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This book is for Norma and Ray




PREFACE


In the past I have written extensively about crime and known criminals throughout the world. It has been an abiding personal passion, however, to delve into those cases that have baffled police around the globe for several centuries. There are thousands of mystifying crimes that could have been included in this volume had there been space. Since there was not, I attempted to include not only the most infamous cases we still retain in memory, but those that made a sensational impact upon the times and society in which they occurred.


The so-called classic cases—the Black Dahlia, Lizzie Borden, Jack the Ripper, William Desmond Taylor, and Julia Wallace—are amply represented, of course, but cases little known today have also received particular attention. These include the inexplicable and devastating mass murder sprees enacted by the Ax Man of New Orleans, the Mad Butcher of Cleveland, the Texas Strangler, and the San Francisco fiend who called himself Zodiac. Moreover, the great unsolved cases of deep history—the killing of Lord Henry Darnley in Scotland, the perplexing slaying of Sir Edmund Barry Godfrey in England, the enigmatic murder of Elma Sands, New York’s first classic unsolved killing—necessarily have been included by virtue of their high standing in the annals of crime.


Professional criminals have not been ignored, especially those members of organized crime ostensibly eradicated by killers unknown who came from their own ranks. The strange deaths of Albert Anastasia, Big Jim Colosimo, Sam Giancana, Dion O’Bannion, Bugsy Siegel, still haunt crime historians to this day. There is a phalanx of street people, from gamblers to hustlers, who wink knowingly at the mention of these once dreaded gangsters and mouth the identities of their killers, with a perverse pride of possessing an insider’s sacrosanct secret. But they do not know the real culprits, most of them, any more than do the police and the best investigative reporters in the land. (It is close to a certainty that the late Meyer Lansky would have had much to say, if he would have ever talked about the murder of his friend and cohort Benjamin Siegel.


Many of the cases profiled herein are so puzzling as to render the immortal Sherlock helpless and leave the best armchair detective staring into space while pondering these inexplicable events and bizarre personalities.


These studies of the macabre might nag the reader as they did the author, but they should also provide more thought-provoking inquiry than any fictional whodunit. These cases are the real whodunits, the cases that inspired the best detective and mystery writers in the world to pen their books and stories.


In this instance the reader’s conclusions are equal, perhaps superior, to that of any master mystery writer, police inspector, or academic criminologist, if conclusions can be reached from the known clues on hand, and often these are miserably scant—sometimes, as in the Julia Wallace case, almost nonexistent. All of them are real-life riddles that have challenged the best minds of detection and have triumphed in keeping their sinister secrets. Although I have given my own views in many of these cases, in the final analysis it is for the reader to unlock these forbidding doors and, alone, go down these shadowy halls where notorious phantoms wait.


—Jay Robert Nash


CHICAGO, 1982
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Ananda, King of Siam
ASSASSINATION, 1946 THAILAND



Ananda, king of Siam (1926-1946), was an unwilling and unlikely ruler of a fairytale kingdom. He was born to Siam’s Prince Mahidol and a commoner named Sangwala. His parents met and married in the United States while Mahidol was studying medicine at Harvard and Sangwala attended the Massachusetts Nursing College. They returned to Siam (now Thailand), living in the royal palace in Bangkok where, years before, Sangwala had been a maid of honor.


Shortly after Prince Mahidol died of a sudden illness, Sangwala, feeling that court nobles hated her for being a commoner, decided to take her three children to Switzerland. Ananda, oldest of the three boys and heir to the Siamese throne, was raised and educated in Lausanne while his heavy-handed uncle, King Prajahipok, ruled Siam. The king learned of an impending uprising in 1935 and fled to England, abdicating in favor of nine-year-old Ananda. A council of regents ruled in the boy’s stead until 1938, when twelve-year-old Ananda was taken to Siam aboard a destroyer which sailed up the Menam River while hundreds of thousands of Siamese lined the banks to cheer their youthful monarch.


Ananda was overwhelmed by the reception and was quite confused by the role he was forced to enact, presiding at parades, religious rites, and state affairs and receiving callers from all parts of the world. His mother finally managed to persuade the regents to allow her son to finish his Swiss education, and the boy returned to Lausanne. Upon his arrival in Switzerland the shy youth told newsmen: “I don’t think it’s much fun to be a king. I would rather stay here and play with my electric trains.”


Throughout the years of World War II Ananda did stay in Switzerland, playing with his trains and finishing high school while his country was invaded by Japanese troops. The Siamese army, such as it was, put up only token resistance to the invaders, laying down its arms after one day of combat on orders of the country’s Quisling, Marshal Phibul Songgram, the pro-Japanese regent who happily entered Siam into Japan’s so-called Greater East Asian Co-Prosperity Sphere, and then gratuitously declared war on the Allies.


[image: Siam’s King Ananda (left) flanked by his younger brother, Pumipol.]


Marshal Phibul ordered his troops to act as guards, showing little mercy, to Allied prisoners captured by the Japanese. For this and other cruel acts, the marshal was placed on trial as a war criminal following the Allied victory in Siam in 1945. He was imprisoned, then released. At that time Nai Pridi, a Siamese patriot who had led the resistance movement against the Japanese throughout the war, took over the government. Pridi invited Ananda to assume his rightful place as king of Siam. A British bomber delivered the nineteen-year-old monarch to Bangkok in December 1945.


Ananda’s position was not that of a supreme king, absolutism having been overthrown in a 1932 revolution. Yet he was not a titular monarch either, but shared power with a legislature half elected by the people, half appointed by the court. The new king was a democrat at heart and shocked his advisers when he told them that he planned within a few years to abdicate, turn Siam into a republic, and run for the office of prime minister. He never lived long enough to enact his noble plan.


Late on June 7, 1946, King Ananda was suddenly bed-ridden with a severe stomach ailment. He did not recover until June 9, when he weakly sat up in bed to take some medicine. At about 9 AM on that day a shot rang out from the royal bedchamber. Chat Singhaseni and Butr Pathamasirind, the two royal pages stationed outside the bedchamber door, rushed inside, Sinhaseni later testified, to find the king lying on the floor in a widening pool of blood, a bullet in his head. Sangwala was summoned, and she held her son for some time until physicians arrived to pronounce Ananda dead. The doctors were followed by scores of court officials, department heads, and royal ministers who knelt in obeisance.


Only hours later officials gave out the report that Ananda had died as the result of an accident, that earlier he had been “inspecting an automatic by looking into the muzzle and remarking that its mechanism was very light to handle. . . . It would seem that he had once more inspected this automatic in a similar manner, not checking first whether it was loaded or not, and that while doing so he must have touched the trigger and thereby accidentally shot himself in the forehead.”


