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PRAISE FOR


GOSNELL


“Gosnell reads like a literary Criminal Minds. This deftly written, gripping, and graphic account of the arrest and grand jury investigation into Kermit Gosnell’s nightmarish house of horrors reveals the truth about the monster who murdered with no compunction and kept ghastly trophies of his victims. Gosnell thoroughly reports the facts the mainstream press largely ignored: that, for years, complaints about unsafe conditions and even fatal malpractice at Gosnell’s clinic were met with zero action, so concerned were the powers that be with protecting unfettered access to abortion. Gosnell indicts a system that, in the name of women’s ‘reproductive health,’ failed to do anything to protect the women and born-alive infants who were slaughtered at 3801 Lancaster Avenue.”


        —MARIA MCFADDEN MAFFUCCI, editor of Human Life Review


“Warning: once you start reading this, you will not be able to put it down. It will grip you from the first page and not let you go. No matter what prejudgments you may have when you begin, they will be challenged.”


        —CONNIE MARSHNER, pro-life strategist and CEO of Connie Marshner & Associates


“Hollywood could not conjure up a villain more barbaric and cold-blooded than true-life serial killer Kermit Gosnell. Investigative journalists Ann McElhinney and Phelim McAleer take you face to face with Philadelphia’s baby butcher in this gripping exposé. But the story is especially chilling because he did not act alone. The true horror lies in Gosnell’s ghoulish gallery of enablers—feckless government bureaucrats, abortion radicals, and an AWOL media. McElhinney and McAleer are unflinching torchbearers of truth. This book is a public service.”


        —MICHELLE MALKIN, founder of Twitchy and author of Invasion and Culture of Corruption and Unhinged: Exposing Liberals Gone Wild


“Ann and Phelim courageously tell the heart-wrenching, shocking story previously ignored, one that every American needs to read. With each page, abortionist Kermit Gosnell takes his place in American history as a monster whose victims were the most innocent and helpless among us.”


        —KATIE PAVLICH, reporter, commentator, and author of Fast and Furious: Barack Obama’s Bloodiest Scandal and Its Shameless Cover-Up


“In this historic book, Ann McElhinney and Phelim McAleer meticulously record the harrowing true-crime story of Kermit Gosnell’s barbaric abortion and infanticide business. Every American needs to read Gosnell, because the atrocities he committed, with the knowledge and support of public authorities, demand that we answer what we really believe about human dignity and the law’s equal protection for the most vulnerable.”


        —DAVID DALEIDEN, the undercover reporter behind the Center for Medical Progress videos that exposed Planned Parenthood’s baby parts business
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“People often ask: Where was God in the Holocaust? It is the wrong question. The real question is: Where was man?”


—RABBI JONATHAN SACKS1
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“I will give no sort of medicine to any pregnant woman, with a view to destroy the child.”


—THE ORIGINAL HIPPOCRATIC OATH2
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“Planned Parenthood is rooted in the courage and tenacity of American women and men willing to fight for women’s health, rights, and equality. Margaret Sanger, the founder of Planned Parenthood, is one of the movement’s great heroes.”


—PLANNED PARENTHOOD WEBSITE3
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“The most merciful thing that a large family does to one of its infant members is to kill it.”


—MARGARET SANGER, Woman and the New Race, 19204









FOREWORD


ALAN ROBERTSON


The first time I met Ann McElhinney and Phelim McAleer was on a cruise ship. We were the guests on a panel discussion about media and entertainment and its effect on our culture. It was on that panel that I learned they were journalists and it was also how I learned how passionate they were about digging for truth and exposing it for the world to see. That day gave me a glimmer of hope that there were still committed journalists out there who understood why our founders protected the rights of a free press to watch the powerful, the secretive, and looked to expose hidden monsters. That was also the day I learned about Dr. Kermit Gosnell.


Like most Americans, I remembered something vaguely about the Gosnell trial “somewhere up north.” I could certainly give you a lot of details about O. J. Simpson, George Zimmerman and Trayvon Martin, or Ferguson, Missouri, but nothing concrete about Dr. Kermit Gosnell. When Ann and Phelim told me about this case I asked, “Why haven’t I heard more about this?” They invited me to watch their movie about this case, which is amazing by the way, and then I began to understand why the American press didn’t want to do an exposé about this story. This book gives much more depth and detail about one of the most shocking stories that I have ever read about or even heard of.


When I watched the Gosnell movie, I think shock was the overwhelming emotion that I felt, and then sadness for so much killing. When I read the book, anger became the overwhelming emotion. A lot of the anger was aimed at Dr. Gosnell himself, as well as some of his staff for what they did to babies and also young women, but I was surprised at how much anger I had for the system that claims to care about women’s health.


When you read about Gosnell in this book, you find out how the abortion industry really doesn’t give a hoot about women’s health and even less about the lives of millions of unborn girls, who NEVER had the chance to become women! The Gosnell case was said to not be about abortion, but the facts that came out of the trial show that this industry cares nothing about women or children.


Page after page of this book shows how many people whose job it was to protect women and children instead failed them miserably. It started with a greedy Dr. Gosnell and his untrained and severely flawed staff. Dr. Gosnell’s wife, Pearl, became his willing accomplice instead of his ultimate accountability. The Pennsylvania Department of Health and other higher government officials, including a Republican governor, failed to protect and do their jobs. They ignored truth, looked the other way, and did not enforce the law. The local and national media did nothing to shine light on this story and even when shamed to cover the trial did the minimum in terms of reporting. Talk about a basket full of deplorables that appear to be irredeemable!


Why all this failure? Why all this looking the other way while women were being mistreated, maligned, and abused? Why were the bodies of babies mutilated and displayed for decades in this barbaric clinic serenely named the Women’s Medical Society? Because the abortion industry is a powerful and greedy force in this country and the peer pressure coming from the pro-choice movement does everything possible to ignore the abuses of women and children. My first thought after reading this book was, “How many more places are there out there like this house of horrors?”


I thank God for Ann and Phelim and their courage for pursuing this story and telling the world about Dr. Kermit Gosnell. The country of Ireland has given America a lot of treasure in many great men and women over the last few hundred years, but none better than these two jewels. I pray that our culture can come to grips with the loss and pain that abortion causes. I also applaud the truth seekers who are exposing the greed and malpractice that are going on every single day in our country in the abortion mills. I hope this book and the movie can shine some much-needed light on a dark, dark place.


Alan Robertson,


of A&E’s Duck Dynasty









PREFACE


ANN MCELHINNEY


I never trusted or liked pro-life activists. Even at college I thought them too earnest and too religious. I thought the shocking images they showed were manipulative. I distinctly remember my argument: a heart transplant is gross to look at, too. I don’t want to look at pictures of that, and heart transplants are brilliant. So back off, pro-lifers with your scary pictures. I also didn’t trust the provenance of the pictures; I was sure they had been photo shopped.


If the anti-abortion position was so strong, it should be able to argue without resorting to emotionally manipulating its audience with fraudulent horror pictures.


Once you have this mentality, it’s very easy to completely dismiss pro-life activists. And the universities of the world are teeming with young people just like that young person I once was.


Fast forward to April 2013 and Kermit Gosnell’s trial in Philadelphia, when everything changed.


Nothing in the intervening years had shaken my feelings on the subject.


But the images shown in the courtroom were not from activists, they were from police detectives and medical examiners and workers at the 3801 Lancaster Ave clinic. The expert testimony describing “good” abortions was from OB/GYNs who had been performing abortions for thirty years. The witnesses swore an oath to tell the truth and to present the evidence, and they did, under pain of penalty for perjury.


What they said and the pictures they showed changed me. I am not the same person I was.


Abortion arguments from pro-abortion advocates tend to avoid any actual talk of how an abortion is done and what exactly it is that is being aborted. I know a lot about both now.


I now know that what is aborted is a person, with little hands and nails and a face that from the earliest times has expression. The humanity in all the pictures is unmistakable, the pictures of the babies that were shown as evidence in the Gosnell trial—first, second, and third trimester babies, in all their innocence and perfection.


I also know that in a proper, legal abortion babies are poisoned in their mother’s womb by injecting a needle filled with potassium chloride into the baby’s heart. Then the baby is suctioned out in pieces. If the baby is bigger, forceps are used to pull it out in pieces—an arm, a leg, the head often torn from the torso. If the head is too big to pull out, the abortionist makes a hole in the base of the skull and the brain is sucked out to collapse the skull so the head can come easily. That’s how it’s done when it’s done well.


