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  PRAISE FOR
THE CRIME BUFF’S GUIDE TO THE OUTLAW ROCKIES


  




  “THE CRIME BUFF’S GUIDE TO THE OUTLAW ROCKIES is a fascinating and macabre tour of crime locations and criminal acts where the body count is as high as the altitude. Readers will be reminded that the Wild West was really wild — and that it still is. Ron Franscell is a thorough and unflinching guide. This book is hard to put down and voyeurs with GPS units should be both thrilled ... and weirded out at times.”




  —C. J. Box, New York Times bestselling author of COLD WIND and BACK OF BEYOND




  “One of the best true crime writers going today, Ron Franscell has provided in OUTLAW ROCKIES a fascinating guide to help true crime buffs locate the crime scenes that made the Old Wild West wild, as well as those of the most notorious of modern day homicides. In a lengthy series of well-written �mini-stories’ that also provides the GPS coordinates and addresses, OUTLAW ROCKIES takes the adventurous reader on a historical tour from the haunts of Butch Cassidy and the Wild Bunch to the Denver home of a radio shock jock gunned down by white supremacists. I can imagine legions of true crime fans with Franscell’s book in hand standing in these places, contemplating in real life what the characters of history saw and experienced.”




  —Steve Jackson, bestselling author of MONSTER




  PRAISE FOR


   THE CRIME BUFF’S GUIDE TO OUTLAW TEXAS


  




  “The ultimate guilty pleasure book.”




  —Columnist Scott Stroud, San Antonio Express-News




  “The research in this book is simply amazing! Ron Franscell has basically re-mapped Texas, specifically pinpointing where all of our most notorious outlaws lived, performed their gruesome deeds, and died. On top of that, he’s uncovered riveting stories about outlaws in far away corners of the state that very few us even knew about. For everyone interested in Texas’ great outlaw past, this is an indispensable guide.”




  —Skip Hollandsworth, executive editor of Texas Monthly




  “Texas, of course, was home to some of the world’s most infamous criminals but author Ron Franscell rounds all of them up and puts them in one place ... an encyclopedic tour of notable buildings and sites where crimes took place and graveyards where criminals are buried. Interspersed are some of the more amazing stories that go with them. Sordid yet fascinating.”




  —Fort Worth (TX) Star-Telegram




  “[Texans] will have a field day with this book ... [Franscell] maps out not only the histories of the outlaws, but the law officials who hunted them down and, in some cases, the victims and peripheral players. He details their histories, from scenes of the crime to burial spots, then leads us there, aided by Global Positioning System technology.”




  —Houston Chronicle




  “Texans love their outlaws � [and] Ron Franscell has written an intriguing guide with brief profiles of the men and women whose names are forever linked with the dark side of Texas history.”




  —San Antonio (TX) Express-News




  “Traveling the Old West calls for the adventure in us, as many of the trails and sites are not on established roads, nor well marked or marked at all. Journalist Ron Franscell has finally given us a weapon to help us win this battle—GPS coordinates to the graves and sites of Texas outlaws and the lawmen who chased and convicted them. ... For those of you who want to ensure you reach the prize at the end of your search, Franscell’s guidebook is an indispensable resource.”




  —True West Magazine




  “Fascinating ... The outlaws range from mere scoundrels to the essence of evil — a cast of characters worth pursuing across the great Lone Star State. This isn’t a book to put away after reading. Take it on the road.”




  —Beaumont (TX) Enterprise




  “Texas has more than its share of unforgettable crime stories that cover a full range of human emotions-from the tragically comical to the unspeakably horrific. None of those stories can be fully understood without the context of place and Ron Franscell’s OUTLAW TEXAS, an effective combination of interesting stories, directions, and GPS coordinates, gives us the �what and where’ necessary to understand our uniquely Texan true crime heritage.”




  —Gary Lavergne, bestselling author of A Sniper in the Tower and Bad Boy from Redbud




  “Gifted crime writer Ron Franscell takes you along on an absolutely fascinating road trip. And along the way, be prepared to often hear yourself saying, �Damn, I didn’t know that!’”




