams’ work in the classroom and on
the gridiron had earned him a football
scholarship from Texas Southern Uni-
versity in Houston. He planned to enroll
there in the criminal justice curriculum
in the fall, and he hoped to play pro ball
one day.

“Every time [ saw him,”” a friend
would later recall, ““he was talking
about going to school and playing foot-
ball. That was his dream, and he had the
determination to make it.”

Other friends described Adams as
cheerful, outgoing, and considerate. A
teacher said he was a happy, fun-loving
youth with a ready smile.

But Adams never got to see his
dreams come true. He died within min-
utes of the deputies’ arrival.

While Bender initiated the normal
police work associated with a shoot-
ing—finding out who did it and how
and trying to locate witnesses—Florez
had been joined by 20 squad cars from
surrounding municipalities, two four-
wheel-drive vehicles, and a K-9 from
the Cathedral City Police Department.

One of the officers found some foot-
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prints in the sand, and the police dog
picked up the suspect’s scent. From
there, with flashlights and headlights
piercing the darkness, the dog led nearly
50 officers through the dunes and tum-
bleweeds. When the dog reached a bus
that was parked on a road at the edge of
the desert, it started pulling harder and
barking frantically. With weapons
drawn and exercising extreme caution,
the officers entered the bus. They con-
sidered the suspect armed and danger-
ous.

Row by row and seat by seat, they
searched the pitch-black bus. Judging
from the dog’s reaction, the suspect had
been hiding there not long before, but he
was no longer in the vehicle.

By then, Jack Pina had awakened
from a sound sleep. A senior investiga-
tor with the district attorney’s office’s
Bureau of Investigation, he’d dressed
and driven to the crime scene. It was
Pina’s job to assist and oversee the ini-
tial investigation. More importantly,
while other officers might be promoted,
transferred, or retired along the way,
Pina provided continuity and follow-up
from the moment a case began until it
was disposed of—which was usually
several years down the road.

Pina interviewed two witnesses at the
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\ Area of the killings is better known for glamor and scenic beauty than for crime.

D

crime scene. The first was a resident of
the apartment complex who said she’d
seen the whole thing through her win-
dow. Pina listened to her story but heard
conflicts. What the witness was saying
just didn’t add up to the facts at hand. It
wasn’t that she was lying, it was more
like she’d heard the shooting but hadn’t
actually seen it. In an attempt to be a
good citizen and provide help, the wit-
ness was fabricating and embellishing.
Pina had to dismiss the woman’s state-
ment as unreliable—which left the only
eyewitness who’d been located.

He said his name was Eugene John-
son and he told Pina that he’d been with
the victim all night. He said Harry Ad-
ams lived in the complex and they’d
been playing dominoes and drinking
beer in Adams’ apartment, along with
the victim’s roommate, whose name
was Larry Austin.

They’d run out of beer around 8:00
p.m., so all three men drove to a conve-
nience store in Johnson’s Chevy Blazer
and bought some more. When they re-
turned to the complex, a teenage girl
was walking through the parking lot.
Adams got out and started talking to her.
He asked her if he could walk her home.
To the eyewitness, it sounded as if she
was about to say yes when Austin

walked over and horned in on the con-
versation. He said he wanted to take her
home.

“She’s too good-looking for you,”
Adams told Austin, “so why don’t you
just beat it and let us alone.”

Austin took the remark to heart. He
became belligerent and confronted Ad-
ams, who wound up pushing Austin
away, then getting into a boxer’s stance
with his fists raised. That proved to be a
fatal mistake.

The next thing the eyewitness knew,
Austin reached into his waistband and
pulled out a gun. It was a silver, two-
shot .25-caliber, derringer, which he
aimed at Adams.

“You better not shoot me, Larry,”
Adams said, backing away from the
gunman. “You better not shoot me.”

Austin shot his roommate once in the
chest from a distance of 15 feet.

Adams then turned and looked at Eu-
gene Johnson. Adams had a stunned
look on his face and blood was spurting
out of his mouth. When Adams turned
back to face his roommate, Austin emp-
tied the second barrel.

“I was scared,” the witness told De-
tective Pina, “and I started running. At
first, Harry was right behind me, run-
ning. But, suddenly, he just collapsed in
the parking lot.

“I kept running and told some people
to call 911.”

““What about the girl?”’ Pina asked
him.

“I don’t know who she is,” Johnson
replied, and neither he nor anyone else
knew where she was.

What Johnson had told Pina seemed
to add up, so he pressed Johnson for
more information about the suspect.

Johnson told him that Austin was 33
and he’d moved to the desert from the
Inglewood section of L.A. a few months
earlier. He worked at a Baskin-Robbins
ice cream store in Paim Desert, not too
far away.

By then, it was after midnight. Play-
ing a hunch, Pina decided to drive past
the ice cream shop. There, he deter-
mined that someone had just broken
into the establishment. It appeared as if
some money had been taken and he
found one .25-caliber bullet on the floor.
To him, it looked as if Austin had
robbed the store to help finance his geta-
way.

That was when the second 911 call
came in. A man and a woman had seen a
man lying on the ground in the parking
lot of the Rancho Mirage post office,
some two to three miles from the Palm
Lake Apartments. It looked as if he’d
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been struck by a bullet.

Pina got in his car and sped toward
Rancho Mirage.

A county fireman arrived first and
found an older white male lying face
down in-a pool of blood. The fireman
checked for vital signs but found none.
He then secured the area until help ar-
rived.

Pina reached the scene a few minutes
later. Near the dead body, he saw a hat,
keys, and several pieces of mail, along
with a pair of glasses—they’d been bent
out of shape and the lenses had been
popped out. To him, it was obvious that
a struggle had taken place.

Detective Pina counted two wounds,
one to the victim’s face, the other to his
chest, apparently made by a small-cali-
ber weapon. The investigator found nei-
ther the victim’s wallet nor any piece of
I.D. However, the mail that was scat-
tered on the ground provided tentative
identification. But what caught Pina’s
attention most of all was not what he
saw, but what he didn’t see: There were
no cars in the parking lot. Where was
the victim’s vehicle? he wondered.

“We just had a small-caliber shoot-
ing,” Pina would later say, explaining
what was going through his mind at the
time, “and now we see this. Physically,
it’s close to the first shooting and both
victims are in relatively the same condi-
tion. If the suspect’s running, he needs a
vehicle and he kills again to get one.
With no remorse. So our assumption
was: It could be the same person.”

Within the hour, relatives of the slain
man identified the body. His name was
Jerzy Abratowski, age 59, and he’d
been born in Poland where he was a fa-
mous pianist, composer, and arranger.
. He’d moved to the United States in
1966 and gotten married four years lat-
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er. Called Jurka by his Polish relatives
and George by his American friends,
he’d performed concerts in Carnegie
Hall, Las Vegas, Italy, Germany, and
throughout the Soviet Union. In 1986,
he’d moved to Cathedral City and for
the past eight months, he’d been per-
forming nightly at a restaurant on E]
Paseo, Palm Desert’s chic strip of bou-
tiques and restaurants.

“I’m unable to understand why a
kind, life-loving man would lose his life
like that,”” a relative told a reporter

shortly after identifying the body. “It

was senseless. He loved people and he
was really loved. He trusted people and
that’s why he was so vulnerable. He
thought no one would hurt him because
he would never hurt anyone else.

‘‘He left Poland to find a better, safer,
and free life. We’re not free in Poland,
but people don’t die from guns over
there.”

For Detective Jack Pina, the relative
provided the victim’s standard M.O.: He
drove to the restaurant every evening in
a tan 1987 Honda and finished playing
sometime after midnight. On the way
home, he usually ran errands like pick-
ing up cash at the ATM machine, shop-
ping for groceries, or stopping at the
post office. His car had a vanity tag:
JURKA.