Reading the testimony and sifting through the evidence in the case in the research for this book and for writing the script of the movie has been brutal. I have wept at my computer. I have said the Our Father sitting at my desk. I am no holy roller—I hadn’t prayed in years—but at times when I was confronted with the worst of this story I didn’t know what else to do.


I have had a profound sense of the presence of evil in the actions of Gosnell and his staff and their complete lack of conscience. Most disturbing of all is the banality of the evil; in the clinic they joked and laughed amidst the carnage.


I am absolutely certain that the dead babies spoken of in court were unique people whom the world will now never know. I hope this book and the movie go some way to mark the fact that they lived and in their short lives made a difference. Time will tell. This story can change hearts and minds; it has mine.


I can’t reconcile the certainty of the babies’ humanity with the fact that killing babies in the womb at these same ages is perfectly legal in many parts of the U.S. Kirsten Powers put it eloquently: “Regardless of such quibbles, about whether Gosnell was killing the infants one second after they left the womb instead of partially inside or completely inside the womb—as in a routine late-term abortion—is merely a matter of geography. That one is murder and the other is a legal procedure is morally irreconcilable.”1


The jurors had to listen to the stories of the lives and deaths of Baby Boy A Abrams (29.4 weeks), whose photograph is on the Internet; Baby Boy B (twenty-eight weeks), whose frozen remains were found in the clinic—the medical examiner’s photograph of him with his neck slit is online—Baby C, who breathed for twenty minutes before Lynda Williams “snipped” his life; Baby D, who was delivered in a toilet and tried to swim to safety before Adrienne Moton slit his windpipe; Baby E, who cried before Dr. Gosnell cut his neck; and Baby F, who moved his leg up to his chest before he was killed. They saw pictures of the forty-seven dead babies discovered at the clinic the night of the raid, their remains stuffed into old milk cartons and kitty litter containers.


These babies sent Gosnell to prison. But more than that, they are the most eloquent evidence we have ever had of the reality of abortion. The media have tried to ignore their stories.


We will not.









ONE


FROM DRUG BUSTTO HOUSE OF HORRORS
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“Jim Wood is remarkable. He just gets it. He’s very, very bright, and he was like, no, this isn’t right. . . . They couldn’t have done this case without him. He was obsessed; he was Mrs. Mongar’s champion. He was the only one.”


—FORMER PHILADELPHIA ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY CHRISTINE WECHSLER1
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“In the good cop–bad cop routine, Jim Wood was the good cop.”


—DR. KERMIT GOSNELL2


It wasn’t a homicide case—until it was. Originally the authorities weren’t investigating murder, or even illegal late-term abortions.


They were just trying to bust a prescription drug mill. But they wound up discovering something far worse.


The work of putting Dr. Kermit Gosnell behind bars required the effort and resources of many dedicated people in law enforcement and the district attorney’s office, but one man deserves the lion’s share of the credit.


Detective Jim Wood was working as an undercover narcotics investigator for the Philadelphia DA’s office back in 2009. Wood’s friends call him Woody, and he has many, many friends. He’s a soft-spoken family man, the product of a close-knit Catholic family of eleven children. Woody’s round, smiling, boyish face makes him appear unthreatening and a pushover. He’s neither.3 His tenacity and professionalism have earned him much admiration among his colleagues and peers. Christine Wechsler, one of the Gosnell prosecutors, described him as “remarkable.”4 Assistant District Attorney Joanne Pescatore told us, “Jim Wood is the reason this case exists.”5


If what happens in our lives makes us into the people we become, then Woody was made from tragedy. His father, James Morgan Wood Sr., was a Philadelphia police officer who developed multiple sclerosis when he was thirty-eight years old. He quickly went blind and was unable to work. So his wife Sally had to go to work and take charge. She became a meter maid for Lower Merrion Police Department in the suburbs of Philadelphia. But at that time the job involved a little more than just issuing parking tickets. Part of the job was to be a “Police Matron,” searching and guarding female prisoners as they passed through the police station. She would do that and then go home and look after her eleven children.


“She put us all through private schools,” Jim Wood says. “That’s what she had to do. So me with five kids, I look at them and that’s nothing.”


Jim, the second eldest, was only sixteen when his father went from being a healthy provider for a big happy family to being so unwell he never worked again. His mother’s strength and resilience through it all has left a lasting impression on him. But his father’s illness was just the beginning.


Three of Wood’s siblings died under tragic circumstances.


Woody’s eldest sister, Sally, was the smartest in the family. She was a lawyer at a top Philadelphia firm with a bright future ahead of her. Then she suddenly took ill and died of cancer in 1999. She was only thirty-five years old.


Three years later, Woody’s youngest brother Tom was killed in a car accident on his way home from a baseball game. He was just twenty-one.


And Jim’s baby brother Richard had lived for just two hours after his birth, but in that brief period his mother had him baptized—Richard Michael Wood.


Despite all this tragedy, Jim Wood’s faith was not shaken: “I never questioned God . . . God knew what he was doing.”


Woody thinks of his infant brother almost every day. Richard is like his guardian angel. When Woody’s first child was born prematurely, weighing in at just four pounds, four ounces, he named the boy Richard in tribute to the brother he never got to know.


Woody and his wife Angela were young and unmarried when Richard was born. She was nineteen, he was twenty-one, and they were both scared. But Woody remembers the music playing in the delivery room. It was Kenny Loggins singing “Danny’s Song.” Recalling that night, Wood smiles and begins singing sweetly.


           And we’ve only just begun.


           Think I’m gonna have a son.


He and Angela now have five grown children: Richard, Jimmy, Angela, Andrea, and Jennifer. Jimmy was born prematurely like Richard and has struggled with serious health problems all his life. Jim and Angela brought him home from the hospital on a heart monitor. He had sleep apnea, and his parents constantly worried he would die in his sleep. He started having seizures at the age of two, and they continued for four years. Woody recalls coming home from a shift at midnight to find his son in a full seizure. He saved his life by giving him mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.


When Jimmy got to high school and started playing football, he soon started complaining of back pain. His doctor initially dismissed it as nothing serious, but Woody and Angela were nervous. They sought a second opinion and had a biopsy taken. Jimmy was diagnosed with Ewing’s Sarcoma. He went through painful radiation and chemotherapy treatments, and he’s been cancer-free for nearly a decade. But the boy’s thick head of hair never fully came back. For Woody, it’s yet another reminder of his family’s penchant for tragedy.


He isn’t at all bitter. If anything, life’s misfortunes have made Woody stronger in his faith. “I learned a lot from the Gospels and found a lot of answers in the Gospels. There is a spirit inside all of us. We have to nourish that spirit to get through this life; we will see our loved ones again.”


Woody could have retired by now, but he continues to work in law enforcement. He has a lot of fight in him, coupled with a strong sense of morality and a bedrock commitment to doing the right thing. When he talks about his career, he brings up the parable of the talents. “I think God sets us up in ways where we can handle certain things,” he says. “We are born alone and we die alone. What we do in between must be to help people.”


When it comes to police work, Woody believes common sense is a cardinal virtue. And Woody has common sense in spades. Not everyone does. The veteran detective observes that too many young guys join the force without street smarts. That gets people hurt. Getting a hunch about a case and cultivating a gut instinct are vital for good police work. It was that instinct that helped uncover Kermit Gosnell’s sordid house of horrors and put him away for the rest of his life.


In 2009, Woody was a detective with the Philadelphia district attorney’s office, assigned to a joint federal and local task force set up to fight the city’s growing illegal prescription-drug trade. The powerful painkiller oxycodone had become the street drug of choice, and oxy mixed with codeine cough syrup was the new heroin. Pills sold for upwards of eighty dollars per tablet. For a dealer with access to prescriptions (normally through a criminal and an unethical doctor), this was a highly lucrative business. Wood’s undercover assignment in the spring of that year was to turn drug peddlers into informants, find out where they were getting their illicit prescriptions, and cut off those prescriptions at their source.


Woody’s modus operandi was simple and effective. He’d tail known dealers, wait until they committed a traffic violation, and pull them over. Then he would break the news: he knew their names, he knew their associates, he knew their comings and goings. And he knew their car was full of drugs.


“So here’s what’s going to happen: I’m going to take you down to the station and you’re going to go to prison for a really, really long time . . . or you can cooperate.”


As he gave suspects their choice, Woody never stopped smiling.


Everyone wanted to cooperate.


By turning dealers into confidential informants, or CIs, Woody was able to unravel the network of prescription drug dealers and suppliers in Philadelphia. And in the process Wood just happened to land the strangest and most important case of his career.