  —Carlton Stowers, dean of Texas true crime and Edgar-winning author of To The Last Breath and Careless Whispers




  “My only complaint: It ended much too soon! ... OUTLAW TEXAS is a superbly researched book that is a must read for any wishing to know about the places Wyatt Earp palled around with Doc Holliday, how The Chicken Ranch in LaGrange became the Best Little Whorehouse in Texas, or what became of the sites of some of America’s worst mass murders.”




  —Kim Cantrell, editor of True Crime Book Reviews




  “Can’t wait to fire up my GPS. A fascinating trek through Texas crime.”




  —Kathryn Casey, author of the Texas true crimes Shattered and Descent into Hell




  “No cowboy should be without The Crime Buff’s Guide to Outlaw Texas ... filled with true stories of bad guys (and gals) from around the Lone Star State, this browse-able book is a fun to read treasure.”




  —Syndicated reviewer Terri Schlichenmeyer of BookWormSez




  “History itself is not only about politics or religion or institutions, it’s also about anti-social behavior and the effects of criminal activity on society. If you want a guide to the vast world of Texas criminal history, go to your local bookstore and pick up The Crime Buff’s Guide to Outlaw Texas.”




  —Robert Waters, author of The Best Defense and co-author of Outgunned!




  “This intensely written book ... adds another turn off-the-beaten-trail to the list of outstanding Western titles from this fine New England press. ... Written not just with skill, but with art.”




  —Western Writers of America’s Roundup Magazine
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    	Madam Mattie Silks’s bordello at 2009 Market Street is a historic Denver landmark today. (Fairmount Cemetery, page 28)




    	

      Old-timers once recalled “Uncle” Butch Cassidy pitching silver dollars to them from the door of the Miner’s Exchange Saloon in South Pass City. (Miner’s Exchange Saloon, page 133)


    




    	

      Towering twelve stories above the North Platte, this bridge was the site of the rape of one young Casper girl and murder of another in 1973, a crime that still haunts the city. (Fremont Canyon Bridge Murder, page 153)


    




    	

      A visitor center on the site of the Ludlow camp near Trinidad memorializes the twenty-five dead—mostly women and children—in the strike-breaking attack. (Ludlow Massacre, page 86)


    




    	

      Gay college student Matthew Shepard was brutally beaten by two local thugs and left to die on this buckrail fence in 1998. (Matthew Shepard Murder, page 187)


    




    	

      Nobody knows exactly where Kid Curry was buried in Linwood Cemetery after his suicide, but a marker exists anyway. (Harvey “Kid Curry” Logan’s Grave, page 136)


    




    	

      Tyrannical father Richard Jahnke was killed by his son in front of the garage at this house in 1982. (Richard Jahnke Murder, page 166)


    




    	

      Former teacher Fred Lundy, who lived in this mountain cabin, helped the Griffith sisters build a cabin nearby—and might have killed them too. (Emily Griffith Murder, page 77)


    




    	

      Gaetano’s, a restaurant that advertises “Italian to die for,” was the headquarters for Denver’s mob underworld for decades. (Denver’s Brother Hoods, page 38)


    


  




  GHOSTS OF THE WILDEST WEST: AN INTRODUCTION





  Ask yourself this question: What made the Wild West wild?




  Was it an untamed landscape that was as unforgiving as it was magnificent? Was it a primitive sense that no amount of money or breeding could save you from its dangers? Or could it have been the unchecked lawlessness that prevailed for decades—and still exists in its most remote corners?




  Or maybe it was all those things.




  Place matters, even in crime. I grew up in Wyoming, and I understand how it’s possible to drive a long, straight road for hours without ever seeing another human. I know how lofty philosophies about law and justice dissolve in remote places where cries for help will go unheard. I have spent moonless nights beneath skies so inky black that you cannot see your fingers in front of your face—perfect for those who would hide their faces and deeds.




  Being there is not just a good way to understand history, but in some places, it helps you grasp the desperation and loneliness of the people who were there before you, especially in places where our imagination, myth, and history entangle. Places where the past exists just beneath the surface of the present.




  This book will take you to the lonely swale where a Colorado brewing magnate died unexpectedly on a crisp morning. It will let you stand where a sixteen-year-old boy ended one of Wyoming’s deadliest killing sprees with a single shot. It will point the way to spots where infamous crime figures—Bat Masterson, Charlie Starkweather, Doc Holliday, Al Capone, Butch Cassidy, and Ted Bundy, among others—once stood. It will take you to the many places in our Wildest West where ordinarily law-abiding people finally grew frustrated with the pace of justice and took the law into their own hands.