The official announcement was, of course, preposterous. Ananda, an expert with guns, would never have casually inspected a weapon in that manner when it was loaded. Moreover, he had been violently ill for two days and it was unlikely that, at the moment of his recovery, he would have leaped from his bed and begun to inspect his guns.


Ananda was cleaned up and put on display under a huge gold canopy outside the palace. The bullet wound in his head, however, was quite visible. Tens of thousands of his subjects lined up to pay their respects. As they passed the king’s bier, they knelt briefly before their dead king and banged their heads against the ground as if doing penance. The king’s younger brother, eighteen-year-old Pumipol, was promptly named monarch and the matter was officially dropped.


The Siamese people, however, refused to believe the impossible story put out about Ananda’s death and demanded an official inquiry. No powder burns had been found on Ananda’s head, many said. This proved that the king had not shot himself at the close range described by authorities. To counter this claim, a detective sent by Bangkok’s chief of police appeared at the palace leading a pig on a leash. Before officials he held a pistol close to the pig’s head and fired. As the animal lay dying in the middle of the grand reception hall, the detective proudly announced: “You see—it is as we have told you. No powder burns!”


Then convened a host of physicians who closely examined Ananda’ s wound before the king was buried. Fourteen out of eighteen doctors announced that Ananda had been assassinated, not felled by an accidental bullet. Investigations and interrogations continued through 1947. On November 8 of that year Marshal Phibul Songgram, the onetime war criminal, took over Siam in a bloodless military coup. The ex-resistance fighter and Phibul’s political foe, Pridi, fled with his followers to Singapore. Phibul announced that his old opponent was a Communist and was probably responsible for the assassination of King Ananda. The reason for his takeover of Siam, said the marshal, was to ferret out the traitors who had slain the king and to keep communism out of the country. To prove to the world that he meant to give his nation a new image, Phibul, along with the legislature, changed Siam’s name to Thailand.


Using Ananda’s murder as a reason to purge his political enemies, Phibul ordered the arrest of thousands of suspects who were questioned while chained to dungeon walls in the bowels of the Bangkok palace. Many “suspects” were arrested and shot to death en route to prison, while “attempting to escape.” The political pogrom went on for almost nine years until the two royal pages who had been posted outside Ananda’s door were arrested in 1955. They were strapped to crosses and then machine-gunned to death.


The real assassin of the king of Siam and the persons from whom he took his orders were never identified.


Anastasia, Albert
SYNDICATE KILLING, 1957 U.S.



The most lethal Mafia killer in the United States, Albert Anastasia, known as the Lord High Executioner and personally responsible for at least sixty murders, was himself killed in spectacular gangland style on Friday, October 25, 1957, as he sat in a barber chair in the basement of New York’s Park Sheraton Hotel. He was a man no one missed, especially those who had worked their way up the Mafia ladder with him.


Anastasia’s beginnings were humble. Born Umberto Anastasio of dirt-poor parents in Tropea, Italy, in 1903, he left school at twelve and later worked his way to the United States aboard a tramp steamer, arriving in 1917. The burly Anastasia—he had changed his name for arcane reasons—found work as a longshoreman on the docks of New York Harbor. He was a brawler and won his fights speedily and brutally, acts that brought him to the attention of local Mafia leaders, who initiated Anastasia into the society in 1919.


He was made a sub-boss of several unions, and within a few years he became rich directing the waterfront smuggling of illegal liquor into New York. Prohibition had just gone into effect, a badly conceived law that employed more than a million people, gleaned revenues exceeding $500 million, and firmly planted the seeds of organized crime.


Anastasia’s immediate superior was a snarling psychopathic punk named Salvatore Charles “Lucky” Luciano, to whom he showed slavish submission. It was Luciano who came to Anastasia in 1921 with his first murder assignment. He was to kill George Turello, a longshoreman who had informed authorities about illegal shipments of alcohol. Anastasia strangled the man while an accomplice held the victim. The two men were seen by four witnesses and were promptly arrested and convicted. Anastasia was sentenced to death and spent eighteen months on Death Row in Sing Sing waiting for the electric chair. Expensive criminal lawyers hired by the Mafia, however, managed to get Anastasia a new trial. Before this trial took place the four witnesses against the youthful killer vanished. Over the years this would become the usual procedure in Mafia murders. Albert Anastasia was to commit sixty-three of them by most reliable accounts, but the number of killings he personally handled may have been twice that number.


There were more arrests but few convictions. When authorities could not send Anastasia to prison for murder they arrested him in June 1923 for carrying a concealed weapon. He received a two-year prison sentence and served every day of it. When he emerged he was considered a Mafia hero; the uneducated, brutish Albert moved upward in the hierarchy of the society, taking over the New York longshoremen’s union as steward for six locals. Any dock workers who refused to kick back for their jobs were beaten. If they refused more than once they were murdered.


When a left-wing longshoreman named Peter Panto stood up for fellow members against the Mafia goons, Albert ordered him killed. When union business agent Morris Diamond complained that complete cargoes were not being delivered to warehouses, Albert explained that his society always took a percentage of all shipments. Diamond threatened to go to the police and Albert ordered him killed. So proficient at murder was Anastasia that he was asked by a Mafia don to arrange killings outside the organization. Anastasia obligingly stabbed a Brooklyn businessman named Joseph Santoro with an ice pick. Though he was arrested for the murder, Albert was quickly acquitted for lack of evidence. Anastasia’s reputation as a man who killed without asking questions soon established him as the Mafia’s chief enforcer in New York. To that end he set up the most lethal branch of the society ever to terrorize America—Murder, Inc.


[image: Albert Anastasia, the mob’s “Lord High Executioner,” who was gunned down by unknown killers in 1957.]


Anastasia made the Brownsville section of Brooklyn his headquarters. He put every cold-eyed killer he could muster on his payroll—Mendy Weiss, “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss, “Happy” Maione, Louis Capone (no relation to Chicago’s Al “Scarface” Capone), Charles “The Bug” Workman (who was responsible for wiping out Dutch Schultz and his mob in a New Jersey restaurant in 1935), Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, and many more. Albert instructed his men either to stab their victims with an ice pick or to strangle them with a scarf. Both were sure weapons and silent. Moreover, knowing that the average gangster was a poor shot and that guns could be easily traced, he outlawed them. Anastasia was also responsible for establishing the chilling code words “contract” (meaning a murder assignment) and “hit” (the actual murder), so that police using wiretaps would be misled.