One night, Woody, another undercover detective we’ll call Mike, and two uniformed patrol officers were running surveillance on a suspected dealer’s house. The plan was to go with the tried-and-true traffic stop routine.


“The guy comes out. We follow him a couple of blocks. I’m in touch with the uniform. They pull him over,” Woody recalls. “So I go up to the car, and right away I just introduced myself. I said, ‘Hey, Jeff’—we can make him Jeff Smith. I don’t want to divulge his real name because he’s still out there. I said, ‘I’m Detective Wood from Philadelphia district attorney’s office. I know a lot about you. I know you’re selling OxyContin. I know where you’re getting it from. I know who is supplying you with the prescriptions. I even know you’re about to get married in two weeks.”


“You have a couple of choices here,” Woody told the suspect. “You can either go to jail or you can cooperate with me.”


Naturally, Jeff decided to cooperate. He let the officers search his car and his house, and he agreed to wear a wire. Woody’s team seized a lot of drugs that night.


With Jeff on board as a CI, Wood and the task force began pursuing a host of leads. One of the first names Jeff provided was that of Robert Carey. Carey ran a multimillion-dollar drug racket in northeast Philly and Bucks County to the northeast of the city. Jeff’s information and Woody’s investigation led to Carey’s being charged with felony identity theft for forging prescriptions for at least 142,428 tablets of OxyContin and Percocet between January 2008 and February 2010. Carey was also suspected in the likely contract killing of a New Jersey couple and another unsolved murder—the beating death of a man over a drug debt. The victims of the possible contract killing were Danielle Imbo and Richard Petrone, last seen on February 19, 2005, leaving a bar on South Street in Petrone’s black 2001 Dodge Dakota pickup truck. Neither the truck nor the couple have ever been found, and the case remains open.


Carey hanged himself with his own shoelaces in his cell on April 14, 2010, before he could be convicted on the ID theft charges. He must have figured his luck had run out. His days making millions of dollars selling Oxy and beating people to death were over.


Turning Jeff into an informant was paying dividends. The smiling Jim Wood was getting results.


Next Jeff introduced Woody and Undercover Mike to a woman named “Fiona” (we’ve changed her name, too). It was through Fiona that Woody heard Kermit Gosnell’s name for the first time. But initially all the detectives knew was that Fiona was buying prescriptions from a doctor and moving a lot of pills. They began an undercover sting, buying Oxy from Fiona.


The U.S. Drug Enforcement Administration provides the money for undercover “buy-walks”—deals in which police purchase drugs and let the dealer walk away. Woody’s contact at the DEA was Steve Dougherty, an old friend. He and Woody had grown up in the same Philly neighborhood and known each other for years. Dougherty worked closely with Woody and Undercover Mike, and he stayed on the Gosnell case until the end.


“It’s hard for civilians to understand that, when you do these types of investigations, you’ve got to put up the money and pills are very expensive,” Woody explains. “An Oxy 80 milligram tablet street buy is worth $80.” But drug dealers offer bulk discounts, since their cost is considerably lower than eighty dollars a pill. (The basic principles of capitalism work in the criminal world, too.) An undercover officer would typically buy eighty pills for thirty-two hundred dollars, or forty dollars apiece.


All of Woody’s drug buys were recorded, and the tapes make compelling listening—none more so than the recording of Woody’s conversation with “Fiona” the afternoon of May 12, 2009.


           Wood: Yo, Fiona?


           Fiona: Yeah. I’m listening.


           Wood: Everything cool?


           Fiona: No. Not now. Tomorrow I’ll get another 120. I’ll call you then. You be on standby. Or in the morning, text you or something.


           Wood: Well, can you talk because I wanted to talk about the other thing that we were going to do?


           Fiona: When do you want to do it?


           Wood: That’s what I’m saying. My question to you is how do I know when I go in there I’ll definitely get it. I don’t want to waste my $135 or $145 going in there if, you know what I mean? Is it definite or . . .?


           Fiona: Right.


           Wood: I don’t want to go there and get bullshit Vicodin. I’m there for Oxys. . .Who are you taking me to so I know?


           Fiona: You’re talking ’bout what doctor?


           Wood: Yeah.


           Fiona: I’m talking about Gosnell.


           Wood: Who?


           Fiona: Dr. Gosnell.


           Wood: Dr. Darnell?


           Fiona: God. G-O-S-N-E-L-L. Gosnell.


           Wood: When do you think we can do that?


           Fiona: When do you want to go?


That was the first time Woody heard Gosnell’s name. When he took the name and began to investigate the doctor, he found reason to suspect that Gosnell was one of the city’s biggest suppliers of illegal prescriptions. It would eventually emerge that Gosnell was, in fact, one of the biggest suppliers in the entire state of Pennsylvania.


But Woody had no idea that he had also just stumbled upon America’s most prolific serial killer.


Woody calls Gosnell’s prescription drug operation a “typical pill mill smurfing scheme.”


“Smurf” is the term cops use to describe the junkies who buy up dozens of prescriptions (scripts) from doctors. Smurfs are phony patients. Fiona was a smurf.


Woody tried to get Undercover Mike an appointment with Gosnell. Fiona had told them Gosnell would meet anybody. But the day they visited the Women’s Medical Society clinic on Lancaster Avenue, the door was locked.


Woody says he often thinks back on that day. If only they’d known what was really going on behind that locked door.


The Gosnell investigation hit a snag when Fiona was charged in a separate case in Delaware and had to go to prison. This is one of the downsides of working with criminal informants. They’re criminals. Without Fiona’s cooperation, the task force faced the real possibility that they would have to drop the investigation into Gosnell—which, though they didn’t know it at the time, would have allowed the doctor to continue his killing.


But Fiona was so friendly with Undercover Mike that she invited him to her “going away to prison” party. She introduced him to her girlfriend, a dealer called Susan (not her real name). Mike could work with Susan while Fiona was locked up.


Woody and Mike made three or four buys from Susan before something changed. Suddenly, Susan had gotten nervous. Woody believed she had figured out that Undercover Mike was a cop. One afternoon, Woody and Mike watched Susan enter a pharmacy. Woody got out of the car and followed her in. He decided that even if she didn’t sell to Mike that night, they were going to bring her in for questioning.


Woody pretended to be a customer and lingered around the shelves looking at merchandise. He was unshaven and wearing a baseball cap.


Susan walked up to the pharmacist’s counter and ordered a prescription. She had to wait for it to be filled. Woody was practiced at going unnoticed, but he had to keep Susan in his line of sight, and as he watched her from a nearby aisle one of the pharmacists noticed him and asked, “Who’re you?”


“Oh, I’m waiting for a friend,” Woody replied. “He’s supposed to pick up a prescription.”


But as more minutes passed, the pharmacist grew suspicious: “Who is it exactly that you are waiting for?”


The pharmacist likely thought Woody was a junkie or a shoplifter. He certainly looked the part.


Woody was playing it cool. He didn’t want the attention, and he really didn’t want to blow his cover. Woody remembers thinking, If he only knew I was a cop. The last thing he needed was for Susan to get scared and bolt.


Finally, Susan got her pills and walked out.


She took a few steps outside the building and all hell broke loose. Suddenly, she was surrounded by FBI agents. Unbeknownst to Wood, the DEA had given the FBI information about Susan, and they had been watching her, too.


Jason Huff was the lead FBI agent on the case. He has worked for the FBI for more than ten years. At the time of the raid he was working on the Bureau’s Healthcare Fraud Squad, where he investigated cases of prescription drug dealing.


Huff, Wood, and DEA agent Dougherty became “the three amigos” on the case that day. The three of them would work the Gosnell case until the end, and they remain friends to this day. But at the moment of Susan’s arrest, none of them suspected any other criminal activity going on at 3801 Lancaster.


The federal agents stepped aside and let Woody deliver his pitch to Susan. He offered her the same choice he’d given Jeff, except he had far more evidence lined up against her.


“Look, Susan, here’s the deal,” Woody said. “You know what’s going on. You know Mike is a cop, so you’re in deep doo-doo. You have the opportunity to help yourself out.”


Well, boom. She said, “Yeah.”


Susan agreed to become a CI and get prescriptions from Gosnell’s clinic. The three amigos video recorded all of her buys. First she saw Randy Hutchins, one of Gosnell’s assistants, and explained her various fabricated ailments to him. Then Hutchins showed her in to see Gosnell himself. He wrote her five prescriptions—for sixty 80 mg tablets of OxyContin; ninety tablets of Xanax; eight ounces of Phenergen with codeine; sixty tablets of Bactrim DS, an antibiotic; and sixty 10 mg tablets of Lexapro, an antidepressant.