  Let this book be your window. Our appreciation of history begins in the places where it happened. And now the magic of the Global Positioning System (GPS) allows you to stand in a precise historic spot, as best as our modern technology and imaginations can muster. We have made every attempt to put you literally within inches of the past.




  This is certainly no ordinary guidebook. You won’t find many suggestions for places to sleep or eat, although you might often find such spots by chasing these ghosts. Rather, consider this a history book that tells you exactly where to stand to see the past and present—and maybe a bit of the future.




  The Wild West is many things, not the least of which is a wild history of crime, punishment, survival, and redemption.




  History is how we know, how we learn. And being there makes all the difference.




  —RON FRANSCELL




  HOW TO USE THIS BOOK




  The entries in this book are divided into five chapters: four geographic regions (Metro Denver, Colorado’s Front Range and Western Slope, and Wyoming) and one segment about the famous outlaw Butch Cassidy and his Wild Bunch. Each entry has physical and GPS directions that will let you stand in the footsteps of history—not in the general vicinity, but literally on a spot relevant to one of Colorado’s or Wyoming’s most notable and fascinating crimes or outlaw-related figures.




  Crimes big and small have been committed every single day since mankind began to distinguish right from wrong. This book cannot begin to aggregate every injustice, every crime, every inhumanity ever visited upon Colorado and Wyoming, although even the smallest crime certainly affects victims, survivors, and communities as much as the most celebrated crimes in our history. And in some cases here, I have chosen only a few representative sites. So please don’t be offended if you feel I’ve overlooked a crime or site you believe should have been included.




  A word of warning: Many of these sites are on private property. Always seek permission before venturing onto private land. Do not trespass. It’s rude, it’s illegal, and this is still the Wild West, where everybody owns a gun.




  I made every effort to be precise in my facts and directions, but being human, I am bound to have erred here and there. If you believe I should include a certain crime in future editions—or if you see an error that should be corrected—please send me a note at Ron Franscell/OUTLAW ROCKIES, c/o Globe Pequot Press, 246 Goose Lane, P.O. Box 480, Guilford, CT 06437; or e-mail editorial@globepequot.com.




  A NOTE ABOUT GPS ACCURACY




  GPS readings are affected by many things, including satellite positions, noise in the radio signal, weather, natural barriers to the signal, and variations between devices. Noise—static, interference, or competing frequencies—can cause errors up to thirty feet. Clouds, bad weather, mountains, or buildings can also skew readings up to one hundred feet.




  While I’ve tried to make every GPS coordinate in The Crime Buff’s Guide to the Outlaw Rockies as precise as possible, I can’t be sure you’ll visit under the same conditions or with the same kind of equipment. The best possible way to get an accurate reading is to be sure the satellites and your receiver have a clear view of each other, with no clouds, trees, or other interference. If your device doesn’t bring you to the right spot, look around. It’s likely within a few paces.




  1DENVER METRO AREA





  CHUCK E. CHEESE MASS MURDER




  Aurora




  The building that once housed the Chuck E. Cheese restaurant is in a strip mall at 12293 East Iliff Ave., Suite A. GPS 39.675207, -104.844887




  Less than two weeks before Christmas in 1994, Nathan Dunlap—an angry kitchen worker who’d been fired a week before—slipped into the Chuck E. Cheese pizzeria just after closing. In a murderous rage, he shot five former coworkers (three of them teenagers) with a small-caliber, semiautomatic handgun. Four of them died on the spot, but despite being shot in the jaw, a fifth escaped to a nearby apartment building where he called police.




  Dunlap, twenty, escaped and was hidden by his girlfriend until he was arrested the next day. He was convicted in the mass murder two years later and given four death sentences, one for each of the victims gunned down at the pizza parlor. He remains on Colorado’s death row.




  DEATH ROW’S LUCKIEST MAN




  Aurora




  Eastlawn Memorial Gardens is at 19600 Smith Rd. The grave is at GPS 39.75053, -104.75159.