All of this ritual was approved by Anastasia’s nominal boss, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, a charter member of the newly born national crime syndicate. The syndicate board also heartily approved of the hundreds of expeditious killings performed by Anastasia’s “troop,” so much so that Albert was ordered to send his “soldiers” out to murder not only rival or truculent gang members but average citizens who stood in the way of Mafia-syndicate profits. Hundreds more died by the ice pick and the scarf.


It was also Anastasia who developed the system of using out-of-town killers as he expanded Murder, Inc. on a nationwide basis. His Brownsville-based killers would fly to Chicago if someone in that city was marked for death. If a New York contract was to be filled, Anastasia’s killers in Chicago, Kansas City, or St. Louis would travel to New York to perform the hit. The killers were paid handsomely, earning yearly salaries equal to bank presidents’; Anastasia, coupled to his waterfront rackets, became a millionaire in the murder business.


The police were almost helpless to act against such an organization. Unknown men would suddenly appear, kill a citizen, then disappear, their identities completely unknown in the city where the killing was done, their motives a mystery. The riddle to the mass killings was finally explained when Abe “Kid Twist” Reles and a few of his minions began to inform on Murder, Inc. Reles defected to the law to avoid prosecution for murder and also because he enjoyed the limelight. He talked long and loud, his statements supported by other informants. His testimony was enough to send Maione, Strauss, Capone, Weiss, and even Buchalter to the chair. (Lepke’s execution marked the first and last time a board member of the national crime cartel was given capital punishment.) Before Reles could get around to his boss, Anastasia, he fell or was pushed, falling five floors to his death, from a window at the Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island where he was being held and while he was being guarded by a half-dozen police officers.


Anastasia’s name later came up when a small-time hoodlum, Tony Romeo, who had been present when Albert murdered Joseph Santoro, turned state’s evidence. Romeo never made it to court. He was abducted from a New York street and driven to Delaware. There, on a lonely road, he was tortured, beaten, then killed. According to Burton B. Turkus, the assistant district attorney prosecuting Murder, Inc. members, Romeo’s “head and chest had been blasted by bullets. He had apparently been given a vicious beating first—the treatment the mob ordinarily accords a suspected ‘canary,’ or one with songbird proclivities. His head was bashed in, the jaw fractured. He was one mass of bruises.”


Anastasia was the “one big fish” who escaped the net of lawmen and prosecutors in their dogged pursuit and convictions of Murder, Inc.’s killers. By the late 1940s Albert took over the Vincent Mangano Mafia family. (This was one of the five ruling Mafia families in New York; following Anastasia’s murder he was succeeded by Carlo Gambino, the most durable and powerful of all the Mafia dons.) Power, riches, even a gloss of respectability came to the brutish Anastasia. He purchased a luxurious home in New Jersey and began to invest in legitimate businesses. He wanted a new image, and to achieve it he spent money lavishly. To cover these expenditures, Anastasia began to look about at the greenback fields of his fellow syndicate board directors.


Frank Costello at the time controlled all gambling in New York, a lucrative racket that brought the syndicate’s “prime minister” untold millions. Anastasia decided to move into this gambling empire. Costello complained to the board, and Anastasia was warned by the family dons to stay with his own waterfront rackets. Not only did Albert ignore the warning but ordered one of his goons, Vincente “the Chin” Gigante, to kill Costello.


The towering killer bushwhacked Costello as he was entering his posh apartment building on Central Park West on the night of May 2, 1957. “This is for you, Frank!” Gigante yelled and fired a shot that creased Costello’s skull. Gigante then ran off.


Everyone, including Costello, knew that Anastasia was behind the attack, but no action was taken. A few weeks later Anastasia approached the syndicate’s treasurer, Meyer Lansky, who had years earlier financed Fulgencio Batista’s military takeover of Cuba. In turn Batista, in the early 1930s, allowed Lansky to set up enormous gambling operations—for a $1 million guaranteed cut of the profits each year—throughout Cuba. Lansky made millions, kicking back a fortune to the national crime cartel which approved and manned Lansky’s operations. Now Anastasia wanted to go into Cuba and take over the gambling there. He told Meyer Lansky so.


“Batista doesn’t want you on his island, Albert,” Lansky calmly told Anastasia. “He told me to tell you to stay out.”


[image: Powerful and lethal New York Mafia boss Vito Genovese, the man who may have ordered the murder of Anastasia.]


Albert’s florid face reddened, and, in front of several witnesses, he roared: “I’m going to Cuba no matter what he says! Now you tell him that from me!”


Albert Anastasia never went to Cuba; neither did any of his killers. The Lord High Executioner was still making plans to invade the island—possibly to depose Batista or to assassinate him if necessary—when he met with Santo Trafficante, a sub-boss of the Vito Genovese family, on October 24, 1957. Albert and Trafficante dined at the Park Sheraton Hotel, where Trafficante was staying at the time. After dinner Trafficante abruptly stood up, leaned over, and kissed Anastasia on the cheek, according to one report. This, of course, was Mafia ritual indicating an execution was at hand. It was the kiss of death, and the execution was scheduled for Albert Anastasia. Whether the power-mad Vito Genovese or Costello or Lansky had planned the killing is not known. But it was planned.


At about 10 AM the following day Anastasia entered the barbershop in the basement of the Park Sheraton on Seventh Avenue. He was alone; Tony Coppola, his bodyguard, oddly enough, was having a cup of coffee across the street. He later explained that he had asked permission to do so and Anastasia had nodded agreement.


No one was in the barbershop except one barber. Anastasia moved his heavy form—he had by now grown fat and jowly—to one of the chairs and snarled: “Make it short!” The barber quickly shaved the Mafia killer, then curled a hot towel around his face and prepared to clip Anastasia’s hair.


Two men suddenly walked into the shop. They wore wide-brimmed hats bent low over their faces, sunglasses, and gloves. They pulled out guns and advanced on the chair occupied by Anastasia. The terrified barber leaped away from chair number four.


“Keep your mouth shut if you don’t want your head blown off!” yelled one of the gunmen to the barber.


Hearing the words, Anastasia whipped away the towel and tried to struggle out of the chair. He was unarmed. The gunmen opened up only five feet from the deadliest killer in America. Of the ten shots they fired, only five struck their target. Two bullets tore through Anastasia’s left arm, one smacked into his right hip, one more plowed into his back, and one crashed through his skull, killing him. Albert fell to the floor, his outstretched arm shooting along a counter and smashing all the hair tonic bottles.