Meanwhile, the team identified Latosha Lewis as a potential informant and witness. Lewis, who goes by Tosha, worked the front desk at Gosnell’s clinic and was seen handing over prescriptions to fake patients—including an undercover cop.


Once the three amigos had sufficient evidence on Lewis, they brought her in for questioning. She told them everything they wanted to know about Gosnell’s pill-smurfing business. Bizarrely, Tosha seemed to be enjoying explaining Gosnell’s criminal enterprise—at one stage she used a white board in the interview room to map out exactly how the operation worked.


Tosha explained that Gosnell had three types of patients: seekers (drug dealers and users); procedures (women seeking abortions); and sick.


Gosnell’s scheme allowed drug dealers to collect multiple prescriptions on the same day for numerous fake patients. For example, Gosnell had been selling prescriptions to Fiona under twenty-six different patient names. On a typical night, Gosnell would sell two hundred scripts.


He would write prescriptions for OxyContin, Percocet, Xanax, and codeine syrup for anyone who wanted them.


For the prescription drug side of Gosnell’s practice, “patients” weren’t given appointments. They had to write their name on a list and wait for hours until the doctor would see them. The initial consult with the doctor cost one hundred and fifty dollars. Gosnell would do a cursory examination and write a prescription—and often more than one—for whatever they told him they wanted.


But then the patients—really drug dealers—weren’t required to return for a follow-up for six to nine months, and often not at all. They could simply call for new scripts every three to four weeks; a staffer would take orders over the phone. Gosnell would usually arrive at the Lancaster Avenue clinic around 7:00 p.m. each day, when he would fill out prescriptions from the forms his staff left for him based on the “orders” they had received that day.


The following day, the dealers would go to the clinic to pick up their prescriptions. They had to pay twenty dollars for the script to whoever was working the front desk. And Gosnell would pay a tip of ten to twenty dollars to that day’s front desk employee for her work with the prescriptions.


In one conversation between Tosha and Gosnell that was recorded by the three amigos, February 6, 2010, the doctor justified selling the prescriptions to drug dealers as a way of improving the local economy: “And so part of me is also being understanding that economically, in a recession, and when people don’t have jobs, these prescriptions may be a lifeline to survival to some people.” Apparently Gosnell considered himself a Good Samaritan, helping dope peddlers make ends meet through tough economic times. It was a pathetic lie—made worse by the fact that Gosnell was a doctor and an addiction expert. He knew very well the horrific consequences of Oxy addiction, he just didn’t care. He loved the power he got from supplying addicts, and he loved the money.


Later, when Gosnell was confronted about his illegal prescription business, he claimed that he was prescribing the drugs for people’s “emotional well-being.” A serial killer’s rationalizations can’t always be consistent, it seems.


In the initial interview with Tosha, the subject of the conversation soon turned from smurfs and Oxy buys to the disgusting conditions in Gosnell’s clinic.


Tosha told the three amigos that unlicensed workers were treating patients. Decomposing medical waste made employees ill, she said. One of the cats Gosnell kept in the building had died from a flea infestation. The equipment was old and in most cases did not work.


And then she told them about an Asian woman named Karnamaya Mongar who had died in the clinic the previous November. According to Tosha, her death “just wasn’t right.”


Sometimes abortions go wrong, and sometimes women die. But something about the story struck Woody. Whatever else could be said about Tosha Lewis, she had the sort of common sense smarts that Woody respected. If she thought something wasn’t right, chances are she was not mistaken.


Woody called his lieutenant and asked him to look for the police report of Mongar’s death.


There was none.


“I couldn’t believe it,” Woody recalls, “because anytime there’s a hospital case call, anywhere, from someone with a small injury to a very bad injury—not just a shooting or stabbing—police officers would ride with the medical unit. I guess they did away with that policy, because I’m thinking, ‘How could this woman die, and there’s no police report?’”


Woody contacted the medical examiner’s office. “Do you have a woman who died?” He gave her name. “She was of Asian descent. It was in November. . .”


The medical examiner replied, “3801 Lancaster Avenue?”


So Woody and DEA agent Steve Dougherty went downtown to meet Gary Collins, the doctor who had performed Mongar’s autopsy. He had the toxicology report on her, too. It showed that she had had a high concentration of Demerol in her system. Mongar’s death had been ruled accidental. But Woody didn’t buy that for a moment—not after he had heard Tosha describe how patients were being treated by unqualified staff.


Ordinarily, the Philadelphia police department’s homicide unit would investigate a suspicious death like Mongar’s. Woody was a narcotics detective. But because her death was part of a larger drug case, he was allowed to stay on it. Still, he knew it was a sensitive matter; cops and prosecutors tend to be territorial. So he consulted with assistant district attorney Ed Cameron. Woody outlined the case and explained that he would be asking for a warrant related to a possible homicide. Cameron gave him the go-ahead.


Sure enough, one of the narcotics deputy district attorneys got wind of Woody’s investigation and went ballistic. Even though prosecutors in the district attorney’s office all “play for the same team,” they jealously guard their own turf. And the narcotics DA didn’t want his prescription drug investigation to veer off into a homicide case. But Woody was undeterred. He wanted to get to the bottom of what had happened to Mongar, and a search warrant for Gosnell’s office was the way to do it.


Wood obtained four warrants altogether, all connected with Mongar’s death. In the meantime, FBI agent Huff was assembling the evidence against Gosnell, including all the buys the three amigos had done with Tosha and Fiona. He was also writing a federal search warrant for Gosnell’s office. And Dougherty had a separate warrant for the DEA’s investigation.


Dougherty, who often acted as liaison between the task force and other agencies, contacted the state Department of Health and the Pennsylvania Department of State, which oversees professional licensing.


The raid on Dr. Gosnell’s Women’s Medical Society abortion clinic at 3801 Lancaster Avenue was set for the evening of February 18, 2010.


The task force met for a pre-raid briefing at FBI headquarters on 600 Arch Street, Philadelphia. Huff, Woody, and Dougherty all had teams from their agencies. Sherry Gillespie was on hand from the Department of State. The Department of Health sent two registered nurses, Darlene Augustine and Elinor Barsony. In all, more than twenty people would participate in the raid.


Everyone was psyched.


Except for Darlene Augustine, one of the nurses from the Pennsylania Department of Health. Woody recalls how she sat across from him at the FBI conference table “just stone dead.”


“We were all sitting around, talking, having a good time, waiting for everything to get set,” Woody told us. “This one nurse, Darlene Augustine. I didn’t know at the time there was a reason Darlene looked like that.”


Augustine was a health quality administrator. She had worked for the state health department since 1989 and supervised the inspectors who responded to complaints at health care facilities. So she knew about Mongar’s death, and she knew who Gosnell was. She told the grand jury that she had, in fact, received a fax from Gosnell on November 24, 2009—the day before Thanksgiving—notifying the state that Karnamaya Mongar had died following an abortion at his Lancaster Avenue clinic.


Gosnell listed the wrong date for Mongar’s death on the form, a typically careless mistake, not surprising given the way he ran his filthy Lancaster Avenue clinic.


What happened when his fax arrived in the pristine offices of the Department of Health in Harrisburg, however, defied any professional standard of conduct—and even any rational explanation. Augustine passed the fax along to her boss, Cynthia Boyne, who directed the Pennsylvania Health Department’s Division of Home Health, which is “inexplicably,” as the grand jury report puts it, the division in charge of “overseeing the quality of care in abortion clinics.” (What exactly does abortion in a freestanding ambulatory surgical center like Gosnell’s clinic have to do with “Home Health” care, the grand jury wondered.) Boyne in turn discussed the situation with her superior, Janice Staloski, head of the entire Bureau of Community Licensure and Certification. These two women were responsible for regulating the care in all abortion facilities in the state.


They decided to do nothing.


They did not follow up with the medical examiner’s office, or the Hospital of the University of Pennsylvania where Mongar was taken by ambulance and later died. They did not call the responding paramedics or the Philadelphia police department. And before the February 18 raid by the three amigos’ taskforce, no one from the Department of Health bothered to visit 3801 Lancaster Avenue to speak with Gosnell or anyone else about Mongar’s death. The grand jury in Gosnell’s case would later learn that Department of Health attorneys had actually ordered Darlene Augustine to say nothing about Mongar’s death to law enforcement during the raid. In fact Augustine had told Elinor Barsony, the other nurse, not to mention that they even knew about Mongar’s death. These government employees were accompanying law enforcement officers into a potentially hazardous situation but were deliberately withholding relevant information they possessed about the target of the raid. No wonder Darlene Augustine was looking sick.