“He didn’t think Palm Springs was
dangerous,” the relative told Pina. “To
him, it was unthinkable to get hurt in
this area.

“All I want is for the person respons-
ible to be eliminated from society.”

Detective Pina promised to do what
he could.

Back at the Bureau of Investigation
headquarters in Indio, Pina accessed the
crime computer and learned that Larry
Austin had one prior arrest on an alco-

hol-related incident. The computer list-
ed an address in Inglewood, so Pina put
out an APB on Austin and alerted the
Inglewood Police Department to be on
the lookout for him on the chance that
Austin might return to his former neigh-
borhood. At the same time, Pina ob-
tained a photo of the suspect through the
Bureau of Motor Vehicles and distrib-
uted it to the various police agencies.

By mid-morning, autopsies had been
completed on both victims and two .25-
caliber bullets had been removed from
each man’s body. The slugs were sent to
the crime lab for ballistics testing.

That afternoon, a young woman
phoned the Bureau of Investigation to
say she’d witnessed the shooting at the
Palm Lake Apartments the night before.
An hour later, Detective Pina was
speaking with her.

“She was only sixteen,” the investi-
gator would later explain, “but she was
no flake. She came from a good family,
nice people, and she was college mate-
rial. At first, her family feared it was
gang violence and told her to stay out of
it, she was better off not getting in-
volved. But her conscience bothered
her, and she came forward.

“Her statement pretty much followed
what Johnson had told us: Two men
were vying for her attention. To her, it
was something petty. When they started
arguing, she turned and started walking
home by herself. Then she heard the
first gunshot. She thought it was a fire-
cracker.

““She turned around and Adam was
on his knees, but she still thought they
were just fooling around so she went
home. The next day she heard the news
and called us.”

Two days passed without a trace of
the suspect.



On the morning of Wednesday, Feb-
ruary 1st, Officer Arlen Vaselenko of
the Inglewood PD was sitting in his po-
lice car paying close attention to Larry
Austin’s old neighborhood. Earlier, two
neighborhood residents had tipped him
that Austin was planning to return to his
old apartment to pick up some personal
belongings. The tip turned out to be
right on the money.

Shortly before 11:00 a.m., a tan Hon-
da pulled onto Austin’s old block. A
black male fitting Austin’s description
was driving. There were no passengers.

Officer Vaselenko allowed the car to
pass so he could check the license plate.
As soon as the officer saw that it read
JURKA, he pulled away from the curb
to make a vehicle stop. But the suspect
must have seen him coming in the rear-
view mirror. Austin sped up and round-
ed the corner, putting distance between
himself and Officer Vaselenko’s car.

At that point, while he began pursuit
of the fleeing Honda, the policeman
called for backup.

Another quick right-hand turn and the
chase was on—then a left and
Vaselenko temporarily lost sight of the
Honda.

|
He didn’t want to
shoot, but he was
prepared, arms out,
both hands on the
gun, trigger-finger
poised to squeeze...

Two more rights and he spotted the
Honda once again. It was parked in an
apartment complex. The door was open
and the vehicle was empty. The officer
squealed to a stop next to the Honda and
exited his vehicle. Maybe 100 yards
away, he caught a glimpse of the suspect
just as he was racing between two build-
ings. Vaselenko radioed his new posi-
tion, then gave chase on foot.

By the time the running policeman
reached the general vicinity where he’d
seen the suspect turning the corner, he
was joined by additional police officers
who’d responded to his call for help.
But by then, the suspect had vanished.

The policemen decided to conduct a
door-to-door search. They started by
checking the external doors that were
attached to each apartment unit. The
doors led to storage rooms and hot-wa-
ter-heater closets.

With guns drawn, one by one, the of-
ficers opened each door and looked in-
side—six, seven, eight doors without a
sign of the suspect. Then Vaselenko
opened the next door. Huddled inside,
sweating and out of breath, Austin was
trying to hide behind a hot-water heater.
His eyes met the police officer’s. '

“Freeze!” Vaselenko ordered.

He didn’t want to shoot, but he was
prepared, arms fully extended, both
hands firmly gripping his police revolv-
er, trigger-finger poised to squeeze.

By then, other officers had rushed to
his side.

Outnumbered, Larry Austin gave up
without a struggle.

With the help of other officers,
Vaselenko spread the suspect on the
ground and handcuffed him. Then he
searched him. In one pocket, Vaselenko
found a .25-caliber derringer with two
live rounds in the barrels. In another
pocket, he found four additional .25-cal-
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iber bullets and several rolls of coins.

Later that afternoon, Larry Austin
was booked in Inglewood and his bail
was set at $500,000. The next day, dep-
uties transported him, along with the ev-
idence that had been found on his
person, to the Riverside County Jail in -
Indio. The gun was sent to the crime lab
to be test-fired to see if it was the mur-
der weapon in either or both cases.

A day later, Friday, February 3rd,
Austin pleaded innocent in Municipal
Court to charges that he’d killed Harry
Adams. Later the same day, the ballis-
tics results came back from the lab: The
bullets that killed Harry Adams and Jer-
zy Abratowski matched. They’d been
fired from the same gun.

; R F T R & eV,
Suspect left only tracks in the sand (above) at Adams crime scene. Later, spotted
in Abratowski’s car (below), speedy perp opted to ditch it and flee on foot.

Adams and the suspect lived together in
an apartment at this complex. It was
also here where they fought over a girl.

Austin was back in court the next day,
charged with killing Jerzy Abratowski.
He was held without bail. In addition,
the district attorney was considering fil-
ing *‘special circumstances’’ against
Austin: committing murder to steal a
car. In California, when special circum-
stances are proven, the jury is left with
only two alternatives: life imprisonment
with no chance for parole or the gas
chamber.

“That’s something we don’t do light-
ly,” Deputy D.A. Dave Downing, as-
signed to prosecute Austin, told the
media. ‘“‘But it’s something we’ll be
weighing carefully.”

This is where Jack Pina’s work be-
gan. In custody was a man who’d killed
twice. At the time of his arrest, Larry
Austin was driving the car he’d stolen
e from one of his victims and he was car-

Abratowski, a famed composer and musician, played piano nightly at this restaurant. rying the weapon he’d used to kill both
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men—as ballistics tests would soon
confirm. It was up to Pina to build a case
that would stand up in court.

He first had to anticipate Austin’s de-
fense attorneys. Pina knew they’d try to
suppress whatever evidence they could.
This meant interviewing the arresting
officers to insure that Larry Austin’s
civil rights had not been violated. Had
he been properly Mirandized?

He had.

Next, Pina validated the test results
and catalogued the evidence. Including
the Honda, there was a roomful of evi-
dence which had to be warehoused and
transported to and from the preliminary
hearings, arraignments, and the trial it-
self—a period of time which would

drag out to nearly four years. Most im-
portantly, during that period, Pina had to°
make sure none of the evidence disap-
peared.

What sort of strategy would Austin’s
lawyers use? Most likely, Pina reasoned,
they would contend he was insane or
claim he’d acted in self-defense.

In regard to the former, this meant
scheduling psychological testing for
Austin. In regard to the latter, it meant
reinterviewing the two eyewitnesses
and keeping tabs on their whereabouts.
By the time the case eventually came to
trial, Eugene Johnson would go on to
college at Florida State, graduate, and
enter the work force. The teenaged girl
would graduate from high school and
start college.

As far as Pina was concerned, he had
an open-and-shut case. The only loose
end was whether or not Austin would be
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sentenced to die in the gas chamber. In
that regard, the investigator spent sevet-
al weeks in Los Angeles digging into
Austin’s background.