  Three times, convicted killer Sylvester Lee Garrison (1932–2005) ate his last meal—always fried chicken, stewed onions, french fries and “real” coffee—before eleventh-hour stays saved his life. In eleven years on death row, he shook the hands of five condemned men who never came back from the gas chamber. He himself had fourteen different execution dates for the 1958 pistol-whipping murder of an elderly man—but all came and went as Garrison, who always said he didn’t do it, survived.
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  When the U.S. Supreme Court abolished the death penalty in 1972, Garrison’s sentence was commuted to life. Despite his murder conviction, he was paroled in 1978 and became a city maintenance worker and beloved family patriarch, still maintaining his innocence.




  He grew philosophical about what he’d seen while awaiting his own death.




  “You could see all the weak parts of people, the child in them,” he told a newspaperman in 1989. “I seen some of them fantasize and never come back.”




  “How many times can you die?” he once asked. Well, Garrison escaped death row and became a kind of poster boy for capital punishment opponents, but he couldn’t escape death. He died of a brain tumor in 2005, just a week shy of his seventy-third birthday.




  FALLEN OFFICERS MEMORIAL




  Aurora




  This memorial is in the City of Aurora’s government complex at 15151 East Alameda Parkway, or GPS 39.71154, -104.81341.




  This site is among the most ambitious and contemplative memorials ever created to honor police officers who have died in the line of duty. Sculpture and a somber wall of memory pay tribute to the local lawmen and women.




  VICTIM ALIE BERRELEZ’S GRAVE




  Centennial




  Chapel Hill Memorial Gardens is at 6601 S. Colorado Blvd., or GPS 39.59981, -104.94614.




  Aleszandra “Alie” Berrelez (1988–1993) was only five years old when she was abducted from the yard of her family’s Englewood apartment building on May 18, 1993. Four days later, a police bloodhound named Yogi led his handler over more than fourteen miles of rugged terrain to her smothered body, which had been stuffed in a khaki duffel bag and dumped down a ravine near Deer Creek Mountain Park.
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  The city of Aurora pays tribute to fallen officers at an elaborate, touching memorial.




  Yogi tracked the killer’s scent back to an empty apartment in Alie’s apartment building, but to date, the case is unsolved. Police believe Alie’s killer either lived in the apartment complex or had visited someone there.




  The slain girl’s grandparents established the Alie Foundation, which buys bloodhounds for police agencies throughout the United States. Since then, the nonprofit foundation has placed more than three hundred bloodhounds in forty-five states.




  Yogi died of cancer in 1998. He is buried with twenty other police dogs at the Aurora Police Shooting Range at the Spring Hill Golf Course, 810 Telluride St., or GPS 39.72957, -104.77373.




  You can learn more about the Alie Foundation at its website: www.alie.org.




  

    	Columbine High School massacre victims Corey DePooter, Rachel Scott, and teacher Dave Sanders are all buried in Chapel Hill Memorial Gardens in Centennial. DePooter and Scott are buried side by side in the Columbine Memorial at GPS 39.60139, -104.94952. Sanders is buried in Section 394, or GPS 39.60094, -104.94704.


  




  See also Fallen Officers Memorial.
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  A police bloodhound, Yogi found Alie Berrelez’s body more than nine miles from where she disappeared.




  ALAN BERG’S MURDER SCENE




  Denver




  Berg’s former townhouse is at 1445 Adams St., or GPS 39.73931, -104.94850. This is private property.




  Talk-radio host Alan Berg (1934–1984) had a knack for riling people up. Using the thirty-eight-state broadcasting reach of Denver’s KOA radio station, the Chicago-born liberal provoked and enraged listeners on topics like oral sex, bigotry, Christianity, gun control, and neo-Nazis. Abrasive and irreverent, he took no prisoners: He often insulted any callers who dared disagree with him, including the Colorado secretary of state. Berg was so potent, he was profiled by 60 Minutes’ Morley Safer. He proudly called himself “the man Denver loves to hate.” In short, he was the irascible model for later talk-radio icons like Rush Limbaugh.




  Naturally, Berg picked up enemies. Among them were members of a growing white supremacist group called The Order. The devoutly anti-Semitic organization kept a “hate list” of people it deemed to be threats to the white race—people it believed should be assassinated. Among them were Henry Kissinger, Norman Lear, David Rockefeller—and Alan Berg.




