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      BOBBY


      He was a quiet high school student who became a gun-toting motorcycle gang member. And once he changed his life, he could

            never go back…


      • • •


      LIZ


      Young, blonde, and beautiful, she had a knack for picking the wrong men. But when she fell in love with Bobby Nauss, it was

            more than a mistake…


      • • •


      THE WARLOCKS


      Drug dealing and gang rape were their specialties. They murdered each other, anyone that come between them, and especially

            young women. Between 1971 and 1975 they were involved in as many as eight killings.

      


      • • •


      A SECOND CHANCE


      In 1983 Bobby Nauss, serving a sentence for murder, escaped from a maximum security prison. While desperate law enforcement

            officials scrambled to find him, Bobby began a second life and was known to his friends, family, and neighbors as a decent,

            generous man. But had he really changed—or was he still a Warlock at heart?


      • • •


      BORN TO BE WILD


      • • •


      “Like a disco ball stuffed with dynamite, BORN TO BE WILD is an explosive portrait of killer Bobby Nauss and an era when biker

            gangs hustled for drugs and women while terrifying the towns they called home. Author Bowe has jam-packed his first book with

            details that signal he investigated the case firsthand—no cut and paste job here.”


      —Gregg Olsen, author of Bitter Almonds


      A main selection of True Crime Book Club™
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      PART ONE


      The Marsh Murders


      December 1971-December 1975


   

      CHAPTER
1


      Bobby Nauss was making love to his girlfriend at 2:30 in the morning. This was Folcroft, Pennsylvania, two miles outside the

         Philadelphia city limits, and it was Monday, December 13. The year was 1971. The Age of Aquarius.

      


      A few minutes later, with beads of perspiration still on his forehead, he was standing outside a friend’s door, knocking so

         loud it sounded like a matter of life and death.

      


      Bobby was five months shy of his twentieth birthday, a skinny kid with a boyish face who hadn’t begun to fill out yet. He

         was five feet eight and weighed only 128 pounds. He looked too clean-cut to be a member of a motorcycle gang, but his black

         leather jacket, black leather boots, and dungarees gave him away.

      


      Sound asleep inside the apartment was one of Bobby’s best friends. His name was Bill Standen, although Bobby always called

         him Stanley.

      


      Standen was twenty-one years old. An eighth-grade dropout, he worked for a door-manufacturing company, preparing doors for

         the installation of hardware. He was six inches taller than Bobby, but just as skinny, and he was hoping that someday soon

         Bobby would nominate him for membership in the motorcycle gang.

      


      Bobby succeeded in waking up Standen, but he also woke up Standen’s wife, who became upset because someone was knocking on

         their door in the middle of the night.

      


      “There’s nothing wrong,” Standen grumbled to her, “just go back to bed.” Then he walked down the hall, through the kitchen,

         and opened the door to let Bobby in.

      


      “Stanley,” Bobby said, almost out of breath, “I want to show you something.”


      “Can’t it wait till morning?” Standen asked, hoping to get rid of Bobby fast and get back into his warm bed.


      “No, you have to come now,” Bobby told him, and the way Bobby said it, Standen knew he meant it.


      “Okay.”


      “Out back in the garage,” Bobby specified.


      “Okay, I’ll be right out.”


      When Bobby left, Standen crawled back into bed.


      Bill Standen and his wife lived in an apartment at 1564 Chester Pike. The pike was the main drag through town and two buildings

         stood end-to-end on their side of the street. One of the buildings stood four stories tall, the other only two stories, and

         they housed a string of storefronts and apartments. Aside from the mailman and the paperboy, not many people in town knew

         the eight or ten families who lived in the apartments above the stores—or paid much attention to their comings and goings.

      


      The pike bustled with traffic during the day. It died at night, forsaken during the midnight hours by the car dealers, gas

         stations, and a day-care center that checkerboarded the two buildings. A narrow driveway between the buildings led from the

         pike to a secluded garage another fifty feet behind the apartments, which was where Bobby was waiting for Bill Standen on

         that mild December night.

      


      As soon as his wife fell asleep, Standen slipped out of bed, got dressed, and went outside. As he walked through the moonless

         night, he wondered what could be so important to Bobby that it couldn’t wait until morning. When he reached the garage, he

         entered. It was pitch-black inside and the smell of stagnant oil was heavy in the air. Suddenly a tiny flame appeared in the

         darkness above him.

      


      “Up here,” Bobby called out. He was holding a candle and its flickering glimmer highlighted Bobby’s face in a spectrum of

         blacks and yellows. “Come on up.”