He learned that Austin had been born
and raised in the ghetto. He was a play-
ground athlete and basketball was his
game, but he was a slow-talking man
with a knack for irritating almost every-
one he came into contact with. He went
out of his way looking for fights, even
though he lost 90 percent of his battles.

Dozens of interviews revealed Aus-
tin’s deep-seated contempt for women.
He liked to manipulate and control fe-
males. To a great extent, he patronized

i RIS Gk

Larry Brent Austin (above) tried to find
freedom in this cramped utility closet.
He’ll be spending the rest of his life in
more spacious but less pervious quarters.

hookers, but he liked to turn the tables
on them. To do so, he pulled guns on
them, forced them to perform sexual
acts at gunpoint, then took their money.

“I am the whore-master,” was his
slogan.

Detective Pina also learned that Aus-
tin had been the last person to see sever-
al hookers who mysteriously vanished
and were never seen again. When he
tried to link Austin to their disap-
pearances, Pina found other hookers re-
luctant to talk to him because they were
afraid of Austin. Although Pina knew



he’d never be able to prove it, he began
to suspect that Harry Adams may not
have been the first person Austin killed.

Austin’s case came to trial at the be-
ginning of November 1992 and lasted
for a month. On December 1st, showing
no visible emotion when the verdicts
were read, Austin heard himself pro-
nounced guilty of voluntary manslaugh-
“ter in the death of Harry Adams and
guilty of auto theft at gunpoint and first-
degree murder in the death of Jerzy
Abratowski. ‘

The penalty phase of the trial began
three weeks later to determine whether
or not the state of California would exe-
cute Larry Austin. But the jury never
got to hear what Pina had learned about
the convicted killer’s background. The
information was deemed to be too prej-
udicial.

“All T will say,” Pina recently re-
flected, ““is that the court system was
liberal in this case.”

Instead, the jury heard a string of wit-
nesses who painted a picture of a man
who overcame his ghetto background to
become a surrogate father and role mod-
el for his siblings, a hardworking man
who juggled three jobs while sharing his

passion for basketball with other family
members, a man whose arrest record
consisted of one minor infraction.

The sole dissenting voice came.from
a close relative of Jerzy Abratowski.
Over the defense attorney’s objection,
the judge allowed a taped recording of
the victim’s last composition to be
played. While the courtroom was mes-
merized by the haunting melody, the
witness bowed her head and cried out
loud.

“Why did you have to kill him?”’ she
chastised Austin after the music ended.
“He was a kind, loving man, a very ac-
complished pianist, a talented man. But
you, sir, are a disgusting scum in soci-
ety.”

Wearing a brown suit, his hands and
feet manacled to dissuade any thoughts
of escape, Larry Austin sat at the de-
fense table. He listened to his accuser,
but he never responded.

The prosecutor then rose. ““Don’t
give Larry Austin a Christmas present,”
he said, beseeching the jury to condemn
Austin to die in the gas chamber.

On December 22, 1992, the jury
reached their decision: Austin was
found guilty, but he would not die in the

gas chamber, jurors decided.

“It was difficult,” one juror said af-
terwards.

“We had a long discussion about his
background,” said another, “and found
no felonies. So we concentrated on what
happened and what caused him to do it.
We think what he did was awful, but we
felt it was a one-time thing.”

“The background is what made the
difference,” said a third juror, “and the
way he’d worked after the awful begin-
ning he’d come from.”

The prosecutor was unhappy with the
outcome.

“Larry Austin is clearly not a nice
person,” he said. “He clearly killed an
old man for no reason, but the jurors
told me he wasn’t bad enough for the
death penalty.”

Pending the outcome of any appeals,
Austin will spend the rest of his life in
jail. 0

EDITOR’S NOTE:

Eugene Johnson is not the real name
of the person so named in the foregoing
story. A fictitious name has been used
because there is no reason for public in-
terest in the identity of this person.
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DETECTIVE MARK SMITH:

- HE CRACKED 2 CASES
BY FOLLOWING

THE TRAIL OF A .38

HE WORD “neighbor” has dif-

I ferent connotations in different

places. In small towns and in the
country, perhaps, the word means a de-
pendable friend and confidante. Often in
the city, neighbor means something else.
In the gridlocked cities of the United
States, neighbors can be obstacles to a
person’s self-determination, or nui-
sances—or even worse.

But even in the most overpopulated,
hostile cities in the country, sometimes
neighbors become better than that;
sometimes friends or lovers. And some-
times they become something even
more noble.

At 9:15 p.m. on December 17th,
1990, Hollywood, Florida, Detective
Mark Smith was summoned to a quiet
section of west Hollywood. The shift
supervisor had informed Smith of a ho-
micide at an apartment building on
Cleveland Street.

Smith arrived at the scene just before
10:00 p.m. It was a section of Holly-
wood unaccustomed to violent crime.
Smith, considered one of the top detec-
tives in the city, had walked the mean

Detective Mark Smith sunk
his talons into a complex
case and held on until he

nailed an elusive killer.

by MICHAEL SASSER

streets of South Florida for years, only
most didn’t look like Cleveland Street.
A uniformed officer met Smith out-
side the apartment.
“What have we got?” Smith asked.
““We had a couple, Mr. and Mrs. De-

Camp, returning from vacation,” the of-
ficer answered. “They were assaulted as
they opened the door to their apartment
by two men. A neighbor two doors
down heard the struggle and came out,
apparently trying to help. One of the as-
sailants pulled a gun and shot the neigh-
bor. Then both men took off.”

“The victim was the neighbor?”’
Smith asked.

“Right. Thomas Daner was his name.
Paramedics have already taken him. But
it looks bad. It looked like he took the
bullet right in his heart.”

The area around the apartment build-
ing was secured, and detectives and
crime scene technicians went to work
searching the area. Detective Smith met
with the DeCamps, an older couple.

“We were returning from vacation up
north,” Mr. DeCamp said. He described
the route they had traveled down Uni-
versity Drive in western Broward Coun-
ty towards the apartment. “We didn’t
notice anything unusual until we got
home and opened the front door. Then,
these two guys came out of nowhere.”
Mr. DeCamp described the two men.



One was tall and lanky, the other short
and heavyset.

“They tried to force us into the apart-
ment,” DeCamp said, “but I was afraid
of what would happen if we let them do
that. So I started fighting with the taller
guy. My wife screamed and I got
scratched up.”

DeCamp showed Detective Smith the
minor wounds on his hands and arms.

“That’s when Mr. Daner came out of
his apartment,” DeCamp said. ‘“He was
running to where we were struggling.
Then, all of a sudden, one of the men
pulled a gun. It looked like a ma-
chinegun or something. He shot Tom.
Tom fell down, and then the two guys
just took off running. One of them
dropped another gun in a pile of our
spilled luggage and they just left it
there.”

“Which man fired the shot?”” Smith
asked.

“The heavier man did. The thin guy
dropped the gun, I think,” DeCamp an-
swered.

The couple described the gun used in
the shooting. It had been dark outside,
but they described the strange, angular
weapon. To Detective Smith, the weap-
on sounded like a Tec-9 or similar semi-
automatic weapon. Either way, it was
not, by any means, a sportsman’s weap-
on. That meant that the two men had
been prepared to kill someone.

* Detective Smith asked the couple
more questions. As he listened to their
responses, Smith became convinced that
the two were near-victims of a follow-
home robbery. Perhaps they had picked
up the attackers on University Drive or
some other main road in Broward Coun-
ty. There were a lot of similar crimes oc-
curring all across the county. The
thieves would spot a car driven by older,
often affluent people and follow them
home. Then, the thieves would force the
people into their home and rob them.
Sometimes they would beat or tie up the
homeowners. Other times, the victims
would be killed.

In this case, it was a Good Samaritan
neighbor who had been killed. While
questioning the DeCamps, Smith was
informed that Daner had indeed died
from a single gunshot wound. By hor-
rendous luck, the single shot had gone
right through the man’s heart.

