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  Since the release of the hardcover edition of this book, I’ve heard f rom many people directly affected by the cold-blooded murders committed by the Johnston Gang.




  When I talk to a group or do a booksigning, I never know who will be in the audience. The first of many talks was at the Oxford, Pennsylvania, library. Sitting a few feet in front of me was the mother of one of the murder victims. She never will forgt this case.




  At another library, the relative of another victim was in the front row and sitting directly in back of her was the son of the killer. People come for different reasons; some hoping for additional information about the deaths of loved ones, others were one of the many victims of crimes. Still others attend because they can’t fathom how someone can kill members of their own family.




  When I spoke at Bayard Taylor Memorial Library in Kennett Square, a young man approached me. He was five years old when his father, a policeman, was murdered. He was never told why his father was taken away from him and this book gave him information he had never before seen. Later the prosecutor in the case, former Pennsylvania Supreme Court Justice William Lamb, met with the man and his brother.
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  Here are some of the many comments I’ve received about the book:




  “I read it in two sittings. . . . It’s amazing to think of people running around society completely devoid of any moral standards.”




  “Your book on the Johnston Gang is outstanding. Thank you for this amazing book.”




  “I couldn’t put it down. It had great character development; great sense of time and place. I really, really enjoyed it!”




  “I have always been very interested in the Johnston Gang story. I learned more from the book than I have found in the past thirty years!”




  Even though years have passed since the murders and trials, the case has not been forgotten by those who lived through the days of mayhem.




  Bruce E. Mowday,




  October 2010




  DEDICATION




  J ailing the Johnston Gang is dedicated to everyone involved in protecting the public’s safety. Members of law enforcement make many sacrifices to do their sacred duty and they all should be recognized for their dedication.
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  In the mid-1970s, when I was appointed an assistant United States attorney in Philadelphia, I was green as grass and pig-ignorant. My job as a federal prosecutor was to aid in the investigating, indicting, and trying bad guys who break federal laws. I didn’t know what I didn’t know and I lived in fear that I would mess up preparing or trying a case and let some felon run free. Fortunately, along with this powerful new job came a powerful new resource: the FBI. My right arm. My investigative army. My mentors.




  As the government’s lawyer, I was supposed to guide and direct the FBI agents’ investigative efforts as we worked to build cases. In fact, in scores of my early cases, it’s fairer to say that they guided me, suggesting strategies, interpreting evidence, telling me what we needed to prove and basically looking out for me. I had enough sense to be grateful. Still, it wasn’t until I got better as a prosecutor that I realized how good these guys really were.




  Before I entered federal law enforcement, I regarded the FBI as an “it,” a thing. A bureau. An institution. A gray territory populated by a self-contained, faceless, humorless, relentless army with flat-tops and bad-fitting suits. My mental my-thology still smacked of the “G-men,” of self-righteous Elliott Ness clones wielding enormous power in relative secrecy.




  And now that I’m years out of law enforcement, I’m disappointed that in the news, in the movies, and in pop litera-ture I often see the FBI depicted in equally stereotypic and perhaps even more unflattering images: arrogant, turfy, secretive, myopic, inept, conspiratorial or even shady. It seems that every dammed summer detective thriller I pick up features some lone-wolf private investigator or long-suffering local police grunt, simply trying to get a little elbow room to single-handedly solve The Big Case while fending off the FBI’s invariable attempts to grab the investigation, steal the glory, feather its nest, protect higher-ups, and demean every other branch of law enforcement.




  This was not the FBI I got to know up close and personal. As I learned to work with FBI agents (rather than “use” them), I saw firsthand both the remarkable breadth and depth of their investigative skills and the facility with which they collaborated with other law enforcement agencies and entities. Yes, the territorial boundaries were clear (as clear as the legal boundaries between federal, state, and local jurisdiction had to be), but the border crossings were open and helpful.




  The individual agents with whom I had the privilege to work were, by and large, remarkable people: selfless, generous with their time and patience, exceptionally determined and unbelievably thorough…and yes, collaborative. In my experience, their willingness to share information, resources, and glory with other law enforcement agencies was a norm, not an exception. I’m sure every stereotype can be supported with war stories and horror stories, but my experience contains precious little to support the picture of a supercil-ious, self-aggrandizing agency or of power-grabbing FBI agents.




  That was one reason I was pleased when Bruce Mowday told me it was time to tell the full, Byzantine story of the investigation and eventual conviction—by state prosecutors— of the notorious Johnston brothers of southeastern Pennsylvania. By the time the full investigative machine was up and running; and oh, how we were running, a federal prosecutor with the immense power of the federal grand jury subpoena was co-strategizing with county district attorneys. FBI agents, state troopers, local police, and even the odd private citizen were working hand-in-glove, an implacable army working scores of fronts and hundreds of leads. There was a lot of work to go around, and fortunately the case’s resolution allowed a lot of credit to go around, too. Such is true justice.




  This book tells the astonishing tale of the Johnston brothers and the efforts to end a bizarre criminal empire operating among the bucolic farms of Pennsylvania and Maryland.