      


      The stairway leading to the loft was retractable. Standen tugged on a rope and pulled it down. Then he climbed the steps slowly,

         each tread creaking as his weight shifted from one to the next. By the time he reached the top step, his eyes had adjusted

         to the darkness.

      


      Bobby was standing a few feet away and the candle was the only illumination upstairs.


      “Stanley,” Bobby said calmly, “look what I’ve done here.” As Bobby was talking, he took a few steps away from Standen, farther

         into the shadows. Then Bobby raised the candle so Standen could see what he was talking about.

      


      A nude woman was hanging from the rafters. A rope was around her neck and her head was drooping, tilted downward at a grotesque

         angle. Long billows of golden hair were hanging down and she was white as a sheet. Her jaw was slack and slobber was drooling

         out of her mouth. Her toes were dangling two feet above the wooden floor. It was Bobby’s girlfriend and it was apparent to

         Bill Standen that she was dead.

      


      “I killed her,” Bobby said smugly. “I hung her. Now she won’t bother me anymore.”


      “I’m getting the hell out of here,” Standen said.


      “I want you out of here!” Bobby shouted. “Get the fuck out of my sight!”


      Standen hurried down the stairs, back to his apartment.


      But Bobby just stood there holding the candle. Staring at the body. Grinning.


   

      CHAPTER
2


      Elizabeth Lande always went to the beauty parlor on Saturdays. On this particular Saturday, December 11, 1971, shortly before

         noon, she walked out of the family home with her mother and father.

      


      Elizabeth—usually called Liz or Lizzie—was twenty-one years old and lived with her parents in the Overbrook Park section of

         Philadelphia. She was completing her first semester as a full-time student at Philadelphia Community College and final exams

         were starting on Monday.

      


      “Make sure you study over the weekend,” her mother told her as they walked. To Liz, it seemed like the millionth time her

         mother had said the same thing in the past hour. Her parents were leaving for a week’s cruise and Liz was going to be on her

         own for the first time in her life.

      


      “Don’t worry,” Liz said, raising her voice, “I will.”


      Liz walked her parents to the car. It was an awkward farewell and there was no kissing. Liz simply waved goodbye as they pulled

         away, then walked to her noon beauty appointment.

      


      She was five feet tall and weighed 110 pounds, proportioned just so, green eyes with a peachy complexion and pearly teeth,

         straight and even, a face pretty enough to have competed in a handful of teenage beauty contests. But it was her blond hair

         that was her trademark, long and luxurious, cascading over her shoulders, wavy at the ends.

      


      After a wash and set, Liz came home and addressed her Christmas cards. She dropped them in a mailbox, then studied for a while.

         For dinner, she ate a container of strawberry yogurt.

      


      That evening, she invited two friends over and they spent the night talking and watching TV. Liz was wearing a pink nightgown,

         her hair was up in rollers, and she had cold cream on her face. A creature feature was playing on Channel 10 and Venus, the

         sickly cat Liz had adopted from an animal shelter and nursed back to health, jumped onto the sofa and settled into Liz’s lap.

      


      Around midnight, the phone rang. It was Bobby Nauss and he asked Liz to spend the weekend with him. What the hell, he told

         Liz, her parents were gone, they couldn’t hassle her, and they’d never find out. Besides, Stanley and his wife had taken off

         for the weekend and they could use Stanley’s apartment.

      


      Liz told Bobby she wasn’t dressed, he’d have to give her time to get ready.


      Because of Bobby’s reputation and the late hour, Liz’s friends became concerned. They tried to talk her into staying home,

         but had no luck. So they gave up and went home.

      


      Liz went upstairs, where her quarters occupied most of the second floor, which had been remodeled by her parents into a two-room

         apartment. One room had a desk and some bookshelves, the other room was a bedroom with teddy bears on the bed and posters

         of Jimi Hendrix and Janis Joplin on the walls. There was also a private bath and Liz had her own telephone line.

      


      Liz was compulsive about some things. She kept her beauty aids and cosmetics in a neatly organized tray, she ate health foods

         and took diet pills to maintain her figure, and she was meticulous about her personal habits and appearance. It seemed to

         take forever whenever she got dressed and that night was no exception.

      


      At 1:50 A.M., a neighbor directly across the street heard a noise outside. He’d been getting ready for bed, but stopped what he was doing,

         pushed the curtains aside, and looked out the front window. A gold Toronado had pulled up to the curb and was sitting there,

         its motor running.

      


      The neighbor watched Liz walk out her front door a few moments later. She was wearing a long brown coat, bell-bottom jeans,

         and platform shoes—the wooden heels clomping like a horse’s hooves on the concrete sidewalk. She opened the Toronado’s passenger

         door, got inside, and the car drove away.