Smith met with another witness who
lived in the building directly across a
courtyard from where the shooting had
taken place.

“I didn’t really see either man,” the
neighbor said. “It was dark and I just re-

ally could only make them out—and the
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The robbery and murder would never have been
solved were it not for the relentless efforts of Mark
Smith who linked the two cases through videocamera

surveillance tapes which he sent to the FBI.

Sleuths search a crime scene fror the casing of the slug that slew Thomas Damer.

gun out—in silhouette.”

“Could you describe the weapon?”’
Smith asked.

The witness described the gun he’d
seen silhouetted earlier in the evening. It
was a distinct-looking weapon. The de-
scription matched that given by the De-
Camps. At least, it was a start.

Smith and the other detectives
worked late into the night looking for
physical evidence on the scene. They
could not find the casing from the single
round fired. However, they did find the
gun dropped by the thin assailant in a
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pile of the DeCamps’ spilled luggage. It
was a .38-caliber Chatter Arms revolv-
er, fully loaded. It had apparently not
been fired recently.

As the search continued, Detective
Smith found a rubber scuff mark, fresh-
ly made, on the street next to where the
shooting took place. The mark looked
like the kind that would be left by a sud-
den car acceleration. No one had seen
either of the assailants in or near a car,
though by the nature of the crime, police
knew the suspects had to have been in
one.

Crime scene markers (1) tell the story of the violence that claimed Damer’s life. Stick at right shows track of slug through fence.

Around 1:00 a.m., detectives cleared
the scene. They arranged to keep it se-
cured until morning when a second
search could be conducted in the day-
light. ‘

A Be-On-The-Lookout (BOLO) alert
was issued for the two men described at
the murder scene. But without a com-
plete description and no information on

the vehicle they were in, the chances of

locating the two suspects were slim at
best.

The next morning, December 18th,
detectives renewed the search of the
area around the shooting scene. This
time, they were more successful. Smith
found an expelled casing in the grass.

“What is it?” an officer asked.

“Nine millimeter casing,” Smith an-
swered. “This [ooks like it.”

The casing was taken in for evidence
while Smith re-questioned the neighbor
across the courtyard. The man described
what he had seen in silhouette.

“The bigger man fired the gun,” the
witness told Smith. “I remember seeing
the strange-looking gun in his hand.”

Unfortunately, the witness was un-
able to provide an actual description of
either man except in relative terms. His
statement did, however, verify the De-
Camps’ belief that the larger man was
the killer.

After leaving the scene, Smith re-
turned to police headquarters. There
was a report and a message from anoth-
er detective there. Smith called the de-
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tective on the telephone.

“That weapon found at the scene last
night was purchased at a gun shop in
Miami,” the detective said, “by a wom-
an named Diane Summers. This past
November fourth, she was the victim of
a follow-home-type robbery at her
home. The gun was stolen. There is a
copy of the report on your desk.”

Smith fiipped through the report. The
details of the crime were similar to the
M.O. of the men who tried to rob the
DeCamps. The gunman was a heavyset
man similar to the one described in the
Daner killing. And there was more. The
weapon used by the man who robbed
Diane Summer fit the description of the
Daner murder weapon. And the robbery
of Diane Summers had not been solved.

Detective Smith felt that he had dis-
covered the first solid lead in the Daner
killing. He hoped that more answers
could be found in Miami.

Later that afternoon, Smith met with
Diane Summers at her northwest Miami
home.

*I was returning home from a club a
little before four in the morning,” Sum-
mers related. “And as I was going into
my house, this man approached me and

The shooter’s accomplice dropped this gun as they fled the scene of the murder.

held me up.” The woman described the
gun and it did, indeed, match the de-
scription of the Daner murder weapon.

“He got my purse, including the gun
I carry for protection,” Summers said.
“The man even fired at me once before
he ran off, but he missed.”

“Police never caught the man?”’
Smith asked.

“No...but they do have a video of
him,” Summers answered.

“What?”

“He used my stolen bank card at two
different grocery stores’ automatic teller
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Stitches (above) mark incision pathologists made to inspect the victim’s wound, a

clean shot through the heart. His bloody shirt (below) attests to crime’s grisliness.

P

machines to get money out of my ac-
count,” Summers said. “And those ma-
chines have cameras that record every
transaction. They have the tapes, but 1
guess they were not very clear or some-
thing.”

Detective Smith believed that the
man who robbed Diane Summers was
involved in the murder of Thomas
Daner. Before he left Summers’ home,
Smith called in a crime scene team and
the front yard of Summers’ house was
searched.

Amazingly, detectives found an ex-
pelled 9mm shell casing just on the
swale outside the home. Children
walked by on the sidewalk every day,
but somehow the casing was still there.
Police were also able to chart the path of
the bullet through the chain-link fence
outside Summers’ house. Only the fence
may have saved Diane Summers from
the same fate as Thomas Daner.

On December 21st, Smith contacted
the company responsible for the surveil-
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lance cameras at the stores where Sum-
mers’ card had been used. The films
were turned over to police and to Smith,
who viewed them immediately.

The tape was of poor quality, but
Smith could plainly see a man and a
young woman use the card in the ma-
chine, then walk around the corner. Just
moments later, a white car drove back
around the corner and then left the view
of the camera.

Detective Smith believed it was pos-
sible that the two suspects were in the
car in the video. The timing was just
about right. However, the quality of the
film was too poor to even use the photos
in a lineup for witnesses to the Daner
murder.

Ballistics experts checked the casing
from the Summers robbery and matched
it to the one from the Daner murder.
Smith then had proof that the two
crimes were connected. A surveillance
was_set up on the two supermarkets
where Summers’ cards had been used,

but Smith felt it unlikely that police
would see one of the suspects there.

Fortunately, Smith knew that he had
another direction to go. He contacted
the FBI and sent the surveillance tapes
to them for enhancement. Through its
complex technology, the Bureau would
be able to enlarge and clarify the pic-
tures from the grocery stores. Then,
maybe, the man in the video could be
traced. Smith wanted the man because
he believed that the man was involved
at least peripherally in the murder of
Thomas Daner.

After sending the tapes to the FBI,
leads in South Florida ran dry. Despite
attention by the local media, no solid
witnesses or leads panned out. The holi-
days and winter passed, and then spring
turned into summer.

On June 10, 1991, Detective Smith
received the enhanced photos from the
FBI. Both subjects—and especially the
car—were much clearer. The vehicle in
the photo was a white four-door Mer-
cedes. The pictures of the subjects were
released to the media and broadcast
across Florida.

The day after the broadcast, a Miami
man contacted Hollywood police and
arranged a meeting. At the meeting,
Smith showed the man the photos from
the automatic teller.

“Yes, I thought I knew that man,” the
source said. “Now I can tell for sure.
That’s Jack Olsen. I know him. I don’t
know who the woman is. But that is
Jack.”

“What about the car?” Smith asked.

“That’s Jack’s. He had a four-door
Benz. That looks like it.”

The source gave Smith an address for
Jack Olsen in Opa Locka, a west Miami
suburb.

Detective Smith drove by Olsen’s ad-
dress and found the car from the photo.
He ran the license plate and found out
that it was indeed registered to a Jack
Olsen.

On June 19th, Smith showed the pho-
to from the auto teller to an Opa Locka
police officer who knew Jack Olsen.
The officer said that the man in the pho-
to was indeed Olsen.

Next, Smith showed both the De-
Camps and Diane Summers a photo-
graphic lineup that included Olsen. The
DeCamps were unable to identify any-
one, but Summers gave a tentative iden-
tification of Olsen as the perpetrator in
her robbery.