The gunmen fled only after kneeling at Anastasia’s prone body to make sure he was dead. They did not take the expensive diamond rings glittering on the don’s pudgy fingers nor rifle his pockets to take the $1,900 he was carrying in his wallet.


Police arrived to find the murder weapons, a .38-caliber Colt revolver and a long-barreled Smith & Wesson, near the hotel exit where the killers had casually dropped them. Neither bore fingerprints. They were subsequently traced to Chicago and Indiana, which indicated that the hit men were from out of state, ironically following the procedure that Anastasia himself set up when entering the murder business almost thirty years earlier.


No one ever identified Anastasia’s killers, and to this day it is uncertain exactly who ordered the Lord High Executioner executed. Just about everyone who knew him had a reason to want Albert Anastasia dead. He had spent his life seeing to that.


Anderson, Judith Mae
MURDER, 1957 U.S.



On the night of August 15-16, 1957, fifteen-year-old Judith Mae Anderson of Chicago visited a girl friend and then began walking home from 1019 North Central, the address of her friend’s house. Judith, described as heavyset but attractive, never arrived home, a mile distant. She was declared missing.


Almost a week later to the day of the girl’s disappearance, the chopped-up remains of Judith Anderson surfaced inside fifty-five-gallon drums floating in Montrose Harbor. One drum contained the teenager’s head, which had received four .32-caliber bullets.


Investigators learned that Judy Mae had been working in part-time telephone sales for the Patricia Stevens Modeling Agency downtown. A co-worker told police that an unknown man had called Judy Mae in January 1957, asking for a date. When he was refused he shouted over the phone: “You’ll be sorry.” That day at lunch Judy and her co-workers noticed a tall young man with bushy hair staring at them in the drugstore where they ate. This was the only clue police had to go on.


A short time later Chicago police arrested a tall, muscular youth with bushy hair named Barry Cook, who had had a record of assaults on young women. He was tried for the Anderson killing, along with the murder of middle-aged Margaret Gallagher, who had been dragged into some bushes and strangled on Foster Beach, but was acquitted for lack of evidence. Cook nevertheless was convicted of aggravated assault and attempted rape in other cases and was sent to Statesville Penitentiary, where he served eleven years. He was released in 1967. (At this writing Cook resides in Houston, Texas.)


In all, more than ten thousand persons were questioned in the Anderson case, and more than two thousand suspects were investigated. Scores of possible killers were put through lie detector tests. Yet the identity of the killer of Judith Mae Anderson was never determined.


Anderson, Thomas Weldon
MURDER, 1910 ENGLAND



One of the strangest and most perplexing unsolved murders in modern England was that of Thomas Weldon Anderson, a middle-aged actor found shot to death in the backyard of his mistress’s home in a London. suburb on June 16, 1910. Anderson, who acted under the name of Atherstone, had been separated from his wife for ten years and lived with a mistress at 17 Clifton Gardens on Prince of Wales Road in Battersea Park. The couple at first dwelled in a basement apartment at this address, then moved to the flat above.


Anderson’s mistress proved to be a kind, understanding woman who acted as a mother to the actor’s two teenage sons. Yet she and Anderson often quarreled violently and this led to the actor’s decision to leave in early June 1910, taking up a new residence at King’s Cross. He met with his seventeen-year-old son and learned that the youth was to have dinner with the mistress on the night of June 16—strictly a mother-son type of meeting. Anderson gave his approval but told his son he would not attend the dinner.


On the night of June 16, 1910, the mistress and Anderson’s son were dining in the Clifton Gardens flat when they heard two shots in the backyard. They ran outside to see a small, powerfully built man scrambling over a high brick wall that adjoined the house next door. Not until police arrived a half hour later was Thomas Anderson found crumpled beneath the back staircase next to the door of the empty basement apartment. He was dead, shot twice.


Anderson’s assailant had not altogether disappeared. He had been seen by several people as he scaled the wall, dropped to the other side, and raced pellmell down several streets toward the Thames River. He was described as young, well-built but extremely small, no more than five feet three inches. The man utterly vanished down the dark streets near the river.


The actor had been shot twice after what appeared to Scotland Yard detectives to be a violent struggle with the little man. Oddly, Anderson was found wearing slippers. His boots, wrapped in brown paper, were found on the mantelpiece of the empty basement apartment. Even more odd was a package found in the actor’s hip pocket, one wrapped in paper, tied with a string, and containing an eighteen-inch-long strip of cable, one which armchair detectives later thought to be a possible murder weapon, but intended for whom?


There were more questions than answers in the Anderson killing, and they kept coming over the years until the case assumed the legendary proportions of the classic murder mystery. It was speculated that Anderson had crept into the empty basement apartment beneath that occupied by his mistress, removed his boots, and donned slippers so that his movements could not be heard as he prepared to murder the woman he had lived with. Yet this seemed more than improbable in that he had encouraged his son to dine with his mistress. He loved the boy so much that he would never had done him harm and would have had to deal with him if he had attacked the mistress.


The appearance of the little man was even more baffling. Were Anderson and the assailant in league together, many asked, falling out at the last moment before committing murder? It was also thought that the two met by mere chance that night, Anderson on his way to perform some other crime, the little man merely a burglar who thought to break into the basement apartment and who bumped into the actor, struggled with him, then, in panic shot him to death. Then again, why would any experienced burglar want to break into an obviously empty apartment?


None of these questions has been answered in the eight decades since Thomas Weldon Anderson went to his death.


Ann Arbor Murders
HOSPITAL SLAYINGS, 1975 U.S.



Panic seized the staff of the Veterans Administration Hospital in Ann Arbor, Michigan, in the summer of 1975. Patients were dying of respiratory arrests at an alarming rate and no one could initially explain the causes. Rumors flew to print that as many as forty men had perished and that their deaths were not only inexplicable, but that someone was undoubtedly behind the cardiac failures resulting from simple loss of breath. Since the hospital was federal property and under jurisdiction of the federal government, FBI agents were called in to investigate. In late August officials reluctantly declared that eight men had died from unnatural causes and that it was obvious that a killer was loose in the hospital wards.


In mid-August twenty-three of the hospital’s patients suffered heart failure or stoppage of breathing. The crisis reached its peak on August 15 when seven patients suffered lung and heart failure and during one hour the entire staff of physicians was frantically trying to save three men. Four of the seven died. There were others, FBI agents later stated: eleven out of fifty-six patients who had been stricken with breathing failures died in a six-week period, from July 1 to August 15, 1975, six times the usual number.