Apparently a narcotics detective cared far more about the death of a refugee from Bhutan than one of the state’s own “health quality administrators”—or anyone else in the Department of Health. The grand jury would lambaste health department bureaucrats for their inaction, concluding that their passivity cost at least two women their lives.


FBI agents had been watching Gosnell’s truck at his other clinic in Delaware all afternoon. They followed the doctor back to Philadelphia and informed the team that Gosnell was en route. He pulled up to the clinic around 8:30 p.m. The search warrant team wanted to meet him before he went inside rather than risk walking in on an abortion in progress.


“He pulls up,” Woody remembers. “I approached him with my supervisor and Steve Dougherty. He’s on the phone with his wife, and he’s sort of telling her real quick—I didn’t realize he was on the phone at the time. He’s telling her the police are here.”


Gosnell told us he initially thought the police were investigating a shooting at a nearby bar. But he was quickly notified that he and his clinic were the target of the investigation. Jim Wood was the bearer of bad news, but it seemed to have little effect on Gosnell’s demeanor.


“I said, ‘Doc, get off the phone,’ I want to explain. I tell him we have a warrant for his office. And he was cooperative.”


“He was typical Gosnell, like, this . . . how do you describe this . . . like a calm Hannibal Lecter-type mentality, like, what’s all this about?”


Gosnell was not flustered. He asked if he could bring his dinner with him.


When the investigators saw the inside of the abortion clinic, they couldn’t understand how anyone could work in the place, much less eat dinner there. Even though Tosha Lewis had told them about the clinic’s appalling conditions, nothing could prepare them for the stench. As soon as the agents and officers entered the building, they were assaulted with the rank odor of cat feces, formaldehyde, and human urine.


“There was a cat running around the clinic,” FBI Special Agent Huff testified at trial, “and I actually saw urine on the stairs going up to the second floor. There were places where you could see blood on the floor. There [were] piles of trash all over the place. The smell was very bad.”6


Team members would describe the scene to the grand jury using such words as “filthy,” “deplorable,” “disgusting,” “very unsanitary, very outdated,” “horrendous,” and “by far, the worst” conditions these experienced professionals had ever encountered.


Everything was covered in cat hair—the chairs, blankets, and all the surfaces. Investigators saw semi-conscious women moaning in the waiting room. The clinic’s two surgical procedure rooms were filthy and unsanitary. DEA agent Dougherty would later compare them to “a bad gas station restroom.” Instruments were not sterile. Equipment was outdated and rusty. Women recovering from their abortions sat on dirty recliners covered with bloodstained blankets that employees said they “tried” to have cleaned weekly. Unlicensed employees had sedated all of the women, long before Gosnell arrived. Staff members couldn’t say for certain which medications they had given or what dosages they had administered. Many of the medications that the agents and detectives found in inventory were well past their expiration dates.7


The pre-op and post-op areas shared the same space, which health department inspector Elinor Barsony called “unusual.” But Gosnell made no effort to protect his patients’ privacy or dignity. “There was no separation anywhere. All the females were sitting in chairs in rows. There was no curtains, no drapes, nothing for privacy, confidentiality, or anything,” said Barsony. Two dusty old portable electric heaters warmed the room. An oxygen concentrator, covered in dust, looked like it didn’t work.8


Woody remembers expressing his shock and disgust to Darlene Augustine, the nurse who—though he didn’t know it at the time—was implicated in the Department of Health’s dereliction of duty in Karnamaya Mongar’s death—but she would not accept the evidence in front of her eyes. She was the DOH official who had received the fax about Mongar’s death, which her superiors had decided to ignore, and, as we have seen, that very night she was under orders from Health Department lawyers not to reveal anything about the Mongar case to the task force—orders she had passed along to her fellow nurse Elinor Barsony.


“Well, you’re just saying that because you’re a cop,” Augustine told Woody.


“I’m saying it because I’m a human being,” he replied.


Everything about the raid was bizarre. Gosnell walked into the clinic carrying one bag containing his dinner and another full of clams.


“What are the clams for?” Woody asked.


“To feed my turtles,” Gosnell answered, pointing to the (illegal) sea turtles in a dirty tank that dominated his waiting room.


As Woody tells it, Gosnell put away the bag of clams, then “he comes out with two of them, and he walks over to the fish tank and smashes them together and then just drops the whole, everything, the shells and the clam, right in the turtle tank.”


“With patients around, with workers around, with FBI agents in there,” Woody recalls with amazement.


The officers and agents wanted to separate all of the staff for questioning. Woody explains that the investigators wanted to know all that was going on in the clinic. “Not just the drug stuff, but other stuff, like Mrs. Mongar’s death, the people administering medicine without being trained. All that type,” the detective says. “There were a whole bunch of questions.”


Gosnell employed numerous assistants on his staff. Sherry West, Lynda Williams, Madeline Joe, Ashley Baldwin, Liz Hampton, and Eileen O’Neill were all working the night of the raid.


Liz Hampton, a housemate of Gosnell’s wife Pearl in foster care as a child, a tenant in his mother’s house as an adult, and one of the doctor’s longest-tenured employees, was in the recovery room, crying hysterically and saying she was going to have a heart attack. Police finally had to escort her out. Lynda Williams, whose only qualifications to administer dangerous drugs were an eighth-grade education and a phlebotomy certificate authorizing her to draw blood, appeared fidgety, nervous, and confused. She couldn’t tell the Pennsylvania Department of Health nurses the names of the medications the patients had been given. Instead, Health Department nurse Elinor Barsony recalled, “she went to the cabinet and pulled out the bottle and said, ‘This is what I gave.’ . . . Her hand was almost shaking when she was telling you this stuff.”


Barsony was on the raid to look for violations of the Pennsylvania Abortion Act. Her description of the facility, from her testimony at the trial, sounds like a scene from a horror film.


“It was dimmed. There was [sic] females sitting in lounge chairs, like, there was one lounge chair. Then there was four [more],” she said. “Then you had to go down two steps and there were three more females sitting in a chair. Chairs down there were just regular hardback chairs. The ones in the other [recovery] area . . . were kind of like a La-Z-Boy chair.”


Five women sat in the post-op area in those chairs, covered with dark blankets. “The first one was kind of somnolent. She was sleeping,” Barsony recalled. “The second and third one were quite [un]comfortable, saying that they had cramps and . . . [that] they were bleeding. The fourth and fifth ones were kind of awake with it. They were the more talkative, more verbal.”9


One patient had brought her children, and they were running wild as investigators tried to sort out the situation. Of the eight patients at the Women’s Medical Society clinic that night, none of them had been given the twenty-four-hours-in-advance counseling that Pennsylvania state law requires before every abortion. An abortion is a big decision, and the rule is supposed to give a patient time to change her mind. But in Gosnell’s clinic, investigators found piles of pre-signed twenty-four-hour counseling forms. He didn’t want his patients to change their minds. Once a woman turned up, he took her money, and she often had the procedure done that same day—illegally.


The post-op women were not hooked up to any kind of monitoring devices. “There was one automated blood-pressure cuff that was not used,” Barsony said. “I don’t know when it was used last. It was dusty and dirty.”


When nurse Barsony tried to talk with the first patient, she said, “I had to actually tap her on the knee to wake her up. The other two were in so much pain, they weren’t sleeping. . . . [They] were having abdominal cramping and holding their stomachs and trying not to be loud, but they were having pain and in discomfort.”


“The other two were drowsy but arousable,” Barsony said. “And they were talkative. They were upset.” Because of the conditions? No—it was the police presence. They were angry that law enforcement was interfering with their abortions.


Barsony found the procedure rooms in an even worse state than the recovery room. “They had the trays for the procedure already opened; so they were sitting there exposed . . . they’re supposed to be covered,” she explained. All medical instruments are supposed to be sealed until the doctor is ready for them. That’s when the sterilization seal is broken. Gosnell followed none of those basic medical protocols. In fact, all of the metal instruments Gosnell used were unsanitary and unsafe.


Barsony also saw that the suction machine used during some of the abortions was in a terrible state of repair. Attached to the suction machine are tubes, which are connected to jars that fill with fetal parts as the baby is suctioned out of the mother’s womb. These tubes were corroded and had lost their pliability. The suction gauge was unreadable. That meant the doctor couldn’t measure how much suction he was using. Then Barsony realized the clinic only had one of the machines, which was used for both vaginal and oral suction.