Despite the tentative identification
from Summers, something bothered De-
tective Smith. The original description
of the criminal was of a heavyset male



of average height. Olsen was a little tal-
ler than average and not a heavy man.

Could that explain the witnesses’ in-
ability to give a positive identification?

Still, there was enough evidence for a
warrant to be issued.

On June 24th, detectives arrested
Jack Olsen at his residence and took
him in for questioning. There, he was
informed of the situation and shown the
enhanced photos.

“I didn’t have anything to do with
those crimes,” Olsen said.

“Is that you in the pictures?” Smith
asked. ‘

“Yes, it is.”

“And who is the young woman?”
Smith asked.

“T don’t know,” Olsen answered.

Detective pressed Olsen for more in-
formation, but he refused. Olsen did,
however, continue to profess both his
innocence and the fact that he did not
know the woman in the photos with
him. Smith very much doubted the latter
point, in particular.

Olsen gave permission for police to
search the interior of his vehicle. There
was one thing of interest in the car—a
Florida driver’s license issued to a man
named Tom Bryant.

Smith checked on Bryant and found
that he was wanted for a probation vio-
lation and two counts of grand theft.
With the help of Opa Locka police,
Smith searched for Bryant but was un-
able to locate him. But on July 4th, the
Opa Locka police located and arrested
Bryant and brought him in for question-
ing. Smith interrogated Bryant.

“I’ve known Jack Olsen for a couple
of years,” Bryant said. “I don’t know
anything about any bank card or crimes
or anything. I just know the guy.”

Smith showed Bryant the photos
from the bank machine. Bryant identi-
fied Olsen.

“Do you know who the woman is?”
Smith asked.

“I believe that’s Jack’s niece, Carla
Kane,” Bryant said.

That made sense to Smith. Whatever
his involvement in the killing of
Thomas Daner, Olsen had seemed con-
tent to protect the woman in the picture.
If it really was his niece, then Smith
could understand why Olsen had been
so adamant. ,

On July 24th, an informant contacted
police to say that he had located where
Carla Kane’s father worked. Smith trav-
eled to the Miami tire store and met
with the father there.

“Yes, that’s her,”” the father said
when Smith showed him the photo-
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graph. “That’s my daughter.”

“Do you know where she is living?”’
Smith asked.

“No,” the father answered. “She was
staying with her boyfriend, Rudy. But I
don’t know now. My wife will probably
know more.”

The man gave Smith his wife’s ad-
dress and Smith headed to the home in
Miami. He met with Kane’s mother
there. The mother identified Jack Olsen
and her daughter, Carla Kane, in the
photos.

“Carla told me that her boyfriend,
Rudy, had given her those cards,” the
mother said.

“Is Carla living with Rudy?”” Smith
asked.

“Yes, for about a year now—on

Rudolph Wilson at first denied kowing an

Ninety-fifth Terrace somewhere.”

“Do you know this Rudy’s full
name?” Smith asked.

“Yes, it’s Rudolph Wilson.”

Detective Smith convinced the wom-
an to set up a meeting between him and
Carla Kane.

Back at the police station, Smith
checked on Rudolph Wilson’s back-
ground. The day after Christmas in
1990, Wilson had been arrested for an
assault. In that . assault, a Tec-9 sub-
machine gun was used but not recov-
ered.

There was more. According to re-
cords, Wilson was 5-foot-8 or 5-foot-9
and heavyset. That matched the descrip-
tion given by witnesses to the Daner
murder, and to the robbery in Miami.

ything about the Damer shooting, but

Detective Smith laid a trap for the husky suspect, and he took the bait.
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The next day, July 25th, detectives
met with Carla Kane. Kane was crying.

“Rudy gave me those cards,” Kane
said. ““Jack just drove me to the teller
machine. He didn’t have anything to do
with getting the cards.”

““How did Rudy get those cards?”
Smith asked.

“He followed a woman home to her
house in northwest Miami,” Kane an-
swered. She described the car, the wom-
an and the house. Smith knew it was the
Summers robbery.

“He took his gun and grabbed her
purse. He took a thirty-eight out of the
purse, and the money and the cards.
Then he threw the purse away,” Kane
said. She described the gun, and it was
the same description from the murder
and robbery scenes.

Kane went on. She described another
occasion when she’d been with Wilson.
This time, though, there had been a sec-
ond man involved.

“I don’t know his name,” Kane said.
“He was a taller, thin man. They pulled
into an apartment building in Holly-
wood and got out of the car.”

“You were in the car at this time?”
Smith asked.

“Yes.”

““Then what happened?’” Smith
urged.

“Rudy had his ‘nine’ and the other
guy had the thirty-eight from the rob-
bery in Miami. When they came back to
the car, the other guy said he had
dropped his gun. That’s all I heard.”

Detectives took a statement from
Kane and prepared an arrest warrant for
Rudolph Wilson.

Just getting to this point, Detective
Smith thought, was a miracle. The
dropped .38 had been their only piece of
evidence until the gun’s travels had
been followed. And now, police had the
name Rudolph Wilson, and a strong be-
lief that he was the killer.

On July 26th, police arrested Rudolph
Wilson at the Miami meat market where
he worked. Wilson was transported to a
Miami station where Smith questioned
him. Smith showed Wilson the pictures
from the automatic teller machine.

“I don’t know nothing about that,”
Wilson said. Smith did not want to re-
veal that Carla Kane had already given
her boyfriend up.

“We’re interested in a shooting inci-
dent that took place in Hollywood in
December of 1990,” Smith said.

“I didn’t have anything to do with
that,” Wilson said.

Detective Smith changed his ap-
proach.



“We know you were there with an-
other man,” Smith said. “Our question
is who did the shooting.”

With that, Wilson decided to talk.

“I was there,” Wilson said. ‘““We
were robbing that couple. But the guy I
was with shot that man when he came
out of his apartment a couple of doors
down. I didn’t have anything to do with
the shooting. I was just there.”

“What’s the other man’s name?”
Smith asked.

Wilson shrugged.

What Wilson did not know was that
witnesses had already picked the bigger
man (Wilson) as the shooter, and even
Kane had placed the murder weapon in
Wilson’s hands just before the shooting.

While being questioned, Wilson ac-
knowledged his involvement in the
Summers robbery and that subse-
quently, he’d given the stolen cards to
Kane.

Wilson walked into a well-baited
trap. He was arrested and charged with
first-degree murder, as well as related
robbery and weapons charges.

Detective Smith wanted a watertight
case. He was originally unable to find
the murder weapon, and when he did
find it, it had been damaged and was im-
possible to match to the homicide.

Mr. DeCamp and Diane Summers
both picked Wilson out of a lineup as
their assailant. DeCamp also assured
police that it was Wilson who shot
Thomas Daner to death. The witness
who had seen the crime in silhouette
also pointed the finger at the bigger
man—though this witness. had disap-
peared- by the trial date.

Smith kept trying to get Wilson to re-
veal the identity of the second, thinner
man.

“You really should tell us who that
man was,” Smith told Wilson.

Wilson only shook his head.

Despite the absence of the second
bandit, Wilson went to trial for the mur-
der of the would-be savior, Thomas
Daner.

The defense had little to stand on, and
‘Wilson was found guilty. He was sen-
tenced to life in a Florida prison, where
he must serve at least 25 years before
even being eligible for parole. 122

EDITOR’S NOTE:

The DeCamps, Diane Summers, Jack
Olsen, Tom Bryant, and Carla Kane are
not the real names of the persons so
named in the foregoing story. Fictitious
names have been used because there is
no reason for public interest in the iden-
tities of these persons.
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THE SPLIT-SECOND THINKING BY

SERGEANT MIKE SHEA
BUSTED THE RAMPAGING
MUIT & JEFF ROBBERS

i

Sergeant

ea cut his teeth in some of New York C

i

i

ty’ toughst reincts.