Bureau experts analyzed the urine of the afflicted patients and discovered that a drug, deadly and exotic, had been added to the dextrose and water solutions being administered to these patients. The drug was determined to be Pavulon, a muscle relaxant and derivative of curare, a vegetable poison South American Indians ritualistically used on blow-gun darts to paralyze enemies and animals.


Pavulon, kept under lock and key in the hospital and used only in certain surgical cases where artificial lungs were involved, was available only to staff members. Someone had gained access to the drug and had either injected the victims directly or had dosed the intravenous medication that fed the patients. Although several of the patients who died were elderly, many were in their forties and, in the case of the younger men, it was concluded that it required heavy doses of Pavulon to kill them.


A careful FBI hunt for the culprit ensued. Authorities refused to comment on the investigation for almost a year. Then, in mid-June 1976, two nurses, Leonora M. Perez, thirty-one, and Filipina B. Narcisco, thirty, were indicted on several counts of murder. Natives of the Philippines, the nurses, it was reported, were the only ones on duty and in the immediate area of the patients when they were stricken. Both nurses were imprisoned pending trial and insisted from the onset that they were innocent.


At their trial, the prosecution hammered away at the nurses’ exclusive access to the victims at the times they were stricken. Family members of the deceased recalled seeing the two Filipinos in and out of the victims’ rooms at the times of the seizures. Yet no one actually saw Perez or Narcisco administer the drug Pavulon—or any drug, for that matter—before the respiratory failures. This point was made repeatedly by the defense.


Worse for the prosecution, no real motive for the mass killings could be established. It was hinted that euthanasia—the mercy killing of hopeless cases—had been put into practice by the nurses, but this could apply only to a few of the victims, most of whom had been expected to recover from minor ailments. One young victim was suffering only from a smashed elbow. Rumors outside the courtroom had it that the Filipinos simply hated Americans or that they sought revenge for their poorly paid, overworked medical positions. (Filipinos dominate many U.S. hospital nursing staffs, a work force that has proven to be cheap and manageable in that it has little or no citizen status, and its members are on special work visas and cannot resort to union activity to improve their status and treatment.)


Lack of evidence against the Filipinos compelled the court in June 1977 to drop all the murder charges against Perez and Narcisco. Three months later the nurses were put under psychiatric observation and studied. Their behavioral patterns appeared normal. (There was nothing in the nurses’ background to suggest criminal tendencies.) They underwent a new trial in December 1977 and indictments against them were dismissed in February 1978. They were set free.


The mass killings in Ann Arbor remain a mystery, one that has hospital directors shuddering with apprehension to this day.


Avery, William H.
MURDER, 1890 U.S.



A wealthy businessman, William H. Avery of Fort Collins, Colorado, contracted a strange illness in early May 1890. Despite the attentions of several doctors, the banker’s intestinal pains grew more and more acute. Physicians were also at a loss to explain his incredible thirst. The thirty-six-year-old Avery died in screaming agony on June 2, 1890, and was promptly buried, a victim of an inexplicable malady, decreed the coroner.


Suspicion among the local inhabitants arose, however, when Avery’s young and attractive wife, Mary, ran off with the banker’s junior partner, one Frank Millington. Avery was only two weeks in his grave when Millington married the ungrieving widow. The couple returned to Fort Collins on the Fourth of July, and their open display of carefree love soon caused residents to state above a whisper that the pair had murdered the hapless Mr. Avery. One man, Avery’s brother, also a wealthy banker, thundered his suspicions, telling all who would listen that Mary and Millington had poisoned his brother to obtain his $100,000 estate. He demanded the exhumation of Avery’s body. The corpse was dug up and examined, and a coroner’s jury convened shortly thereafter.


[image: William H. Avery, wealthy businessman who was mysteriously poisoned in Fort Collins, Colorado, in 1890. (Courtesy Denver Public Library)]


[image: Mary Avery, who stood accused of murdering her abusive husband. (Courtesy Denver Public Library)]


To capacitate an overflow throng, authorities held the hearings in the Fort Collins Opera House. Spectators heard Mrs. Avery-Millington state that there had been no discord in her marriage to Avery and that Avery had amiably agreed to a quiet divorce so that she could marry his junior partner. Further, she added that her departed spouse had generously offered to give her a $30,000 settlement. The idea that she and Millington would murder Avery was preposterous, snorted Mrs. Avery-Millington.


Other witnesses came forward, however, to testify that the Avery marriage had been anything but blissful. One of the family servants stated that Avery was in the habit of kicking his wife. She burned up a dinner once and the banker kicked his wife in the behind. On another occasion, Avery, his wife, and their fourteen-year-old daughter, Pearl, were returning home via train from an eastern vacation. The banker, typical of his selfish nature, had reserved a sleeping berth only for himself, leaving his wife and child to sit up several nights in the coach. Mrs. Avery protested and Avery kicked her again, so hard that she went flying down a train aisle in full view of guffawing passengers.


Defense attorneys for the Millingtons produced doctors who insisted that they had examined the corpse and found no poison, that the stricken man had died of “intense gastritis,” from which he had suffered since childhood. Arsenic was at hand, they said, but only externally as a result of sulphuric acid sprinkled about the viscera to suppress the death odor when the body was briefly put on display before mourners.


The prosecution produced an equal number of physicians to claim that arsenic had been found in Avery’s system. Moreover, one of Avery’s maids stated that Millington was present in Avery’s home on many occasions when the banker was at work and spent a good deal of time in Mrs. Avery’s bedroom. She had witnessed Millington actually helping Mrs. Avery to dress one evening. Even more shocking was the maid’s description of how Millington’s eighteen-year-old sister, Dillie, appeared one night at the Avery house, thinly disguised as an old woman and delivered a mysterious package to Mrs. Avery. Only hours later the banker grew agonizingly ill. The package, thundered the prosecution, certainly contained the arsenic that killed Avery.


This story moved the coroner’s jury to indict the Millingtons, including Dillie, on a charge of murder. The citizens of Fort Collins grew so menacing toward the Millingtons that the resulting trial was moved to Denver. But, again, the hearings were dominated by enormous crowds, which were somewhat appeased when the trial was held in the huge Chamber of Commerce building. The crowds were raucous and often violent, men and women struggling for a place to stand in the makeshift courtroom.