Barsony decided that the two patients in the most distress—the ones crying and bleeding heavily—needed to be hospitalized. Paramedics arrived quickly, only to discover that the emergency exit door from the recovery room was chained shut and blocked by broken and discarded furniture and equipment, including a wheelchair with a missing wheel. Nobody could find the key for the padlock.10


It eventually transpired that the emergency door had also been padlocked when paramedics showed up in November for Karnamaya Mongar. The grand jury concluded that the lock had delayed Mongar’s treatment and may have contributed to her death. In the three months between Mongar’s death and the taskforce raid on his clinic, Gosnell had never gotten around to getting the door fixed.


Because the paramedics couldn’t use the emergency exits, they had to take the women out the front door. The problem was the corridors were narrow and curved awkwardly. Worse, they were cluttered with file boxes, jugs of water, and plants. So the EMTs couldn’t even get a stretcher into the building. They had no choice but to walk the patients out.


Health Department nurse Darlene Augustine went into the basement with two police officers. The stairs were rickety and dangerous, and it took them awhile to find a light switch. The basement was filled with bags of fetal remains that reached the ceiling. Behind the bags they could see medical files and more old and broken equipment. Plants lined one of the walls, behind a pane of glass. The floor was covered in more cat feces. They also found unsecured medical supplies—syringes, expired medicines, and some biologicals that should have been in a temperature-controlled environment. The Philadelphia police, FBI, and DA’s office photographed everything.


The clinic felt like a maze. Gosnell actually owned three buildings, which he had connected haphazardly. The clinic was a warren, with stairs going everywhere, strangely shaped rooms, and corridors leading to more corridors. It was easy to get lost. CSU police officer John Taggart testified during the trial to the complexity of the building: “It’s kind of like taking out an auditorium and building rooms in there yourself but not squaring them off because it is a rectangle and a triangular building.”


Wood, Huff, and Dougherty had planned to interview Gosnell while the other agents would pair up and interview his assistants. Soon after they arrived, however, Huff’s supervisor from the FBI approached the two Health Department nurses to let them know that one of the patients had a problem and needed assistance. What the patient really wanted was for her abortion to proceed. Health Department nurse Elinor Barsony phoned her supervisor Cynthia Boyne, who in turn called hers, Janice Staloski in Harrisburg. We have already met these officials—the directors of the Pennsylvania Department of Health’s Division of Home Health and its Bureau of Community Licensure and Certification, responsible for overseeing abortion clinics, who had decided to do absolutely nothing about Gosnell’s clinic in response to the fax notifying the Health Department of Karnamaya Mongar’s death. And as we shall see in the next chapter, Staloski had visited Gosnell’s clinic as early as 1992, in her then position of state health inspector, and found “no deficiencies” despite multiple violations of the law and threats to patient safety. Still, even in the light of her appalling track record to this point, Staloski made a virtually incredible decision on the night of the raid. She said the Health Department had no jurisdiction to stop Gosnell from doing the abortion—he should be allowed to perform the procedure. Huff’s FBI supervisor concurred.


Wood and Huff objected strenuously. They were trying to interview Gosnell and coudn’t believe that Barsony, Augustine, and the FBI supervisor had seen the state of the place and allowed Gosnell to continue to treat patients. Months later, Huff and Woody were still talking about how Gosnell was allowed to do an abortion in the middle of a raid.


“We couldn’t believe it,” Woody told us. “He could have hurt that woman, too. I don’t know why that decision was made.” Wood and Huff aren’t medical experts, but they showed more concern for that woman’s health and wellbeing that winter night than the so-called professionals from the Department of Health.


It was extraordinary, to say the least. A Department of Health official in Harrisburg allowed an abortion at a filthy, flea-infested, excrement-covered clinic with expired medicine, broken machinery, and unsanitary instruments—staffed by unlicensed, untrained employees. The Pennsylvania Health Department let a known drug dealer and suspect in a possible homicide carry out the procedure. Health inspectors routinely shut down restaurants for less, but somehow in this case they decided their hands were tied. It’s difficult to find the right word to describe the Department of Health’s functionaries and their judgment that night, but despicable, unconscionable, criminal, inexcusable, and morally bankrupt all come to mind.


The patient, who was later identified by her initials S. W. or Patient Number Six, explained to investigators that she had sought the abortion because “I don’t want no more children.” It was the fourth time she had terminated a pregnancy.


When Gosnell had finished S. W.’s procedure, he walked into his office, where Woody, Dougherty, and Huff were waiting to pick up where their interview had left off. Jim Wood described to us what happened there: “He comes back with torn surgical gloves, his hands covered in blood and proceeds to eat teriyaki salmon with chopsticks in front of us.”


FBI agent Huff told the story on the witness stand during the abortionist’s murder trial. “When Gosnell came back, we continued the interview. He also got food and he actually—he actually was still wearing his bloody latex gloves that had some holes in them and he actually ate his dinner with the gloves on.”


The assistant district attorney interjected, “He didn’t take the gloves off?”


“No,” Huff answered.


“Were the gloves whole or were they ripped too?” the prosecutor asked.


“Yeah, they had some rips in them,” Huff replied. “They had blood on them.”


Smelling the food, a cat walked into the office. Gosnell, using one of his chopsticks as a pointer, said to the detectives, “See that cat? He’s killed two hundred mice in this clinic.” Gosnell accidently dropped the chopstick onto the dirty floor. Without a moment’s hesitation, he picked it up and continued eating.


“Jason Huff can’t eat salmon teriyaki to this day,” Woody told us.


According to Gosnell’s staff, he ate food even during abortions. “Dr. Gosnell would always eat during a procedure, a sandwich or a bowl of cereal, the door to the operating room would remain open during the procedure and one of his two ailing cats could and did wander in and out.”11


His own explanation of why he wore gloves to eat his dinner on the night of the raid is bizarre, as we found out when we interviewed him in prison. In contradiction to the sworn testimony of three law enforcement officers—that he ate in bloody surgical gloves—Gosnell insisted, “I washed and scrubbed post-operatively.” He admitted he was wearing gloves, but he told us that he had them on for a reason that had nothing to do with performing abortions: “While being questioned I used non-sterile gloves as I was cleaning a special terrarium as an entry for that year’s Flower Show of the Year in the PA Horticultural Society.”


Woody questioned Gosnell about Mongar’s death while Huff and Dougherty focused on the prescription drug allegations. Woody asked who had medicated Mongar. Gosnell said he had asked Lynda Williams (the phlebotomist with the eighth-grade education) to give her some medication, and he had administered more himself. Gosnell claimed he had been present whenever Mongar was given medication.


But down the hall, Williams was telling investigators a different story. She admitted to medicating Mongar on her own. Gosnell wasn’t even in the building at the time; she had called him and he had said, “Med her up.”


Williams also told detectives that Gosnell regularly manipulated ultrasounds to falsify fetal ages—to make the fetuses look younger than they really were. She said that Gosnell didn’t charge for this service, and that she believed he did it because patients would cry and beg him to. In reality, Gosnell was trying to cover up the illegal late-term abortions he was doing: Pennsylvania law prohibits abortions after twenty-three weeks and six days.


Gosnell seemed to enjoy talking to Woody and the federal agents. He was very cooperative, and he seemed to have an answer for everything. He was polite and composed, and nothing fazed him. This was classic Gosnell. Even during his murder trial, he was smiling and sociable. He displayed the same relaxed demeanor to us when we met him at Huntingdon Prison. But the night of the raid, he was underestimating how much law enforcement knew. The three amigos all noticed the doctor’s expression change when Woody started asking pointed questions about manipulating the ultrasounds.


“His face changed color. Turned like an ashy color. His lips started to quiver, and he dropped his head, and it looked like he was trying to compose himself because he wasn’t expecting that,” Wood told us. “I think that’s when he figured out that we were getting information from the other workers and now he’s in big doo-doo.”


It was the one and only time Gosnell showed weakness.


Gosnell admits his demeanor changed the night of the raid, but he disputes the reason. “It happens to be quite true that I was ‘rattled’ during this phase of the six-hour interrogation [according to both the official records and Jim Wood, the interview, which was continually interrupted, actually lasted for less than an hour], but not for the reason assumed by the officers.” Gosnell says he was realizing that he had been “mistakenly” rounding down the ages of the babies he was preparing to abort. “My confusion was not of guilt as supposed—it was more like—how could I have gotten myself into an apparent bind.”