That experience helped him when he faced down a pair of hit-and-run robbers.

by DIRK C. KAPO

SK SERGEANT Mike Shea of

the 24th Precinct on the Upper

West Side of Manhattan what
makes a good cop and you’ll get a quick
answer: “Good memory, caring attitude,
and enthusiasm.”

Most civilians might think cops rely
more on physical qualities, like steady
aim or the ability to leap tall buildings
in a single bound. But then most civil-
ians don’t realize that a lot of the best
police work happens in the brain and
only rarely in the hands and feet. In
those rare moments when a cop does
have to spring into action, it’s mental
abilities like decisiveness, deductive
reasoning, and good memory that deter-
mine the success of a ticklish operation.

It was just those qualities that helped
earn Sergeant Shea a commendation for
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his part in the arrest of a pair of thieves
who went on a violent robbery spree in
three of New York City’s five boroughs
over a week in early February 1991.

The first three cases occurred in a
matter of hours on Tuesday, February
5th, in the South Bronx and in Shea’s
own 24th Precinct. Other incidents oc-
curred in Washington Heights in north-
ern Manhattan, Soundview in the
Bronx, and near Sunset Park in
Brooklyn. Eleven cases in all were re-
ported over five days. All involved a
Mutt and Jeff team who used heavy ar-
tillery to strong-arm valuables—includ-
ing jewelry, electronic equipment, cash,
a leather jacket, and a Jeep Cherokee—
away from their rightful owners.

The most serious attack occurred just
after midnight on February 8th in the
Brooklyn neighborhood of Park Slope, a
fashionable residential area bordering

historic Prospect Park. At approx-
imately 12:30 a.m. that Friday night,
Willas Miller and a companion were
walking on Prospect Park West when a
silver Jeep Cherokee roared down the
street and screeched to a stop a few
yards away. Two men, one tall and big
and the other short and stocky, leaped
out and accosted the couple. The large
man presented a high-caliber handgun,
which he waved menacingly in the cou-
ple’s faces. Both robbers demanded the
couple’s valuables.

What the robbers didn’t know was
that Miller was an assistant district at-
torney. Perhaps because his job was to
put criminals behind bars, Miller re-
fused to cooperate with the robbers. A
scuffle ensued. The large man leveled
the gun at the A.D.A. and pulled the
trigger. The slug entered Miller’s head,
rolled around his skull, and exited, with-
out doing too much serious damage, un-

Officer Daniel Munoz was in the driver’s
seat of a radio-monitored patrol with
Shea the night of the high-speed chase.



der his right eye.

At the time, Miller didn’t know how
lucky he was; but then, neither did the
robbers, who were halfway to the Jeep
as Miller hit the sidewalk. The robbers,
on the other hand, were not so lucky.
Before the pair could speed away, Mil-
ler’s companion got a good look at the
Jeep’s tag number and memorized it:
New Jersey plates FCS-32D.

When officials from Brooklyn’s 78th
Precinct responded minutes later to the
scene of the attempted murder, they im-
mediately ran a check on the fugitive
vehicle. If it had been the Jeep’s owners
who had attacked A.D.A. Miller and his
companion, the case might have been
solved within the hour. Unfortunately,
the central computer showed that the
Jeep had been reported stolen at gun-
point the night before in the Bronx.
With no suspects in that case, Miller’s
assailants could be anywhere. An all-
points bulletin went out on the radio to
every precinct in the city to be on the
lookout for the silver Jeep.

The following night at 11:30, Ser-
geant Shea reported for duty at the 24th
Precinct headquarters on West 100th
Street. Looking like a schoolboy with
his blond, close-cropped crewcut and
bright blue eyes behind wire-rimmed
glasses, the 30-year-old Shea is the first
in his family to wear a badge for any de-
partment. A psychology and business
major at New York’s Fordham Univer-
sity, Shea decided after graduation in
1984 to go into police work rather than
other professions for which he was bet-
ter trained. “I didn’t want to be bound to
a desk,” the native New Yorker ex-
plains. “T wanted to do something more
exciting with my life.”

Shea got his wish when he joined the
NYPD in 1985, taking short-term as-
signments in a couple of the city’s most
“exciting”” neighborhoods: Washington
Heights and the South Bronx, which are
both in perpetual competition for the
highest crime rate in New York. In No-
vember 1989, Shea was transferred to
the relatively calmer 24th Precinct in a
demographically mixed district sand-
wiched between Central and Riverside
Parks on Manhattan’s Upper West Side.
While the area is no South Bronx, it has
its share of the usual big-city prob-
lems—drugs, muggings, and other
forms of disorderly conduct—much of
which rage: after dark.

On the night of Saturday, February
9th, Sergeant Shea and Officer Daniel J.
Munoz were assigned to the night watch
detail in a radio-monitored patrol car
(RMP). The night sky was as clear of
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Several of the robberies occurred in this area on Manhattan’s Upper West Side.

clouds as the ground was of snow. The The instant the woman saw Shea’s
night, too, had been clear of trouble in RMP, she waved her arms and yelled,
the first hour and half of duty, but that  “Stop! We’ve just been robbed!”

was about to change. Shea told Munoz to pull over and roll
At 1:22 a.m., Shea and Munoz round- down the window.

ed the corner off Central Park West onto ‘““What happened?’”’ Shea asked

West 87th Street when they spotted a  through the window.

man and woman, both apparently agi- “They took my jacket,” the man an-

tated, standing on a stoop outside a  swered. He pointed at the taillights of a
brownstone. The man, in shirtsleeves, car that was speeding across the inter-
was decidedly underdressed for a chilly  section of 87th Street and Columbus
midwinter night. Avenue toward a red light at the end of

24th Precinct is in a demographically mixed area west of northern Central Park.
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What did a stolen jacket, a rash of robberies, and the attempted
assassination of a Brooklyn district attorney have in
common? Manhattan’s Sergeant Mike Shea put them all together
in a flash of a high speed street chase on Upper Broadway...

Perps made a fatal error when they turned the wrong way onto Broadway (above).
Officer Tomas Ramos (below r.) nabbed one perp near this street corner (below 1.).

the next block, where 87th crossed Am-
sterdam.

Shea didn’t have time to think it over.
“Go!” he ordered Munoz.

Without further ado, the RMP picked
up speed and raced down the street after
the taillights. The driver of the suspect
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vehicle, apparently noticing that he had
a police car on his tail, ignored the red
light and turned right onto Amsterdam.
Right turns on red are illegal in New
York City. Now the officers had some-
thing positive to charge the driver on—
if they could catch the car.

The RMP reached Amsterdam in
time for Shea and Munoz to watch the
suspect vehicle preparing to turn left
onto 89th Street. Shea finally got a good
look at the object of their pursuit, a sil-
ver 1989 Jeep Cherokee with New Jer-
sey plates FCS-32D. He radioed into
headquarters with a description of the
vehicle and a request for backup as
Munoz maintained the pursuit.

As soon as they reached 89th Street,
with their dome lights flashing, Shea
and Munoz saw the Jeep speeding reck-
lessly for a red light at the westbound
street’s intersection with Broadway.

Like a chess grandmaster, Shea was
already calculating his adversary’s next
moves. He knew that the driver of the
suspect vehicle was ultimately aiming
for the West Side Highway, which was,
at the closest, accessible at 96th Street,
seven blocks to the north. The highway
would be fairly uncluttered by this time
of night, and the suspect would have
plenty of road to open up throttle and
lose his pursuers. But, Shea wondered,
how was he going to try to get there?
Would he turn right and head north on
Broadway or would he continue across
Broadway down 89th and turn right
onto West End Avenue or Riverside
Drive?