      


      By that time, her parents had flown to Miami and were aboard an ocean liner on the turquoise Caribbean Sea, more than a thousand

         miles from Philadelphia. Their itinerary included some of the most romantic destinations in the northern hemisphere—Puerto

         Rico, Saint Thomas, Guadeloupe, Barbados, Saint Lucia, Antigua, and Saint Martin.

      


      Frank Lande was fifty-two years old and stood several inches under six feet tall, a stocky, balding man with a confident stride

         and a bulldog’s determination. He worked as a complaint manager at a film processing center in the city, where he solved customers’

         problems and tried to turn complaints into compliments. Frank was good at his work, a troubleshooter with a knack for getting

         to the bottom of things.

      


      Frances Lande, at forty-nine, was as dark-haired as her daughter was blond, and she weighed a few more pounds than made her

         happy. Although not unattractive, she no longer spent hours in front of a mirror primping and preening.

      


      Frank married Frances in 1942, but their marriage was interrupted almost at once. At Uncle Sam’s request, Frank went off to

         fly daredevil missions as a World War II Army Air Corps fighter pilot. A few years later, the Japanese surrendered and Frank

         returned home. Since they’d never really had a honeymoon, now that Liz was old enough to take care of herself, they were indulging

         themselves with a luxurious vacation.

      


      For the next six days, beneath a tropical sky, they smeared suntan lotion on their bodies and lounged in deck chairs around

         the pool. At each port of call, they dressed in bright clothing, left the ship to go on duty-free shopping sprees, and snapped

         pictures of every tourist attraction they encountered. In the evenings, they fancied up their attire and gambled in the casinos,

         took in floor shows, and danced in the nightclubs. And at every turn, there was all that sumptuous food, which they ate while

         swearing oaths to begin dieting just as soon as they returned home.

      


      Frank and Frances Lande arrived home on Saturday, December 18, somewhere between 6 and 7 P.M. They lived at 7651 Overbrook Avenue, in a tree-lined neighborhood of two-story brick row houses, with manicured lawns in

         front and paved alleyways behind.

      


      Frank unlocked the door, but it resisted when he tried to push it open. He shoved harder until it gave way. Mail was piled

         behind the door.

      


      As soon as Frank stepped into the living room, Venus ran up and tangled itself between Frank’s feet, almost tripping him.

         The cat was mewing pitifully. To Frank, it sounded as if Venus were starving to death.

      


      At the same time, Frances was stooping down and picking up the mail. What she saw mostly were a lot of unopened Christmas

         cards addressed to Liz.

      


      Frank and Frances went directly upstairs.


      As they stood in Liz’s bedroom, giving it the once-over, they thought it looked exactly the same as when they’d left a week

         earlier. Liz’s schoolbooks were on the nightstand, unmoved, her bed was made, and its unruffled covers told them it had not

         been slept in all week.

      


      Frances inventoried Liz’s makeup tray. It was a box with holes in it and each item had its own place. Everything was there—false

         eyelashes, mascara, makeup, nail polish. Everything except Liz’s lipstick, which, Frances knew, Liz always kept in her pocketbook.

      


      They looked in Liz’s bureau drawers and in her closets. Everything seemed to be there. The only items of clothing that were

         noticeably missing were Liz’s favorite pair of platform shoes and an overcoat, which Frances described as a brown cloth maxi

         with black curly fake lamb’s fur around the hem and up the front.

      


      When they went back downstairs, as Frank fed the cat, he realized the house was chilly. He turned up the thermostat, then

         went into the basement to see if Liz’s suitcases were still there. They were.

      


      Meanwhile, Frances picked up the phone and called her mother, who lived a couple of blocks away. Was Liz there? Had she seen

         her? Then she called Bobby Nauss’s mother. Was Liz with Bobby? Had she seen Liz?

      


      In addition to the outgoing calls, Frances answered four or five incoming calls from Liz’s friends.


      But no one had seen her all week.


      Around 11 P.M., Frank and Frances went to bed, but anxiety kept them tossing and turning most of the night.

      


      Liz Lande was a “Baby Boomer.” Born in 1950, her recollections of childhood were all pleasant. Her parents loved her. Life

         was uncomplicated.

      


      All through school, she was an average student. At thirteen, she auditioned for the lead in a repertory theater production

         of My Sister Eileen. She got the part and others followed. While not exactly raves, reviews of her performances were encouraging enough that

         Liz and her parents began dreaming about her becoming a movie star.