In any case, on the night of the raid, Gosnell composed himself and tried to deflect attention from his wrongdoing. “I had a friend in Kansas,” he said, “who was shot and killed in his church.”


His friend was George Tiller, the infamous late-term abortionist in Wichita who was murdered by an anti-abortion militant named Scott Roeder on May 31, 2009. Roeder shot Tiller through the eye at point blank range. Roeder was convicted in 2010 and received a life sentence without possibility of parole for fifty years. He is fifty-seven.


Abortion providers know and refer patients to each other. Karnamaya Mongar, for example, had come to Gosnell from a clinic in Washington, D.C. Gosnell received regular referrals from clinics in Virginia, Maryland, New York, Connecticut, and New Jersey. Sometimes women would come from as far away as Florida, Georgia, and Puerto Rico.


Abortionists even have an annual convention in Las Vegas where they gather for seminars and training and a bit of fun. That’s where Gosnell met Tiller and they became good friends.


Wood wasn’t interested in Gosnell’s friendship with Tiller. What about the ultrasounds? Why manipulate them?


But Gosnell’s mention of Tiller wasn’t irrelevant; he was bringing up their relationship to give a reason that he would never have done illegal late-term abortions in Pennsylvania—because he could refer those cases to his friend who did legal late-term abortions in Kansas, where the law was different.


Gosnell told the detectives that abortions are legal in Pennsylvania up to twenty-four and a half weeks. (The limit is actually twenty-three weeks and six days.) The doctor went on to explain that if a woman sought his services past (his mistaken idea of) the legal limit, he would refer her out of state, usually to Kansas or Colorado.


But that wasn’t quite true. Jim Wood told Gosnell that his colleagues had discovered a lot of aborted fetuses in the basement. Hypothetically, Woody asked, how many of those fetuses might turn out to be older than the legal limit when they’re examined by the coroner?


“Not a whole lot,” Gosnell replied. “Maybe 10 to 20 percent.” He assured Wood and his colleagues that he tried not to perform abortions past the legal limit.


The doctor had casually admitted to a serious crime—several, in fact—in front of a police officer and two federal agents.


It was a long night for everyone. Investigators collected what evidence they could and took hundreds of pictures. Wood searched for anything he could find that might shed light on Karnamaya Mongar’s death.


In one room, Wood came upon a metal cupboard. He opened it and found a shelf full of jars—five of them—containing little baby feet.


He looked at DEA agent Dougherty and wondered aloud, “Is this normal?”


“I’ve never been to an abortion clinic before. I didn’t know if that was normal. It didn’t look normal, but crazy things happen in this world,” Woody told us.


He closed the cupboard and left the feet where they were. The contents of the jars did not constitute material evidence for his search warrant, he didn’t understand why they were in the cupboard, so he didn’t have probable cause to take the feet. He kept looking.


Woody looked in refrigerators and freezers, which were placed throughout the building, including in some of the bathrooms. He kept finding containers filled with fetal remains. Not just glass jars but empty water and milk jugs, cat food containers, and Minute Maid juice bottles with the necks cut off.


Investigators found the remains of forty-seven babies in all.12


Dr. Sam Gulino, Philadelphia’s chief medical examiner, would later detail for the court what they found:


           There [were] a great variety of the types of containers. Some of them were, in one case a distilled water jug where the top had been cut off of it. Others were drink containers, like I think one was a cherry limeade container that had been used. There were others that I recognized. It was a container that you would have either cat or dog food in because I had actually used that brand of cat food with my cat, so I knew what the container was by its very distinctive shape. And in most of the cases, the tops had been cut off so that the opening was larger; and then they contained in them usually some amount of bloody liquid that was frozen, fetal tissue. And then, as I said, some of them also contained other objects such as gloves or gauze or, in some cases, some of the cervical dilators.13


The search took hours to finish. By the time it was over, the detectives and agents were physically and emotionally exhausted. They also weren’t sure what they had found. How much of what they had seen and heard was legal and how much wasn’t? “We knew there were fetuses in the freezer during the search,” Woody recalls. “But we still didn’t know the extent of all the other information. We didn’t know as far as the legitimacy of all the stuff that these workers were saying about Gosnell.”


The next morning, Wood, Huff, Dougherty, and their teams reconvened after just a few hours’ sleep to meet with First Assistant DA Joe McGettigan. McGettigan is a highly respected prosecutor who first made a name for himself in the 1997 murder prosecution of multimillionaire John E. du Pont and later in the conviction of former Penn State football coach and serial child molester Jerry Sandusky. Now in private practice, McGettigan has also had a successful career as a screenwriter in Hollywood, off and on between cases.


McGettigan wanted to know how the detectives planned to proceed, because the investigation was clearly expanding beyond the scope of a single suspicious death.


The problem for investigators was that Gosnell still had full access to his Lancaster Avenue clinic. He hadn’t yet been arrested or charged with any crime. And other than the evidence the agents had collected for the drug case, they hadn’t taken anything else—none of the files and none of the babies’ remains. “We knew we needed to get back to the clinic with either a search warrant or consent to search to get the fetuses out, to get more evidence of other crimes that may have been committed,” Wood explains.


The decision was made that Wood and a lieutenant should pay a visit to Gosnell at his other clinic in Delaware and obtain consent for another search of the Philadelphia clinic, this time to remove the fetuses and take more pictures of the clinic’s filthy condition, the cats, and the bloodstained floors.


The police officers went to the Atlantic Women’s Medical Services at 2809 Baynard Boulevard in Wilmington, Delaware. A staff member told them Gosnell was in the middle of an abortion and would join them as soon as he was finished. As they waited, however, Gosnell’s lawyer called the office and asked to speak to John McConnell, the lieutenant who was there with Jim Wood. The lawyer wanted to know if they planned to arrest his client that evening. McConnell answered no, and the attorney said, “That’s fine,” and hung up.


Gosnell emerged from the clinic at 8.30 p.m. He wanted the detectives to know he had done nothing wrong and was willing to cooperate. He signed their consent form and asked them to wait for him to finish up so he could follow them back to Philadelphia. They left for Lancaster Avenue twenty minutes later.


Homicide detectives joined them at the Women’s Medical Society clinic not long after they arrived there. There was some tension that night. Homicide cops are busy; Philly is a dangerous town. They always have plenty of other cases to cover, and they weren’t even sure this one qualified as a homicide. The detectives didn’t want to interview Gosnell at the clinic; they wanted to take him downtown to police headquarters at 8th and Race.


“No, I don’t want to go to 8th and Race,” Gosnell told them. “I want to go home to my wife. I’ve had a long day.”


He wasn’t under arrest, so the detectives let him leave. It was a missed opportunity. The next day, Gosnell refused to answer any questions and referred the police to his attorney. It was not the only time when a disconnect between homicide and the team that had been investigating Gosnell would adversely affect the investigation.


But that night, before the homicide detectives arrived, Gosnell was still in a cooperative mood as McConnell and Wood went about their search. The doctor walked up to a freezer in one of the rooms they were searching, pointed at a container, and said, “Oh, by the way, that’s Mrs. Mongar’s fetus.” Wood remembers the creepy exchange vividly. Karnamaya Mongar had died months earlier, yet her baby remained in the freezer. Gosnell behaved as though this was not at all strange.


“I’ll never forget it,” Wood told us. “You open up the freezer door—and you know how you have one side [of a refrigerator] is the freezer. Well, Mrs. Mongar’s baby was there . . . in a clear bag. It was the only one in a clear bag, wrapped in a paper towel.” A medical examiner later determined that Mongar’s baby, a girl, was nineteen weeks old.


No files were removed during the second search on February 19, which lasted until the next morning. Once again, the police and federal agents lacked the necessary warrants. FBI agent Huff had taken pictures of some of the files the night of February 18. Latosha Lewis had shown him a shelf where second-trimester abortion files were kept. But when Huff finally returned with another warrant, on April 2, those files were gone.


On February 19, police removed the forty-seven fetuses and delivered them to the medical examiner’s office. But they left the jars containing baby feet. Detectives still weren’t certain whether there was anything illegal about the feet being stored as they were. Only later were the feet also seized and taken to the medical examiner.