  On June 18, 1984, Berg was shot thirteen times with an assault rifle in the driveway of his town home by members of The Order. The hit was financed with money stolen in bank robberies.




  Two Order members—shooter Bruce Pierce and getaway driver David Lane—were convicted in 1987, not for killing Berg but for violating his civil rights. Pierce is still serving his 252-year sentence in a Pennsylvania federal prison; Lane died in an Indiana prison in 2007 of an epileptic seizure. Other Order members were suspected of playing roles in the murder but never convicted.




  Berg’s story was told in Stephen Singular’s 1987 book Talked to Death and fictionalized by director Oliver Stone in his 1988 movie Talk Radio.




  DENVER MINT ROBBERY




  Denver




  The Mint is at 320 West Colfax Ave., or GPS 39.7399, -104.992336.




  A famous bank robber once said he robbed banks because that’s where the money is. But on a frigid morning in December 1922, a gang of thieves went directly to where the money is made—the Denver Mint—to hijack an armored car containing $200,000 in $5 bills. In ninety seconds outside the Mint’s front door on West Colfax Avenue, five robbers drove up in a black Buick, killed a guard, and grabbed the money. In the ensuing gunfight with other guards, one robber was hit in the jaw with a shotgun blast, but the thieves escaped with the money anyway.




  Police launched the biggest manhunt in Denver history. Shopkeepers closed up rather than accept stolen money. Bootleggers were shut down on the highways, and the price of booze skyrocketed. One psychic even predicted a robber would confess his crime in church.




  A month later, the frozen body of the wounded robber—career criminal Nick “Chainsaw Jimmie” Trainor—was found in the getaway car, which had been dumped in the garage of a house at 1631 Gilpin St. (now a vacant lot at GPS 39.74239, -104.96732). Photos of Trainor’s corpse were published in local papers, but he was only identified after his fingertips were stripped off and stretched to make prints. Great crowds of spectators gathered for his funeral at Riverside Cemetery (5201 Brighton Blvd.), and dozens volunteered as pallbearers for the celebrity crook. Trainor’s unmarked grave is two graves west of a marker for Charles Kelly, in Section 4, Lot 7, Block 14, or GPS 39.79578, -104.96169.




  Within weeks, police raided a Minnesota hideout and found $80,000 of the Mint’s stolen $200,000—the only money ever recovered from the heist.




  Twelve years later, Denver police claimed they had identified five men and two women who’d had roles in the robbery, all of whom were either dead or in far-flung prisons on other charges. Nobody was ever charged in the raid, and the Denver Police Department officially closed the case in 1934.
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  One guard and one robber were killed in a daring $200,000 robbery of the Denver Mint in 1922.




  The 1922 robbery wasn’t the Denver Mint’s first. In 1920, a disgruntled Mint worker named Orville Harrington stole $100,000 worth of gold ingots—reportedly in his hollow wooden leg. He buried them in an orchard and in the cellar of his Denver house, but before he could melt them down, he was caught. Harrington was convicted and sentenced to ten years in prison, but he was paroled after only three and a half years.




  JUSTICE BYRON “WHIZZER” WHITE’S GRAVE




  Denver




  St. John’s Episcopal Cathedral is at 1350 Washington St. Justice White’s ashes are entombed on the west side of All Soul’s Walk, which is on the eastern side of the church, at GPS 39.73818, -104.97800.




  Colorado native Byron Raymond White (1917–2002) led a storied life. An All-America halfback who graduated first in his high school, college, and law school classes. A Rhodes Scholar. A professional football player. A World War II hero. And a U.S. Supreme Court justice.




  As a justice, White’s voice loomed large in two of the most significant crime-and-punishment issues to come before the highest court in the past century: the Miranda rule and the constitutionality of the American death penalty.




  Although appointed by President John F. Kennedy, a Democrat, White believed tougher law enforcement tactics made America safer. He dissented in the landmark 1966 Miranda v. Arizona case that established an arrested criminal’s rights to remain silent, have a lawyer, etc. And when the constitutionality of capital punishment came under fire in Furman v. Georgia, White voted with the majority to strike down the death penalty in 1972 until new laws could be written to satisfy the Supreme Court’s desire for less arbitrary death laws. Capital punishment, which had been suspended by states in a voluntary moratorium in 1965, resumed in 1977.