      


      Attractive and popular, she was the kind of girl who got along well with both sexes. All the boys wanted to go out with her

         and she started dating at fourteen. Her parents trusted her and never once felt the need to limit her contacts with boys.

      


      She avoided any serious relationships until she was seventeen, when she started seeing a boy regularly and fell victim to

         puppy love. As will happen, he pressured her for sex. Liz resisted until she was afraid of losing him, then she gave in. They

         had intercourse once and he never called her again. The rejection came as a shock, and Liz was emotionally traumatized. The

         timing was horrendous.

      


      This was when Martin Luther King was at the peak of his freedom marches across the South. He was sitting-in at lunch counters,

         riding in the fronts of buses, using rest rooms marked WHITE ONLY, and integrating black youngsters into previously segregated schools. Racial tensions were high. Before long, riots swept

         through most of the major cities from Los Angeles to Philadelphia and spread into the public school systems.

      


      The kids who lived in Liz’s neighborhood attended Over-brook High School in West Philadelphia where seventy percent of the

         three thousand students were black. Clearly, it was exactly the wrong place for a pretty white face, long blond hair, and

         a fragile ego. Liz was out of her element and felt threatened. She started coming home with tales of black male students pulling

         her hair and taunting her. She complained to her father.

      


      “Cut your hair and the schwartzes will leave you alone,” her father suggested.

      


      “Are you crazy?” she screamed at him. “I’ll never cut my hair. Why can’t I just go to parochial school?”


      “Because you’re not Catholic.”


      “They let Jews in Catholic school nowadays, Daddy,” Liz shot back.


      “Over my dead body,” her father said, and the case was closed.


      Liz felt abandoned and started to withdraw. She quit acting. In rebellion, she began associating with a new peer group, teenagers

         her father described as “troubled kids.” She started smoking marijuana and taking pills.

      


      After high school, things got worse. Her only job was at an insurance company and it lasted only three days. Instead of working,

         Liz stayed home all day and went out with her new friends at night. Her relationship with her mother deteriorated. They argued

         about anything and everything. Shouting matches. Name calling and threats. Slapping. For the first time in her life, Liz felt

         completely unloved.

      


   

      CHAPTER
3


      Bobby Nauss’s facial features were delicate and his beard was still patchy. His hair was dark and coarse and, like everyone

         else in the family, he was good-looking.

      


      He lived with his parents in Darby, a mile east of Folcroft. With a population of fifteen thousand, it was a town caught in

         transition between the city and the suburbs. By city standards, Darby was backyards and barbecues; by suburban standards,

         it was a roughneck extension of the city. In truth, it was both, just a dot on the map, one of the monotonous blue-collar

         boroughs that comprised southeastern Delaware County.

      


      With the holidays only a week away, the mood around the Nauss house was festive. The tree was trimmed, the halls were decked

         with mistletoe and holly, and most of the chitchat was buzzing about which family member wanted what for Christmas. The family’s

         lifestyle was by no means opulent, but nobody wanted for anything. Every year at Christmas, there were plenty of presents

         under the tree, and the year 1971 would be no different. A favorite among his siblings, Bobby was teased that all he’d find

         in his stocking would be lumps of coal.

      


      While it was becoming common knowledge that Bobby had joined a motorcycle gang, that topic of conversation went unspoken around

         the family dinner table. His father had his mind set that Bobby had been raised properly and his mother denied that Bobby

         would ever dream of doing anything wrong.

      


      But indelible signs of Bobby’s new association were his tattoos. In time, there would be a swastika and a naked woman on his

         left forearm, a huge parrot and wreath on his right upper arm, a skull on his left bicep, and the prophetic epithet BORN TO LOSE scrolled underneath.

      


      The Nausses moved from Philadelphia to Darby around 1950. Bob Nauss, Bobby’s father, had married a pretty and smart young

         woman named Pauline Schladensky a couple of years earlier.

      


      He was a mechanic. Relying on skilled hands, he opened his own business—Bob’s Automobile Shop—specializing in transmission

         repairs. He worked five, six days a week, whatever it took to support his family.

      


      They were good people, Bob and Pauline. The Darby police chief called Bob one of the most respected men in the area, and the

         neighbors regularly saw them at church.

      


      Robert T. Nauss, Jr., was born in a normal delivery with no complications on May 10, 1952, the third of Bob and Pauline’s

         five girls and three boys. Nancy and Carol came first, Bobby was next, followed by Marianne, Mike, Vinnie, Karen, and Sharon.

      


      For the first nine years of Bobby’s life, his family lived on the seamier side of Darby. But by 1961, Bob’s business was flourishing.