[image: Spectators, eager to witness the scandal-ridden Avery trial, rush for seats in the makeshift courtroom. (Courtesy Denver Public Library)]


[image: Jury members were put to sleep at the Avery trial by long-winded testimony. (Courtesy Denver Public Library)]


The sensation created by the trial was used to good advantage by defense attorneys, who argued that the Millingtons were not really standing trial for murder but for their sexual indiscretions. The prosecution kept hammering away at the poison angle, although it discarded the notion that Dillie Millington had delivered the lethal stuff to Mrs. Avery. A pharmacist testified that Mrs. Avery’s daughter had purchased poison from him, buying a large quantity of a product called Rough On Rats.


Pearl Avery then took the stand to deny innocently and convincingly that she had ever bought Rough On Rats. “I don’t even know what that stuff is,” she pleaded.


The prosecution countered with its top forensic expert, Dr. Walter S. Haines, who traveled from Chicago to testify, at a fee of $7,000, that he had removed enough arsenic from Avery’s body “to kill more than two dozen people.”


More medical experts were brought in by the defense to attack Haines’s findings. The trial dragged on for weeks, with more than three million words entered into the trial transcript. The jury and the spectators were ground into torpor by the droning testimony of witnesses and long-winded speeches by lawyers. The once sensational trial lapsed into tedious hours of endless boredom.


At the end the jury yawned a not guilty verdict. Members felt that there was a reasonable doubt that the Millingtons had dosed the wife-kicking William Avery with arsenic. The defendants were released, but they did not enter a life of luxury. They had spent more than $25,000 on their defense, draining the Avery fortune. About three years later Mary and Frank Millington broke up, with Mary dying a few years later.


The poisonous death of William H. Avery was never solved.


Ax Man of New Orleans, The
MURDERS, 1911–19 U.S.



In 1911 New Orleans suffered three terrible murders after an unknown assailant attacked and killed three Italian grocers with an ax, chopping to death first Tony Schiambras, then two others, named Cruti and Rosetti. The killings by this lethal fiend abruptly ceased and nothing more was heard from him until May 23, 1918, when someone chiseled out the back door panel leading to the home and grocery of Joseph Maggio, crept through the darkened interior to a bedroom, and using a small handax, began chopping at the sleeping forms of Maggio and his wife.


Maggio’s brothers, Jake and Andrew, were awakened by a gurgling sound and rushed into the couple’s bedroom to find Mrs. Maggio on the floor, her head caved in and her throat slit from ear to ear. She was dead, almost decapitated. Their brother Joseph lay on the bed, his head split and a wide gap cut into his throat; he was still alive, trying to speak, his words running together in the loud gurgle that had awakened the brothers.


By the time police arrived, Joseph Maggio had died. Officers found a bloody ax on the back steps of the house and a razor dripping gore on the floor of the murder bedroom. In front of the grocery on the sidewalk police discovered the following message scrawled in chalk: “Mrs. Maggio is going to sit up tonight just like Mrs. Tony.”


Detectives suddenly remembered the 1911 ax killings, recalling that the first murder victim then was named Tony. It was concluded that the same fiend was again at work in New Orleans. Jake and Andrew Maggio, who had been arrested for the double murders, were released as investigators began to search for an ax-wielding psychopath.


No new suspects were arrested, and the police were obviously stymied. The investigation was further bogged down when Detective Theodore Obitz, who was in charge of the case, was murdered while apprehending a burglary suspect.


The axman struck again in late June 1918. A delivery man arrived at the back door of a grocery owned by Louis Besumer early on June 28. He noticed that the back panel of the door had been chiseled away. Remembering the Maggio killing, the delivery man cautiously called for Besumer. Besumer threw open the door and staggered outside, a deep gash in his head and blood streaming over his face. Police, a short time later, found Besumer’s common-law wife, Mrs. Harriet Lowe, inside the bedroom, badly wounded by a gash in the skull. They also found the ax used on the couple in a bathroom, their blood coating the razor-sharp edge. The Besumers survived the attack and police quickly and wrongly began to suspect the grocer himself of being the axman.


Neighbors had pointed out that Besumer was a foreigner who had migrated from South America and spoke many languages. He received mysterious mail from abroad. He was most likely a German spy who had gone crazy, many whispered. Such preposterous suspicions were normal at the time, with America fully committed to World War I; spies were reported lurking around every corner by warfevered citizens.


Besumer’s common-law wife didn’t help matters. Mrs. Lowe, still recovering from her terrible wound, dazedly regained consciousness in early July to blurt to police: “I’ve long suspected that Mr. Besumer was a German spy.” The grocer was arrested, protesting his guilt and telling officers that he was Polish, not German. The following day, July 6, Mrs. Lowe told detectives: “I never said Mr. Besumer was a German spy. That’s ridiculous.” Besumer was released.


Mrs. Lowe went on babbling suspicions for a month, describing her attacker as having the appearance of none other than Besumer. She underwent surgery a month later and, before her death in August, whispered that Besumer had probably been her killer. Again the grocer was arrested, but he was not held long.


Only hours after Besumer was placed behind bars on August 5, 1918, the axman entered the bedroom of Mrs. Edward Scheider—her husband was also a grocer—and struck the pregnant woman’s head repeatedly with an ax. Miraculously, Mrs. Scheider not only survived the bestial attack but delivered a healthy baby. She told police that the intruder was a tall, heavyset white man but could not fully describe him. She had only had a moment to glimpse his form after opening her eyes to the sounds of floorboards creaking in the bedroom before he brought the ax down on her head in a glancing blow.


The attacks caused the citizens of New Orleans to burn their lights late into the night. Neighbors formed block patrols to help police look for the mass killer. The Times-Picayune blared a headline: IS AN AXMAN AT LARGE IN NEW ORLEANS?


The answer to that question came on the night of August 10, when Joseph Romano’s two young nieces rushed into their uncle’s bedroom after hearing sounds of a struggle. They found Romano, a barber, mortally wounded on the floor, his head caved in by an ax. Romano’s assailant, whom the nieces glimpsed briefly as he slipped out a first-floor window, was a tall, heavyset white man. The barber could add nothing to the description; he remained unconscious and died hours later.


Police found the same modus operandi in the Romano case as had been employed in the other ax killings. A panel to the back door had been chiseled out at he rear of the Romano home.


The same method of entry was used by the axman to slip into the grocery-home of Charles Cortimiglia on March 10, 1919. The killer, who had baffled police for a year, had become emboldened, abandoning stealth. He had broken into the Cortimiglia home at the rear of the grocery and attacked the wide-awake grocer in his bedroom. Mrs. Rose Cortimiglia, hearing her husband’s screams, rushed into the bedroom. A large white man was brutally crashing an ax down upon her husband’s head. Cortimiglia fell to the floor, his wife rushing to a crib nearby to scoop up her two-year-old daughter. She turned to flee, but the axman caught her and threw her to the floor.