Shea could not have anticipated the
suspect’s actual next move. In horror,
the officers watched as the suspect ran
the red light, turned left, and headed
south—in the northbound lane of
Broadway!

Even at that hour, even on the slowest
night of the week, Broadway is heavily
trafficked. And this was not the slowest
night of the week. This was a Saturday
night. Taxis were rushing Upper West
Siders home from their evenings out,
and visiting suburbanites were making
their way in their cars up Broadway to-
ward 96th Street on their way out of
town via the West Side Highway. And
now they were heading straight into the
path of a fugitive who would clearly do
anything to shake the police from his
tail. Shea had to decide in a flash wheth-
er to pursue the suspects southward
down the northbound lane or risk losing
them.
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Before Shea had to decide, however,
fate decided for him. The Jeep had no
sooner turned the wrong way onto
Broadway than it crunched into a north-
bound vehicle. As the RMP reached the
intersection, the occupants of the Jeep
bailed out and fled on foot in opposite
directions, the driver heading south on
the northbound side and the passenger
heading north on the southbound side.

By this time, backup had arrived with
a vengeance. Officer Tomas Ramos, on
loan from the East Side’s 19th Precinct,
was on watch at the 24th’s Operation
Take Back post nearby when the com-
motion caught his attention. Ramos ap-
prebended the driver within a block of
the accident. A short, stocky man, the
driver tried waving Ramos away, to no
avail, by yelling, “I have asthma! [ have
asthma!”

Meanwhile, Officer Munoz had
bailed out of the RMP and was in hot
pursuit of the passenger, a larger, more
physically agile man than the driver.
Munoz finally caught up to him at the
corner of 91st Street, where another
RMP was waiting. The passenger tried
to vault the waiting RMP, but he hit the
windshield hard, smashing it and cutting
himself in the process.

By this time, the victims of the rob-
bery who had alerted Shea and Munoz
had arrived at the corner of 89th and
Broadway in another patrol car. They
had called 911 immediately after Shea’s
RMP took off after the suspect and had
been picked up within a few minutes.
Now they identified the two men as the
ones who held them up at gunpoint as
they were returning to their apartment
on West 87th Street. They identified the
larger man as the one who wielded the
gun. The smaller man, they said, had
also gotten out of the Jeep and de-
manded their money and jewelry and
the man’s leather jacket.

Officer Ramos recovered a .32-cali-
ber Smith and Wesson revolver and
three live rounds of ammunition from
beneath the front passenger seat of the
abandoned Jeep. Other items of interest,
including a leather jacket and several
pieces of jewelry, were plainly visible
on the vehicle’s floor and seats. The car
was driven to the precinct headquarters
for a more thorough going over.

The driver was identified as 25-year-
old Jaime Lopez of Macombs Road in
the Bronx. The passenger, 21-year-old
Tony Quinones, also of Macombs Road
in the Bronx, was treated at St. Luke’s
Hospital for a minor head injury and re-
leased into police custody. Both men
were placed under arrest at the 24th Pre-

cinct for a variety of charges, including,
among others, robbery in the first de-
gree, criminal possession of a weapon,
criminal possession of stolen property,
resisting arrest, criminal mischief, and
reckless endangerment.

When Sergeant Shea returned to
headquarters to process the booking of
the two suspects, he was handed a
memo concerning the Jeep being sought
in connection with the shooting of
A.D.A. Willas Miller the previous night
in Brooklyn. It was, of course, the very
one he and Officer Munoz had pursued
that night. Shea put out the word via ra-
dio to other precincts that the Jeep was
apprehended, adding details of the rob-
bery that led to the apprehension. Al-
most immediately, officers and
detectives in precincts around the city
called in to report that they were look-
ing for a pair of robbers with a similar
M.O. to the ones Shea and his col-
leagues had arrested moments before.

For their part in the arrest, Sergeant
Shea and Officers Munoz and Ramos re-
ceived a commendation, dated February
18, 1991, from Lieutenant Paul O’Con-
nor, commanding officer of the Manhat-
tan Robbery Squad. Specifically,
O’Connor cited the officers’ “instant
actions’’ and “‘intelligent follow
through.”

““This arrest,” the commendation
reads, “executed under difficult circum-
stances, was noteworthy in itself. The
officers’ awareness of other facts and
circumstances surrounding the instant
arrest...was paramount in alerting other
units to this arrest. The intelligent fol-
low through by these officers...contri-
buted significantly to the solution of a
series of robberies in three boroughs.
Most notable of these was the robbery
and shooting of Willas Miller, an assis-
tant district attorney in Brooklyn.”

Deputy Chief of the Robbery Squad
Joseph G. DeMartino added an endorse-
ment to the commendation, stating that
Shea, Munoz, and Ramos “acted intel-
ligently and alertly in apprehending
[the] suspects.” ,

The action-packed arrest lasted a total
of five minutes. That brief time span
would ultimately prove tremendously
costly to both of the strong-arm robbers.

In November 1991, Jaime Lopez, the
brains of the operation, plea-bargained
his way down to a sentence of 122 to
25 years. Tony Quinones, charged also
with the attempted murder of A.D.A.
Willas Miller, received 622 to 125
years. Both men are serving their time
in the New York State prison system.
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HOW TO start your own Day Care Center. Demand is increasir;gA
Send $5.00 to: Larry Seelow, PO Box 461, Nesnah, Wi 54957.

OFFICIAL “MIAMI VICE" Gold Bad%e, Wallet, 1.D. Card. $45.00
Maxsell, Box 23021, Ft. Laud,, FL 33307,
AUTOMOTIVE

CARS FOR $200! Trucks, boats, 4wheelers, motorhomes,
furniture, electronics, computers, etc. by FBI, IRS, DEA. Available

our area now. Call 1-800-436-4363 ext. C-7733.
PERSONAL

MEET WOMEN WORLD-WIDE. FREE 32 page Photo Catalog
from America’s most respectsti comespondence service since
1974, CHERRY BLOSSOMS, 190DC, Rainbow Ridge, Kapaau,
Hawali 96755. 408-980-7488.

ASIAN WOMEN DESIRE CORRESPONDENCE! Overseas,
sincare, attractive. SUNSHINE INTERNATIONAL, Box 5500-MX,
Kailua-Kona, Hawaii 96745. (808) 325-7707.

TRADITIONAL ORIENTAL WIVES! Overseas comespondence -
successtul marriagzss since 1984. Free photos, details. Asian
Experience, Box 1214E, Novato, CA 94948. (415) 897-2742,

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN! through overseas

correspondenca! Eager, sincers, and faithfull FREE 32 page - 500

Elhoto catalogue. Club Prima, 13164 Memorial Dr., #233CA,
ouston, TX 77079-7225. (713) 973-1515 anytime.

BEAUTIFUL LOLITAS. Foreign Amateur Adult Videos from 37
countries. Shocking Sampler $19.95. Photolog $1.00. TLC, Box
330-D1, Deerfield Beach, FL 33443-0330.

SINGLES FIND Happiness In SEARCHLIGHT PUBLICATIONS,
GPOBox 2775, NYC. 10116-2775. Send $2.00 for New Catalog.

THAILAND Marriageable Women Waiting. Photograph Brochure
$3. Video $20. Tours. "THAI", Box 398176(T), Miam 33139.

ARE YOU Lonely, or just like to talk to someone? Wiite to me, |
would iove to hear from XN 1 will reply back, responding to your
every nead, SEND $5.0 aloné; with your letter t0: Angal, F. O.
Box 180636, Mobile, AL 36618,

LONELY? - FREE Co[py Singles’ Magazine: Homestead Hotline,
720-68 Morrow Av, Clayton, NJ 08312-2101 - It's FREE!