         In April of that year, he purchased a house at 1315 Main Street for $24,500—a handsome price at the time. It was a neighborhood

         of green lawns, mature trees, and well-tended houses that was a far cry from the rest of the borough.

      


      At one end of the block was Fitzgerald Mercy, a hospital run by the Sisters of Mercy, where Pauline attended Sunday afternoon

         mass in the chapel. At the other end was the Church of the Blessed Virgin Mary, called BVM by its parishioners—gray stone

         walls, stained-glass windows, a steeple rising majestically in the sky—where Bob usually went to mass on Sunday mornings.

         Behind the church was the grade school that all the children attended.

      


      Their home was one of the most impressive residences in town, two and a half stories of gray stone and white wooden trim,

         five to six bedrooms, with a semicircular portico out front and four white columns standing tall. A matching addition extended

         from one side which, through the years, served as an apartment for one family member or another. To the rear of the property

         was a triple-wide garage with a loft above.

      


      Bob Nauss was the sole wage earner. That was his job within the family. He came home from work, showered, ate, and watched

         sports on TV. He drank a beer or two at social functions, but nothing at home. In fact, beer and liquor were rarely, if ever,

         kept in the house.

      


      Pauline ran the household and raised the children.


      All through grammar school, Bobby’s classmates described him as a nice guy, someone who’d do anything for a friend. He was

         well liked and funny, clowning around at times, yet always on the quiet side.

      


      Bobby was a bright boy. He joined the Boy Scouts and played Little League and, as the eldest son, it was assumed he’d take

         over his father’s business one day. At the age of twelve, Bobby started working in the garage after school and on weekends,

         learning mechanics and getting grease under his fingernails.

      


      By the time he got to high school, Bobby couldn’t have cared less about a formal education. He spent his study time at his

         father’s garage or working on his buddies’ cars. Yet there was just enough time left over to meet a girl who lived near the

         shop and start dating. They went to house parties and movies and did all the things normal teenagers do. Before Bobby knew

         it, he’d fallen in love. In his mind, this was the girl who was going to walk down the aisle beside him in a long white gown,

         and she was going to be the mother of his children. Three or four would be nice.

      


      By the summer before his senior year, Bobby was an excellent mechanic. He got his hands on a junker of a Grand Prix and tore

         it apart. He souped it up and started racing it. This was also the summer of 1969, Woodstock summer, when a great many teenagers

         started experimenting with drugs. Bobby was no exception. He liked to smoke marijuana.

      


      He graduated from Monsignor Bonner High School in 1970. In a class of 609 boys, Bobby was one of the most anonymous members.

         After four years of high school, there was not one activity listed beneath Bobby’s senior picture in the yearbook.

      


      After graduation, he went to work full-time for his father and earned $150–$200 per week. He thought his life was headed in

         the right direction and then one of the most significant events in his life occurred: His girlfriend broke up with him.

      


      When you’re from a small town like Darby and you’re only eighteen years old and your girlfriend dumps you for another guy,

         you feel like your whole world just ended. You think everybody’s laughing at you behind your back. You start doubting your

         manhood. This seemed to be Bobby’s state of mind.

      


      For a while, he felt sorry for himself. All he wanted was to love and be loved, get married, raise a family, and live happily

         ever after. Was that such an impossible dream?

      


      Then he started pointing fingers. He blamed his ex-girlfriend. He blamed his mother because she wore the pants in the family.

         And he blamed his father because he allowed his mother to wear the pants.

      


      Bobby started drinking heavily and his drug usage progressed from marijuana to methamphetamines. He snorted the meth at first,

         then began shooting up. He bought a Harley-Davidson motorcycle and he started hanging around with shady characters.

      


      He’d loved and lost. Now Bobby swore it would be a long time before he ever loved or ever trusted another woman.


   

      CHAPTER
4


      A year and a half before her disappearance, Liz Lande had an especially emotional quarrel with her parents. It was around

         10 P.M. on July 2, 1970, when she locked herself in the bathroom and refused to open the door.

      


      “I’m going to take a whole bottle of pills,” Liz yelled through the bathroom door.


      When her father heard the water running, he panicked. He ran down to the basement, got a hammer and screwdriver, came back

         upstairs, and popped the door hinges.

      


      “Ha-ha, I fooled you,” Liz said, mocking him. “I was just going to take aspirins.”


      The very next day, Frank Lande took his daughter to a psychiatrist. Over the next five weeks, Liz was supposed to receive

         counseling; however, she either arrived late for her appointments or skipped them altogether.

      


      On August 10, describing his daughter as mixed up and troubled and seeing no improvement in her condition, Frank had Liz committed

         to the Philadelphia Psychiatric Hospital.