  White retired in 1993 after thirty-one years on the Supreme Court, the fourth longest tenure in the twentieth century. The federal courthouse in Denver is named for White, who died April 15, 2002, at age eighty-four.




  BOMBING OF UNITED 629




  Denver




  Always the dutiful son, Jack Graham lugged his mother’s heavy luggage to Denver Stapleton International Airport so she could catch United 629 to Portland on November 1, 1955. But when a clerk told her that her bags were thirty-seven pounds too heavy and she’d have to pay an extra fee, Daisie King asked Jack if she should unpack some of her stuff.




  “Mother, I’m sure you will need it,” he insisted. Daisie paid the fee, kissed her son good-bye, and boarded the plane.




  Eleven minutes after takeoff, United 629 crashed about thirty-two miles north of Denver, near Longmont, Colorado. All thirty-nine passengers and five crew members were killed.




  Witnesses told federal investigators the plane seemed to explode in midair. So investigators gathered as many pieces of the shattered DC-6 wreckage as they could and reassembled it in a Denver warehouse, but no single piece was larger than an automobile. Evidence suggested a time bomb had exploded in the rear cargo bay—only the second known case of sabotage in American commercial aviation history.




  Who would blow up a plane full of innocent people? FBI agents combed passenger lists, especially those who’d bought insurance. When they found Daisie King’s purse in the wreckage, it contained articles about her son Jack, a convicted forger and troublemaker. They discovered Jack had also collected insurance money after a mysterious explosion at his mother’s East Denver hamburger stand less than a year before.




  At Jack’s house (2650 West Mississippi Ave. in Denver, or GPS 39.696611, -105.019963), FBI agents found bomb-making parts that matched debris at the crash, as well as six insurance policies on his mother that he’d bought at the airport on the day of the crash—all naming him as the beneficiary.




  Jack had long held grudges against his mother. After his father died, he spent time in an orphanage until his mother remarried. He grew up a strange child who couldn’t stay out of trouble but often dodged any serious punishment.
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  Bomber Jack Graham




  FBI




  Before the crash, he told his wife he had a “little surprise” for his mother, and he was putting it in her luggage. In fact, it was twenty-five sticks of dynamite on a timer. He had hoped to collect tens of thousands of dollars on his mother’s travel insurance and more than $100,000 from her estate—as well as evening the score on his old animosities against his mom.




  He planned to detonate the plane over the rugged Rockies, but an unexpected delay in takeoff meant the plane blew up at eleven thousand feet just forty miles north of Denver.




  He confessed the bombing to investigators. Although he later recanted, Jack Graham (1932–1957) was convicted in 1956 and sentenced to die. Before he was executed in the Colorado State Prison’s gas chamber, he told a reporter, “As far as feeling any remorse for these people, I don’t. I can’t help it. Everybody pays their way and takes their chances. That’s just the way it goes.”




  Daisie King (1902–1955) was buried at Denver’s Fairmount Cemetery, 430 South Quebec St.; her grave is in Lot 135, Block 239, at GPS 39.70795, -104.89627. After her son’s execution, his ashes were scattered around her grave.




  The wreckage and bodies of United 629 were strewn for a mile across two family farms, six miles east of Longmont. A young priest with a flashlight walked among the scattered burning wreckage into the night, administering last rites to the mangled corpses. Most of the crash debris was along CO 66, about a mile east of modern-day I-25. The plane’s tail section was found at about GPS 40.188016, -104.946556, near the southwest corner of CR 28 and Colorado Boulevard/CR 13. The debris field then stretched more than a mile northwest, with the engines landing at about GPS 40.196437, -104.956384, just northeast of the former Hopp farm on CR 11. This is all private property.




  For many years, farmers in the area found silverware, eyeglasses and other grim reminders of the tragedy in the dirt.




  The bombing of United 629—only the second proven case of an airline bombing over the U.S. mainland—remains the fifth deadliest mass murder in American history.