Gosnell had told Kareema Cross—another underqualified clinic employee who drew blood, did ultrasounds, and even injected labor-inducing drugs—that he kept the feet for “DNA purposes.” But that was just another lie. A small tissue sample is all that is required to obtain DNA, even assuming that there was any legitimate reason to do DNA testing on any of the fetuses Gosnell had aborted. According to Adrienne Moton, in her three years of working at the clinic, nobody ever asked for a DNA test.14


It’s something of a mystery why Gosnell kept the feet, how long he kept them, and why he eventually chose to dispose of some but not others. Kareema Cross supplied detectives with photographs that she had taken in the clinic in 2008. We have seen the pictures; one shows at least twenty jars with baby feet. And Ashley Baldwin, a teenaged employee of Gosnell’s whose mother eventually pled guilty to corruption of a minor for bringing her daughter to work with her at Gosnell’s house of horrors, would also testify that she saw at least twenty jars of feet at one point.15 But when the police conducted their search, they only found five.16 Apparently Gosnell severed babies’ feet for his own amusement and secretly disposed of them when it suited him, in a course of conduct shocking for a doctor—though not for a serial killer.


Over the next several weeks after the initial February 18 raid and the follow-up the next night, investigators made numerous return visits to 3801 Lancaster Avenue. On February 22 a police officer removed Gosnell’s medical license from a wall. One detective told us there was blood on the frame. The contrast between the clean space it left and the rest of the wall showed just how disgustingly dirty the place was; it seemed that no cleaning had been done since the license was hung more than thirty years before.


Woody’s videotape of a later search makes for disturbing viewing. The filth, the garbage piles, the bags of fetal remains scattered about—it’s nauseating. Some of the workers pointed to the stains on the walls. Those were where patients would urinate because the toilets didn’t work. Later, at trial, it was revealed that the toilets were often backed up with fetal remains.17 Bathrooms had vomit on the floor—from the drug addicts Gosnell happily supplied, it was revealed in later interviews.


In one part of Wood’s video, he walks through the office of Eileen O’Neill, the unlicensed medical school graduate who would be tried alongside Gosnell for theft by deception, conspiracy to commit theft, racketeering, conspiracy related to corruption, perjury, and false swearing. She was lucky they didn’t charge her with practicing medicine without a license. O’Neill maintained that she worked upstairs and had no idea what was going on.


In O’Neill’s office was a plaque in the shape of a dog bone. It read: “We got rid of the kids because the dogs were allergic.” Woody took a picture of it, and it’s still a screensaver on one of his home computers—a regular reminder of the most important case of his career.


Pennsylvania Department of Health nurses Darlene Augustine and Elinor Barsony inexplicably waited until four days after the February 18 raid to return to the Lancaster Avenue clinic. On that occasion they were accompanied by Susan Mitchell, a health inspector who had visited Gosnell’s clinic twice before over a twenty-year span. They described to the grand jury a facility that was clean, uncluttered, and smelling strongly of disinfectant. There were no cats in sight. The delay by the Department of Health had given Gosnell plenty of time to clean up.18


Still, on that visit the DOH did make some gruesome discoveries. According to their report, which we have seen, they found that “Five containers from second trimester abortions for the month of 12/09 were located on a shelf in a cabinet above the sink between the 2 procedure rooms.”


The same day, February 22, the Pennsylvania Board of Medicine temporarily suspended Gosnell’s medical license. Sherilyn Gillespie served the petition for Immediate Temporary Suspension on Dr. Gosnell. Juan Ruiz, the prosecuting attorney for the Department of State, insisted that she have someone with her “due [to] the dangerous area and practice of the doctor.” Gosnell voluntarily surrendered his “wall certificate, registration certificate and wallet card.” Steve Dougherty from the DEA accompanied Gillespie and asked Gosnell to voluntarily surrender his DEA license; Gosnell refused, saying he wanted a hearing.


Four days had passed after the initial raid and its grisly revelations, and Gosnell had been free to destroy evidence, practice his horrific brand of medicine, and butcher babies and women. The Harrisburg bureaucrats didn’t deem it necessary to interrupt their weekend. Department of Health officials didn’t even initiate the paperwork to shut down the clinic until March 12, almost a month later.19


On April 2 FBI Agent Huff obtained a warrant to search Gosnell’s home at 646 North 32nd Street. Once again, Woody documented the search on video. The team wore hazmat suits. Given the state of the clinic, they weren’t taking any chances. Once inside, they were all grateful for the protection.


What the amigos found was like something out of an episode of Hoarders. Everywhere they turned there were clothes and rubbish, bits of food, plastic bags, teddy bears, and other stuffed animals. The garden was overgrown, with empty cardboard boxes strewn about, lots of empty flowerpots, and pieces of old furniture in the yard. Inside the house, most of the curtains were pulled closed and every room was dirty, filled with trash and books and files and stacks of old mail. Most of the bathrooms were stuffed with rubbish and filth, the dust clearly visible where it had accumulated over the years.


Like many hoarders, Gosnell and his wife, Pearl, were big shoppers. Philadelphia police officer John Taggart described to us the brand new, often unopened merchandise they found. “He had DVDs and movies that he never opened. Stacks of them all around the bedroom. There was a 60-inch TV. Nobody even saw it because it had clothes on it until we moved them,” Taggart explained. “And Pearl had a lot of Coach bags. I don’t know if they were real. They were on top of the bed. A lot of them were still in boxes like she [hadn’t] even opened them.”20


In what appeared to be Pearl’s office, detectives saw a large collection of DVDs. Some of the titles seem ironic now, like Hide and Seek, I Tried, and Labor Pains. All the rooms were painted in vivid reds, navy blues, and purples. Almost every room had a fridge, including the bedrooms and bathrooms. No fetal remains were found in the home, however. And there was one room, a bathroom, which stood out as the only clean space in the house. It’s a mystery to the police why that one room was clean.


Gosnell was home at the time of the search. He was smiling and relaxed, as usual. Noticing one of the officers was Hispanic, Gosnell offered to cook him Spanish eggs. The offer was declined.


At one point Philadelphia Assistant District Attorney Christine Wechsler had to leave the house to make a phone call. From outside, she heard music coming from the house. Outraged that someone would put music on during a search, she ran back inside, only to discover Gosnell playing Chopin on his piano whilst surrounded by police officers in hazmat suits. In a surreal case this was one of the most surreal moments.


On the third floor, officers found Gosnell’s fifteen-year-old daughter in bed. Jenna Gosnell’s room was painted pink and purple, with a bookcase crammed with stuffed animals and soft toys. Bizarrely, she had a shelf full of dolls that resembled real babies. There were lots of unopened toys, too. It looked liked any other teenage girl’s room, with a few notable exceptions. Her door had a lock on the outside. In her closet were two mink coats that had recently been dry cleaned. And in a trunk beside her bed were a .380-caliber Mauser semi-automatic pistol and $241,147.00 in cash. Gosnell had told Wood he owned two guns, but detectives only recovered the one in Jenna’s room.


Assistant DA Christine Wechsler and one of the officers decided to search the basement, though Gosnell strenuously advised them not to. As Wechsler and the officer descended the stairs, they could hear a strange noise, but they couldn’t work out what it was. The basement was very dimly lit, and once their eyes adjusted to the light, they could see that their hazmat suits were turning black from the bottom up. They raced back upstairs, covered in fleas. The noise they had heard was the fleas jumping on their hazmat suits.


At the top of the stairs, Gosnell smiled and said, “See I’m not such a bad guy, I told you not to go down there.”21


Meanwhile, the investigation had taken a more sinister turn. On March 24, a dive team searched the waters off the dock of Gosnell’s beach house in Brigantine, New Jersey. Gosnell had been seen going into the house very late at night with medical waste bags. He didn’t turn on the lights, and soon afterward he was seen leaving the house with two other men. All three went out on the dock by the house. Gosnell appeared to be emptying something from the bags into the water. Investigators also heard that he was seen removing material from bags and putting it into crab traps as bait. But the dive team did not find any evidence—investigators believe fetal remains would likely have been completely eaten by the crabs that crawl in those waters.


Jim Wood has seen a lot in his many years in law enforcement, but the searches of Gosnell’s clinic and home had a profound effect on him.


During the search of the Women’s Medical Society clinic, officers opened a safe and found an envelope with money still in it. It was Karnamaya Mongar’s payment for her abortion.


“It was $330,” Woody told us. “There was some put on a VISA account.” On the envelope was written: “Karna Mongar, 830.00, 500.00 visa, 330 cash Wednesday 11/18.”


“We never opened that envelope. That envelope is still in our evidence today, not opened. We have pictures of that. It was just eerie to see. A woman paid for her own death.”


“It’s like . . . Frank Rizzo, former mayor of Philadelphia said to police officers, [being a Philly cop], it’s a free ticket to see the greatest show on earth. It really is.”


“I don’t know if it’s free though.”
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