      


      Liz’s psychiatrist entertained two diagnoses: One, he considered a schizophrenic reaction, paranoid type, in which her personality

         was split between the reality of adult life and the dependency of childhood. Two, he thought she might be suffering from adolescent

         adjustment reaction. Either way, she was reverting to childhood.

      


      After extensive consultations, he reached the following conclusions:


      “Every word Elizabeth Lande uttered, every thought she had, every action she took was directed toward hurting her parents.


      “She would do anything in the world to hurt her mother.


      “Elizabeth Lande gets into destructive relationships.”


      After graduation from high school in 1967, Liz had two additional sexual relationships. The first lasted about a year, the

         second was with a twenty-year-old who was hooked on heroin. It ended in October 1970 when he went to Florida to try to kick

         the habit.

      


      Four months later, in February 1971, Liz met Bobby and her real problems began.


      “I was driving my car through the Sixty-ninth Street area one night,” Bobby later described their encounter, “and I noticed

         a girl sitting on the curb in front of the Bowlero Bowling Alley. When I stopped, I noticed she was crying. Her clothes were

         ripped and she was upset. We talked and she got in my car. I took her to a gas station and she got fixed up in the ladies’

         room. It was about ten o’clock. We went to Kostick’s Bar and we drank and talked and left when the bar closed.”

      


      Bobby took her back to his apartment, where they had sex. Neither one of them was a virgin—she’d had three previous sexual

         relationships, Bobby just the one. For Liz, who was suffering from emotional deprivation, it was love at first sight. For

         Bobby, who hadn’t gotten over the hurt of his broken romance, Liz was a sex object and nothing more. Liz spent the night and

         Bobby dropped her off at home the following morning.

      


      All week long, Liz bragged to her mother about her handsome new boyfriend, how charming he was, and how much she liked him.

         The following weekend, they had their first official date.

      


      “I remember the first time he came over the house,” Liz’s mother said later. “He knocked on the door and I invited him into

         the living room.”

      


      Liz, who was upstairs dressing, ran downstairs.


      “Mommy,” she said, “this is Bobby.” Liz gave him a peck on the cheek, then went back upstairs to finish dressing.


      “Hello,” Frances said, “have a seat.”


      Bobby sat down and they spoke briefly.


      He seemed okay to Frances.


   

      CHAPTER
5


      In the late 1940s in southern California, a group of World War II veterans were having problems adjusting to civilian life.

         To vent their frustrations, they formed the country’s first outlaw motorcycle gang and called themselves the Hell’s Angels.

         By 1967, the Angels had cornered the production and distribution of LSD in the United States and started expanding into Great

         Britain, the Netherlands, Germany, Denmark, and Australia.

      


      By the 1970s, more than eight hundred outlaw motorcycle gangs had formed in the United States—all patterned after the Hell’s

         Angels: Their illegal activities were conspiratorial, they used violence or threats of violence to achieve their objectives,

         they insulated their leaders, their primary goal was economic gain, and they used graft to corrupt law enforcement, government

         agencies, and private individuals. All this translated into criminal activities such as drug and weapons trafficking, prostitution,

         theft rings, fraud, and assorted racketeering. It also led to the laundering of illegal revenues through investments in legitimate

         businesses such as motorcycle shops, garages, towing services, security companies, catering firms, adult bookstores, topless

         lounges, entertainment and escort agencies, and locksmith shops.

      


      * * *


      During the summer of 1967, a group of friends were sitting in a Philadelphia coffeehouse. When their conversation got around

         to motorcycles, somebody suggested forming their own club—bikers always call their groups clubs, never gangs. By that time,

         nearly every neighborhood in the Philadelphia area had its own motorcycle gang.

      


      Three months later, in October, thirty-seven charter members formed the Warlocks Motorcycle Club, making it the biggest motorcycle

         gang in the area. They elected a president, vice president, secretary, treasurer, and sergeant-at-arms. They attended weekly

         meetings and paid weekly dues. They upheld a strict code of silence and formulated rules.

      


      We are Warlocks and members will follow the Warlocks’ way or get out. All members are Brothers and Family. You will not steal

         your Brothers’ possessions, money, women, or honor. If you do, your Brother will do you.

      


      The gang’s motto was “One for all and all for one.” If a disagreement arose, a fight settled it. Might was right. So the winner

         was right, the loser wrong. If an outsider, or citizen got into a fight with a Warlock, the other gang members turned it into a free-for-all, swarming the outsider like a hungry

         wolfpack, flooring him, then kicking his head and face—a technique called stomping.