  SKINHEADS’ BUS STOP MURDER




  Denver




  This Denver Regional Transportation District (RTD) bus stop is at the eastern corner of 17th Street and Welton Avenue, or GPS 39.745509, -104.989895.




  On the night of November 18, 1997, Senegalese immigrant Oumar Dia (1959–1997) was waiting for a bus home from his job as a downtown hotel bellhop when two neo-Nazi skinheads walked past. One of them, Nathan Thill, slapped Dia’s hat from his head, called him a “nigger,” and asked him if he was ready to die. Then he shot Dia four times while his companion watched. The thirty-eight-year-old husband and father of three died almost instantly.




  A bystander, thirty-seven-year-old single mother and nurse’s aide Jeannie VanVelkinburgh, tried to intervene, but she was shot in the spine, paralyzing her from the waist down.




  Thill and his buddy were arrested later that night after Thill pulled the gun on another black man several blocks away.




  Thill was convicted of murder and sentenced to life in prison without parole. His companion received a lighter sentence and was paroled in 2003.




  Dia’s body was sent home to his village in Senegal to be buried. VanVelkinburgh, who never worked again, had no insurance, so generous Denverites took up collections to pay her medical bills. Once hailed as a hero, she faded from the limelight, grew depressed, and seldom ventured out. Five years after the Dia shooting, VanVelkinburgh (1959–2002) committed suicide in her home.




  Colorado Gov. Bill Owens attended VanVelkinburgh’s funeral at Crown Hill Cemetery, 7777 West 29th Ave. in Wheat Ridge. Her grave is at GPS 39.76175, -105.08342.




  “She’s in a better place now,” her brother said at her funeral. “Now, she’s walking again.”




  MURDER AT THE BROWN PALACE




  Denver




  The hotel is at 321 17th St., or GPS 39.744102, -104.987787.




  If she had lived in the celebrity-obsessed age of tabloid TV, Isabel Springer (1880–1917) might have been Lindsay Lohan, Paris Hilton, and Anna Nicole Smith all wrapped up in one sassy package.




  In 1907, when beautiful divorcée Isabel married Denver millionaire John W. Springer (1859–1945)—twenty years older than Isabel—she moved into her husband’s mansion at 930 Washington St. (now an apartment building at GPS 39.73106, -104.978523) and their apartment suite in the downtown Brown Palace hotel (Rooms 600 and 602). She quickly seduced the society pages of the local press, but that wasn’t the least of her seductions. The manipulative Isabel kept up a romantic affair with an exciting beau—professional balloon-racer and bon vivant Tony von Phul (1878–1911) of St. Louis. Even after Isabel’s marriage to another man, the reckless adventurer von Phul was often seen with her.




  Enter Frank Henwood (1877–1929). Although he was a friend and business partner of her husband, the beguiling Isabel had soon cast her spell over Henwood too. The four-way tryst finally came to a head when Isabel summoned von Phul to Denver—and sent Henwood to retrieve some embarrassing letters she’d written to her amorous aeronaut.




  On May 24, 1911, the two men met in the Marble Bar of the Brown Palace. Words were exchanged. Von Phul knocked Henwood to the floor. Henwood drew a pistol and fired six shots, mortally wounding an innocent bystander and von Phul, who died the next day.




  Back in Missouri, von Phul was eulogized as a daring sportsman and buried with great pomp at Calvary Cemetery in St. Louis.




  Henwood was convicted of murder and condemned to hang, but the Colorado governor commuted his sentence to life in prison, where he died in 1929 at age fifty-two. He was buried in a family plot in Jersey City, New Jersey.




  John Springer divorced Isabel five weeks after the murder, even before her graphic letters were revealed at Henwood’s trial. The alcoholic and cocaine-addicted Isabel died in 1917 in a Chicago charity ward and was buried in Fair View Cemetery in Fairview, New Jersey. She was only thirty-seven.




  John Springer outlived them all, dying at age eighty-five in Littleton, Colorado, where he had established a ranch that would become one of Denver’s most popular suburban neighborhoods, Highlands Ranch. He is buried with his last wife, Janette, under a blue spruce in the Littleton Cemetery, 6155 South Prince St. in Littleton. His grave is in Block 7, Lot 56, at GPS 39.60475, -105.01774.
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