100 LOVELY Chinase, Philippine, Indonesian gifls. Current issue
$25.00. ORCHID, Box 291511, Los Angeles, CA 90023.

"SEEKING HARMONIOUS Relationships?" Meet beautiful sincere
aducated ladies worldwide for 1nendsh‘|P\marriage. Free 400
photos brochure. EAST-WEST, Box 814, Tollana, CT 06084,
(203) 872-8107. Fax: (203) 872-8831.

RUSSIAN LADIES, truly beautiful, educated, seek oonganionsré%
Free color photobrochure! Russiad7, P.O.B. 888851, Atlanta,
30356. (404) 458-0909.

LOVELY ASIAN Ladies - Sincere, Friendship, Marriage. First-
Class Connsctions, POB 1663-B, Brick NJ 08723. 800-724-6513.

FREE - EXCITING Singles Photo Magazine! Descriptions. Rush
age/interests. Dawn, Box 232, Deer Park, NY 11729

MEET MARRIAGE-Mnded Scandinavian & European gils. Free
details, photos. WWC, Box 4026/D, S-42404, Angered Swedan,

NICE SINGLES. Mest others. FREE magazine. Send
age/interests. Singles, Box 310-OD, Allardt, TN 38504.

"PRETTY YOUNG Girls" Collector photos. Send $10.00 & SASE
for brochure and sample to: LPI-D, POB 4, Monros, OH 45050.

VERY ATTRACTIVE Latin and Polish women desire friendship/
correspondence. Latinword, 5330 Main St, Suite 164,
Williamsville, NY 14221-5360.
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IN 1998 ALEX WILL LOOK 5 YEARS OLDER..
BUT HIS SHOES WON'T!

‘Amazing Super Comfortable "Longlife Shoes"

WE DARE YOU T0
WEAR THEM 0OUT!

FOR
ONLY

World's Most
Comfortable Shoes?

SN

® SO WELL MADE — we believe ® RIBBED-GRIPtread is non-slip, non-skid | So cushiany oft al“dhgf'xvlmg
they will outlast most luxury shoes — helps you walk in rain, snow, ice. Leo ,,?,ge‘:s | el
costing up to $100.00. ® WATER-RESISTANT man made uppers
® FOAM-CUSHIONED padded insoles and soles are 100% water resistant —
add new spring to your step — keeps you warm, clean and dry.
like “walking on air™ ® CLASSICAL STYLING — the perfect
® CONTOUR ARCH™ support helps choice
align your foot & redupes fatigue. for both casual & I ™= == MAIL NOW FOR AMAZING LOW PRICE == == =y
® PERMA.LUSTREM,I shine lasts for - dress wear. | I\Cefn ghLong Item # | Size | Price h};gr\:«y Total |
life of shoe —won't crack, never ©® GUARANTEED 1| —8°0% Pair? |
needs buffing or polishing. for 5 years — or I | specity | Black | 7563 $10 $ |
® DURQ-STEP™ heels and soles yourmoney 0| 7% [Brown| 7564 $10 $ [
\3/0[1 t wear OU{, V*(/joll]fttf]eed repair refunded. <1 Grey | 7565 $10 $ |
uring guaranteed liietime. §= CEID O = 2FORS18 T = 3FOR$25 |$ :
CLASSIC STYLING IS PROPER FOR [kt Shog & hdlg (B7Sforecpa) [§ |
BOTH DRESS AND CASUAL WEAR Y InNY & CAaddsalestax 5 ||
They said it was impossible, but laboratory reports, follow- ; I Subtotal |$ I
ing exhaustive durability tests on these “ULTIMATE” gl Total |$ |
SHOES, make us feel fully confident in making a FULL 5 g I Total 9”0%5‘\3/('1 gm SI\TAE}I(R% f\rkegkct?[ﬁg'go%hor charge |
YEAR MONEY BA.CK GUARANTEE — w1thput _g"l (Enter all 13 or 16 card numbers below) I
quibble — on every pair sold. And they are so featherlight 5| ¢y¢ S R |
and flexible, they make walking an absolute joy all year &y~ — I
round—year after year after year. G | MTMISMISSMS. .o I
Only $10 per pair. Order 2 pairs for $18 and save $2! Order & [ ATAIESS vttt I
3 pair for $25 and save $5! SORRY — at this low price, we  sp . . onl
reserve the right to limit 3 pair of shoes. Allow up to 6-8 > : CHY/STRLE/ZIP. oo (R75660-01)
weeks for shipment. Full 5 year guarantee excluding ship- § I Mall RBM Ltd. Long Life Shoes Dept. 103-124, I
ping and handling charges. Hurry! - _ ! Bixfﬁ_..le-r:::lﬂ N_Y 1_1_722 -



You, Too, CAN FINp ANYBODY

THE BOOK OR THE VIDEO

....have the address of every drivers license department in all 50 stafes so you, foo, can use this
department to find anybody.

....have the address of every registration and title department in all 50 states so that you, o0, can use
this department to find anybody.

....have the address of every corporation department in all 50 stafes so that you, too, can use this
deportment to find anybody.

....have the address of every state police agency in all 50 states so that you, too, can use this agency to
find anybody.

....have the address of every boat registration department in all 50 states so that you, too, can use this
depariment to find anybody.

....have the address of every hunting and fishing license depariment in all 50 states so that you too, can
use this department to find anybody.

...have the address to order birth, death, marriage and divorce records in all 50 states so that you,
too, can use these records to find anybody.

...have the address of all workers compensation departments in ail 50 states so that you, too, can use
this department to find anybody.

....have the address of National Cemeteries in all 50 states so that you, oo, can use this source to find
anybody.

....have the address of every Medical Board in all 50 states so that you, o0, can use this source fo find
anybody.

....have the address of Bar Associations in all 50 states so that you, foo, can use this source to find
anybody.

....have the address of oll the abandened property departments in all 50 states so that you, too,
con use the abandoned property technigue fo find anybody.

....have the address of Armed Forces military locators so that you, tao, can use this source o
find anybody who is o serviceman.

....have the address of every Armed Forces records department so that you, too, can order
cerfain information from the files of military personne!.

....have the address of the branch of the Amed Forces that will assist in child support matters
50 that you, foo, can use this source to find anybody that owes a legal debt in the Armed Forces.
... Use the traffic ticket research technique so that you, oo, can find anybody.

....Use the county records that are listed in this book so that you, too, con find anybody.
...use the personal data that colleges and universities release so thatyou, foo, can
find anybody.

...use the voters registration office to supply you with the address and date of birth of an individual so
that you, oo, can find anybody.

You, Too, Can...

...Use the Veterans Administration to assist you free of charge so that you, too, can find anybody who
is 0 veteran

....Use the little known sewvice of o natienally recognized non-profit organization for a fee of fen
dollars so that you, oo, can find a father, mother, brother, sister, son or daughter.

...Use the United States Postal Service’s own policy to give you o street address on certoin Post Office
Boxes so that you, too, can find anybody.

....Use the chart in this manual to be able to tell the area where anybody's Social Security Card was originlly
issued 50 you, too, con find anybody.

....use the same company private investigators and ofher professionals use to run Social Security Address
Updates Reports so that you, too, can find anybody.

OVER 230 PAGES

“Stunnillgly Complete,lZ I. Magazine

Cases featured on: Current Affair, Sally Jessy Raphael,
Reunion, Joan Rivers, Maury Povich Show, Rescue
911, Geraldo, Hard Copy, CBS Television’s True
Detectives and many more.

«  You, Too, CaN...  +

use the public record sources in the video or book to
conduct asset checks on an individual or business that
you have been awarded a judgment against in a court of
law so that you, too, can collect the monies you thought

were impossible to recover.

Usep By LocAL, STATE AND FEDERAL OFFICIALS

I , EACH plus shipping and handling

1-300-331-8900

Videotapes not returnable. Damaged tapes replaced.