      


      If a member broke the gang’s rules, the gang punished him. Penalties ranged from cash fines to beatings to execution.


      The Warlocks coat of arms, or colors, consisted of a denim vest with WARLOCKS printed across the top in two-inch red letters. A “1%” insignia and multicolored caricature of a harpy was underneath the

         lettering. In Greek mythology, a harpy was a winged monster with the head and trunk of a woman and the tail, legs, and talons

         of a bird. A rapacious and filthy monster, it was seen as a minister of divine vengeance. The 1% symbolized the Warlocks’

         separation from the other 99% of motorcycle enthusiasts in the country who were considered to be law-abiding citizens.

      


      Colors were to bikers what flags were to countries: sacred. The theft of a gang’s colors by a rival gang was a declaration

         of war.

      


      Members wore German Wehrmacht helmets and iron crosses and christened themselves with exotic or repulsive nicknames. Long

         hair, bushy sideburns, satanic mustaches, and goatees were common. Three tattoos were mandatory: a swastika, a naked woman,

         and the words BORN TO LOSE.

      


      The bikers wrapped quarter-inch chains around their bodies, which they used to lock up their motorcycles—unless a fight broke

         out. Then the chains made excellent weapons with which to flog someone, yet they were not classified as weapons. And they

         nailed horseshoe cleats to the bottoms of their black leather boots, which inflicted nasty wounds when stomping someone.

      


      Warlocks modified their motorcycles and called them choppers. Riders sat low in the saddle and leaned back against a seat

         rest, riding in a thronelike posture. The choppers ran without mufflers, which made a single bike sound like rumbling thunder.

         A pack of Warlocks was a truly intimidating sight and sound.

      


      Membership was by invitation only. Potential members, called prospects, had to be male, between eighteen and thirty-five,

         own a Harley-Davidson with at least a six-hundred-cubic-centimeter engine, and they were required to commit a felony—a theft,

         a rape, or a murder.

      


      Not long after Bobby met Liz, the Warlocks invited him to their clubhouse. It was a row house on Woodland Avenue in Southwest

         Philadelphia, about a mile from his father’s garage.

      


      The clubhouse Bobby entered had a pool table in the middle of the room. A desk sat in front of one wall, a bar and a refrigerator

         in front of another. Chairs were here and there. A swastika flag and crossed sabers were nailed to the wall behind the desk.

         Blown-up posters of gang members were tacked onto the walls, along with a movie poster from The Wild One: Marlon Brando wearing a motorcycle jacket and sitting on a Harley. A huge fishing net was suspended from the ceiling and

         several dozen empty beer cans had been tossed inside.

      


      To Bobby, this was the realization of a lifetime of fantasies from Robin Hood to Bonnie and Clyde to James Dean.


      That night, Bobby was nominated for membership. His personality changed at once. He began to flirt with danger and he crossed

         the thin line separating right from wrong.

      


      On either their second or third date, Bobby struck Liz. They were sitting in a bar with a group of friends. She had given

         Bobby little or no provocation, but it didn’t matter. Bobby was “wired” out of his mind on methamphetamine and felt like acting

         out. So he punched Liz and knocked her down.

      


      “I’m sorry,” she said to him as she picked herself up off the floor, holding back her tears.


      Bobby bent his elbow and cocked a second blow. When Liz flinched, he laughed. Instead of hitting her, he bought everyone another

         round of drinks.

      


      At 3 A.M., Bobby and Liz were in bed making love.

      


      And that was their relationship.


      Bobby and Liz saw each other regularly. They were boyfriend and girlfriend. Liz loved Bobby and absorbed all of his abuses.

         He liked to be seen with her, and he used her for sex. Every once in a while, she would tell him she’d had enough of him and

         break off the relationship. But a few hours later, or the next day, she’d call Bobby, say she was sorry, and the cycle would

         continue.

      


      As a prospect for membership with the Warlocks, Bobby attended meetings all spring and summer. He went on runs, which were

         long motorcycle rides cruising through the small towns of upstate Pennsylvania, down to the Jersey shore, and into the rural

         areas of the neighboring states of Delaware and New York. It was a bonding process and a feeling-out process: the Warlocks

         seeing if they liked Bobby and testing his loyalty and mettle.

      


      The gang approved him in the middle of September and scheduled his initiation. This was a sacred ritual symbolizing the cutting

         of Bobby’s ties with mainstream society and establishing his new identity. Bobby took the nickname “Mattress,” and later added

         a second, “Mumford.” But he rarely used either.

      


      The first part of his initiation took place in the clubhouse and consisted of other members punching him and kicking him,

         spitting in Bobby’s face, and urinating on him. If rival gang members are to be believed, Bobby was also obliged to perform

         homosexual acts on other members.