Holding her child close to her, Mrs. Cortimiglia screamed: “Not my baby! Not my baby!”


Ignoring her pleas, the axman swung his weapon twice, once wounding Rose Cortimiglia, the second blow squarely hitting the child on the head, killing her instantly. He then fled. The adult Cortimiglias survived the attack. Then Rose suddenly accused members of the Jordano family, who lived across the street and ran a competing grocery, of having made the attack. Her husband told the press that his wife was hysterical, that several members of the Jordano family had actually run to their rescue after hearing their cries, causing the killer to flee. The Jordanos, father and son, were nevertheless arrested and held for trial.


Three days later the editor of the Times-Picayune printed a letter dated “from Hell” and signed “The AXMAN.” It stated that its author was a devil and would visit New Orleans on March 19, 1919, but that he would not enter any home or establishment where jazz was being played, since he was a lover of jazz.


The entire city prepared for the lethal visit on March 19, and that evening almost every home blared with jazz as terrified citizens desperately wound up their gramophones and wore out jazz records. Those who did not own a gramophone crowded into the jazz joints in the French Quarter as a way of seeking safety. The axman, however, failed to appear.


Frank Jordano, who had been pinpointed by the hysterical Rose Cortimiglia as the axman, was placed on trial on May 21, 1919, and was convicted five days later, surprising even the prosecution, which knew its evidence to be almost nonexistent. Jordano was sentenced to be hanged.


But the axman kept striking. Frank Genusa, a grocer, heard a knock at his door on the night of August 10 and opened it to catch his friend Steve Boca, who fell forward into his arms, an ugly gash from an ax in his head. Boca survived. Incredibly, his benefactor, Genusa, was arrested. Boca pleaded with police, telling them that Genusa was his friend, not his attacker, and, only after prolonged testimony on his part, was the badly injured Boca able to convince investigators that Genusa was innocent.


On the night of September 2, a pharmacist named William Carlson heard odd noises at the rear of his house and went to investigate. He saw a chisel being thrust through a door panel. Quickly he retrieved his pistol and fired at the man on the other side of the door The intruder dropped the chisel and ran off. On the following night a nineteen-year-old girl, Sarah Laumann, was struck repeatedly by an ax as she lay sleeping in her bed. She survived but could not identify her assailant.


The next and final victim of the axman was Michele Pepitone, who was sleeping in the back room of his father’s store on the night of October 27, 1919. Mrs. Pepitone, sleeping next to her husband, was awakened when Michele’s hot blood splashed on her face. She rose screaming to see the shadowy form of a large man escape through the back door, where a panel had been chiseled out. Michele Pepitone’s head was unrecognizable. The killer had chopped it to pieces, striking Pepitone’s skull at least eighteen times, splattering the walls and ceiling with blood. Police thoroughly investigated but again drew a blank.


A few days later Rose Cortimiglia raced into the editorial offices of the Times-Picayune. The distraught woman told the editors that she had wrongly accused the J ordano family of killing her child and attacking her and her husband. “It was spite that made me do it and God has punished me,” she wailed. “I have lost all. My baby is dead. My husband has left me. I have had smallpox . . . . I lied . . . I lied.” Her confession saved Frank Jordano, who was scheduled to hang within days.


The ax killings suddenly ceased, and the mass murderer vanished from New Orleans. His bloody scourge of the city led many to believe that he had been a latter-day Jack the Ripper [see entry] and, perhaps, had been inspired by the Ripper’s activities, widely publicized in London in 1888. He had, like the Ripper, sent a letter to the press, and, just like the Ripper, dated his letter “from Hell.” And the axman’s victims, like the Ripper’s, had all been a special type of person. Where the Ripper had murdered only prostitutes, the axman for the most part slew grocers.


Others speculated that the axman was a Mafia hit man, a killer-for-hire who had been carrying out executions against grocers who refused to make kickbacks to Mafia bosses. It was also said that the mass killings were part of a Mafia vendetta, which trailed back to 1909 when Pietro Pepitone, father of the murdered Michele, shot and killed Paul Di Cristina. A top Mafioso in New Orleans, Di Cristina had hastily emigrated from Palermo, Sicily, after having arranged for the death of New York Police Lieutenant Joseph Petrosino, who was shot in Palermo’s town square in 1909 while investigating Mafia operations.


Di Cristina had been attempting to extort money from the elder Pepitone and when he boldly rode up to the front of the grocer’s establishment in a wagon to demand his tribute, Pietro stepped from his store with a shotgun and blew away Di Cristina’s head. Pepitone was convicted of manslaughter and, sent to prison for twenty years, was pardoned six years later. The rash of ax killings was said to be in retribution for Pepitone’s killing of Di Cristina, although few believed in the vendetta, especially since it was never proved that any of the axman’s victims was related to Pepitone, other than his oldest son, Michele.


The only person who harbored the vendetta theory was Mrs. Michele Pepitone. She believed that the killer of her husband, if not all the axman’s victims, was a mysterious figure named Joseph “Doc” Mumfre, a blackmailer and terrorist who worked inside the shadows of the Mafia. Little is known of Mumfre’s background, except that he had served a prison sentence for dynamiting a grocery store and had operated with blackmail gangs in eastern cities before moving to New Orleans. Ed Reid was later to state in Mafia that “the advent of Mumfre in New Orleans coincided with the first ax murder, and the date of his departure, shortly after [Michele Pepitone’s] murder, marked the end of the gruesome killings.”


Only a few months after her husband had been axed to death, Mrs. Pepitone married one Angelo Albano, who had kept company with Mumfre. Two years later the Albanos moved to Los Angeles, where Mumfre was living under the name of Leone, busying himself with blackmailing schemes.


Mumfre came to Albano’s house to renew his friendship. At that time he demanded money from his old friend, and Albano threw him out. Weeks later, in October 1921, Angelo Albano disappeared. Shortly thereafter Mrs. Pepitone-Albano went to the chief of police in Los Angeles and accused Mumfre of killing her second husband and hiding his body. Since there was no evidence that Albano was dead, no arrest was made.


A short time later a veiled Mrs. Pepitone-Albano, dressed all in black, stepped from the shadows of an alleyway just as Joseph Mumfre was walking by. She fired several shots into him from a small revolver, and Mumfre fell to the sidewalk, dead.


The widow was sent to prison for ten years but was released after serving only three. She insisted that Mumfre had been the axman, but no evidence supporting her statements could be produced.