      


      Once the first part was done, one more remained.


      To Warlocks, women were chattel. They believed a female’s sole purpose was to provide sexual gratification, and they demanded

         that a member’s first allegiance was to the gang, not to his woman. Therefore, to prove his ultimate loyalty to the gang,

         a prospect had to deliver his wife or girlfriend for a practice called training.

      


      That night, Bobby picked Liz up at home and drove her to a secluded portion of the Tinicum Marsh behind Philadelphia’s International

         Airport. He fed her a handful of barbiturates on the way over and she was woozy by the time they arrived.

      


      As soon as Bobby turned off the motor, he unbuttoned her blouse and unzipped her jeans. He helped her unsnap her bra and slip

         out of her panties. An instant later, flat on her back, Liz felt a hardness penetrate her. She was in no condition to resist

         or to count the number of Warlocks who violated her over the next two hours.

      


      At first, Liz wouldn’t tell anyone about the gang rape. But instinctively, her father knew something was bothering her. When

         he asked her what was wrong, she broke down and cried, eventually pouring out all of the sordid details.

      


      Once again, her parents sought professional help. They found a new psychiatrist and he began treating Liz. This time, Liz

         showed up for her appointments and seemed to be making progress with every maladjustment except one: She continued seeing

         Bobby.

      


   

      CHAPTER
6


      Frank Lande was lying in bed on Sunday morning, the day after he and his wife returned from their cruise, the day after they

         discovered Liz was missing. He wasn’t sure what time it was, but the sun had not come up yet. His head was throbbing and his

         chest was pounding.

      


      It had been a miserable night, hardly any sleep, what with the alarm clock ticking in his ear and his imagination torturing

         him. For half the night, he’d stared at the ceiling and tried to recall the good times with Liz, of which there had been many

         through the years—watching her grow up, taking her to the movies, having her friends over to the house, playing parlor games.

         For the other half, he worried. Where was she? What had happened to her? Was she still alive?

      


      At 6:30, he couldn’t take it any longer. He got out of bed and put on the morning coffee. Before the percolator started bubbling,

         his wife joined him. It had not been an easy night for Frances, either. Wearing their bathrobes, they sat in the living room

         sipping coffee, saying very little to each other, and trying to stare the hours off the clock.

      


      Around ten o’clock Frank dressed and left the house. He went to the police station at Sixty-first and Thompson streets to

         report Liz missing.

      


      A sergeant listened to Frank’s story, but told him teenagers were running away from home every day and heading for California

         to become hippies. Maybe that’s where his daughter was. San Francisco.

      


      The policeman asked Frank: Did your daughter leave home to avoid parental discipline? To avoid domestic turmoil? To become

         self-supporting? Because of financial or personal problems? To evade arrest or legal process?

      


      “No,” Frank said, “Liz would never run away from home. All of her clothes are still in her bedroom and she isn’t in any sort

         of trouble.”

      


      “What sort of evidence do you have that foul play exists?”


      Other than a father’s gut instinct, Frank was forced to admit he had nothing.


      “Sorry,” the sergeant told him, “without evidence of foul play, there’s nothing we can do. Your daughter’s over twenty-one

         and free to come and go as she pleases.”

      


      By the time Frank returned home, his wife was calling all of Liz’s acquaintances, trying to see if anyone knew where she was—without

         success. In fact, the only thing they learned all day was that someone had picked up Liz in a gold Toronado. As a result,

         both parents spent another restless night.

      


      On his way to work Monday morning, Frank stopped at Philadelphia Community College in center city. He checked with the dean

         of students and learned that Liz had not taken her final exams, which meant she’d disappeared between the time the Toronado

         picked her up around 2 A.M. on the night he and Frances had left for their cruise, and Monday morning, when her exams were scheduled to begin.

      


      Two weeks passed. The Christmas holidays came and went without much celebration in the Lande home. A new year, 1972, had begun.

         By then, all of Liz’s friends were calling the house asking if Frank and Frances had heard from Liz. All of her friends, that

         is, except one.

      


      It took Frank a while to pick up on it. Prior to Liz’s disappearance, Bobby Nauss called Liz once or twice a day. Sometimes

         more often. Since she disappeared, not once. Why? Because, Frank told himself, Bobby knew Liz wasn’t ever coming home.

      


      Frank knew Bobby lived in Darby, so he went to the Darby Police Station. It was the third week in January by then and three

         officers were standing in a group, talking and laughing, when Frank walked in. He asked them, “Do any of you know Bobby Nauss?”
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