The identity of the mass killer who terrorized New Orleans on and off for many years remains as much a mystery today as when he stalked and murdered those who slept in rooms silent of jazz.
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Bailes, Marie Ellen
MURDER, 1908 ENGLAND



Six-year-old Marie Ellen Bailes was en route to her home at Islington in North London, returning from St. John’s Catholic School on May 30, 1908, when she vanished. The following morning a man entered a public restroom on St. George’s Road carrying a large package. To the attendant on duty the man appeared extremely nervous. When the man left empty-handed, the attendant opened the cubicle and saw that the package had been left behind. He opened it to discover the body of the Bailes girl, her throat slit.


Police searched desperately for the man described by the attendant but the homicidal maniac was never found.


Bayer, The Widow
MURDER, 1879 FRANCE



An egg and butter merchant, the Widow Bayer was found dead in her shop on May 30, 1879. Paris detectives found that the woman had been strangled and her shop robbed. Further, they were baffled by the fact that the Widow Bayer’s body bore the marks of kicks rendered by someone wearing shoes without heels. Suspected in this case were a man and wife named Ka; the man was known to wear heelless shoes. Both knew the Widow Bayer and had been seen at one time or another talking to the shopkeeper only hours before the merchant was murdered. Yet no concrete evidence could be established that would convict the pair, let alone cause their arrest.


The Bayer murder remains unsolved in the murder files of the Paris police. Alfred Morain, onetime chief of police in Paris, was convinced the man named Ka was responsible for the killing and that his wife had aided him in murdering the Widow Bayer. “Both were incorrigible drunkards,” Morain later stated. “The woman died of congestion of the brain in a gutter at Les Halles. The man was later shut up in a lunatic asylum.”


Bingham Poisonings
MURDERS, 1911 ENGLAND



The Bingham family members were the official custodians of historic Lancaster Castle in England. William Hodgson Bingham, who had been caretaker at the castle for more than thirty years, died in January 1911. His son, James Henry Bingham, was appointed to the caretaker position. A short time later James asked his sister Margaret to accept the position of housekeeper in the castle. Only a few weeks after Margaret undertook these duties, she, too, died, and was replaced by her half-sister, Edith Agnes Bingham.


Bingham found his sister a quarrelsome nag. He made plans for a new housekeeper to move into the castle on August 14, 1911. Two days before this date, however, Bingham died after eating a steak which had been prepared by his sister Edith. Authorities grew suspicious after noting three deaths in the Bingham family inside of nine months. They investigated and found arsenic in all three of the deceased Binghams. Edith was promptly arrested, charged with murder and was tried, ironically, in the very castle where she had been the housekeeper.


The prosecution maintained that Edith poisoned her relatives to gain a small inheritance and that this was easily accomplished in that she had access to white arsenic which was used about the castle to kill weeds. The defense countered that there was not a shred of evidence to prove that Edith either possessed or dosed any of her family members with poison, a telling point with the jury, which acquitted Edith Bingham after a twenty-minute deliberation. The Bingham poisonings are still a mystery.


Black Dahlia Case, The
MURDER, 1947 U.S.



One of the most sensational and baffling killings in twentieth-century-America was the murder of the beautiful dark-haired young woman who, following her appalling murder in Los Angeles in 1947, became known to the world as the Black Dahlia. Her real name was Elizabeth Ann Short. Nothing in her poverty-stricken background ever suggested that she would attain the status of international fame, albeit posthumously. Her sobriquet is now synonymous with sadistic sex murder. After more than three decades, the murder of the Black Dahlia continues to mystify the Los Angeles Police Department, where her swollen red-inked file still taunts investigators, who wearily shake their heads at the mere mention of Elizabeth Short’s name.


“It was that name ‘Black Dahlia,’ ” commented Harry Leslie Hansen, one of the detectives who worked on the case from the beginning, “that set this one off . . . just those words strung together in that order turned Elizabeth Short’s murder into a coast-to-coast sensation. ‘Black’ is night, mysterious, forbidding even; the Dahlia is an exotic and mysterious flower. There could not have been a more intriguing title. Any other name and it wouldn’t have been anywhere near the same.”


Abject horror, not intrigue, however, was the scene that confronted a young mother walking with her child along a vacant lot in the early morning of January 15, 1947. The woman suddenly saw something partially blocking the sidewalk. As she approached her curious expression changed to terror. There, in front of her, was the naked body—or pieces of it—of a woman, half the torso on the sidewalk and the other half in the weeds of the vacant lot. The woman scooped up her child and ran to a phone where, hysterical, she called the police.


At that moment detectives Harry Hansen, called Red by his friends, and Finis Arthur Brown were investigating the death of a man who had died of apparently natural causes. They were waiting for the coroner when the police radio in their unmarked Chevrolet crackled to life with the voice of Los Angeles Homicide Captain Jack Donahoe, who said to Hansen: “Red, we’ve got a rough one. Drop what you’re doing, have a uniformed officer stand by there for the coroner, and you and Brown get over to an empty lot on Norton, between Thirty-ninth and Coliseum Street. It’s a block east of Crenshaw, in the Leimert Park section.”


Hansen and Brown sped to the location. Several uniformed policemen were already present to keep passersby back. Hansen and Brown ran from their car to the vacant lot, then halted in horror. Seasoned detectives as they were, both men grew sick to their stomach. Looking down, they saw the dismembered body of a woman. She had been bisected at the waist, cut neatly in half by some fiendish killer who, experts later agreed, possessed surgical skill.


The girl’s face was hardly recognizable; it had been savagely slashed and battered. The mouth had been cut at the edges so that it extended from ear to ear in a gaping, obscene grin. Circle and cross cuts mutilated the breasts, thighs, and arms. Cigarette burns pockmarked the flesh, and at the wrists and ankles there were noticeable rope burns. It was apparent that the victim had been bound hand and foot and great and painful punishment administered to her long hours before death gave her release. Lee Jones of the L.A. Crime Laboratory arrived and minutely inspected the corpse. It had been drained of all blood and then meticulously cleaned before the body had been dumped in two pieces in the lot. “Tortured,” Jones told Hansen and Brown. “Then scrubbed clean with a brush. Bristles still embedded in the flesh.” Jones also noted that the initials “B.D.” had been carved into one thigh.


It was quickly determined that the girl was in her early twenties, had been tall and willowy, and that her hair was natural raven black, although it had been recently hennaed, along with her eyebrows. She possessed even in death great beauty. She had been dead no more than six or eight hours before her body was discovered.
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