  In one sense, it was just another ever-expanding major case investigation that eventually consumed four years and millions of taxpayer dollars. Yet, as I lived it over the course of those years, the story often seemed like a sort of hillbilly soap opera, with improbable personalities, daily twists and turns in the plot, new characters popping up and existing characters disappearing—sometimes abruptly. The tale’s power to grip and fascinate has not dimmed in succeeding decades. I remember the story vividly, and after reading this book, you will too.




  Douglas Richardson
Penn Valley, Pennsylvania, 2007




  [image: image]




  J ailing the Johnston Gang is a writing project that has been in the works for almost three decades. The period of time between the completion of the investigation and the publication of this book might seem long but the years allowed reflection to place the investigation into proper context. A book written immediately after the murder trials would have not been as complete.




  Every member of the law enforcement community that worked on the case, along with the attorneys and judges, needs to be acknowledged. If they were mentioned in this book or not, they were part of the team and deserve recogni-tion. My special thanks goes to the more than twenty members of the law enforcement team that have in the past few years taken the time to sit down with me to be interviewed and recall, sometimes painfully, incidents connected with the investigation of the murders.




  A special thank you goes to David Richter, the lead FBI agent on the case, and Thomas Cloud, one of the lead investigators of the Pennsylvania State Police. After departing their agencies, Dave and Tom eventually became partners in an investigative agency, Cloud, Feehery & Richter, Inc., based in West Chester, Pennsylvania. While having a meeting with them one day, I mentioned that I thought the investigative story of the Johnston murder cases had not been adequately told. They concurred and readily agreed to actively participate in the research of this book. Besides sitting for hours of interviews, they used their contacts to set up interviews with other members of the law enforcement community and former members of the Johnston gang. They also took time to review the draft of the text.




  Two other members of the team, former Chester County Assistant Attorney Dolores Troiani and former Chief of Chester County Detectives Charles Zagorskie, were generous with their time and assistance. They spent hours talking to me about the case and providing me with valuable background material. Justice William H. Lamb, former Pennsylvania Supreme Court Justice and District Attorney of Chester County, found time during his busy schedule for an interview. Two former members of the Philadelphia branch of the United States Attorney’s office, Walter Batty and Douglas Richardson, need to be acknowledged. Doug wrote the foreword to this book.




  Current and former law enforcement officers sitting for interviews included Gabe Bolla, Joseph Carroll, J. R. Campbell, James MacElree, Larry Dampman, Michael Carroll, Paul Yoder, Ray Solt, and Thomas Frame. Former Chester County Commissioners Earl Baker and Robert Thompson both provided me with information and sat for interviews.




  My wife, Katherine M. Harlan, is a fine proofreader and has greatly helped with the text. She is meticulous and has saved me from making many glaring errors. The organization of material for any book is critical and Christine Yurick aided in this endeavor for Jailing the Johnston Gang.




  The research for this book began during the actual investigation and trials of the Johnston brothers. As a reporter for the Daily Local News in West Chester, Pennsylvania, I spent more than two years of my professional life trailing the investigative team from courtroom to courtroom and to several counties in Pennsylvania following the legal proceedings. I was out at nights when the bodies of the Johnstons’ murder victims were unearthed. My most memorable days as a reporter were during the reporting of these murder cases and my editor, Bill Dean, and colleagues at the Daily Local News offered support during those days. I’ve included some of my personal stories in this book. All of the work had a downside as I missed a lot of time with my then young daughters, Me-lissa and Megan.




  One interview I didn’t get to do was with Chester County Common Pleas Court Judge Leonard Sugerman, who more than ably presided over the Johnston cases. Judge Sugerman, known for his brilliant legal mind, died before the latest round of interviews commenced.




  I thank everyone who aided in the research and writing of this book.




  Bruce E. Mowday


  Uwchlan Township, Pennsylvania


  September 2007
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  Today, members of federal law enforcement agencies struggle to trust each other and share vital information to fight our nation’s enemies. They harbor petty rivalries. Those in charge of such agencies should review what many professionals in the world of law enforcement consider to be the foremost example of cooperation among multiple departments: the investigation that resulted in the conviction of the mass murderers of the Johnston gang.




  The murders committed by the Johnstons created national headlines but not the type associated with other sensational murder cases. “If this case had taken place in New York City, it would have received nationwide headlines for months. The importance of this case has been underplayed,” said Jack Levin, a noted author on criminal conduct and professor at Northeastern University.




  Bruce A. Johnston Sr. was called the most notorious criminal in the history of Chester County, a county with history dating to the founding of the United States.




  Countless hours were exhausted on congressional hearings and investigations, not to mention millions of taxpayers’ dollars, to determine what federal agency knew what piece of information before the fatal attacks of September 11, 2001, on New York City and Washington, D. C., and the crash of a hijacked plane in Pennsylvania. In our blame-oriented society, the days after September 11 were spent in pointing fingers at agencies that might have possessed significant information that if shared would have prevented the national tragedy. Efforts stemming from those terrorist attacks to bring federal intelligence and law enforcement agencies under a unified umbrella organization have not been totally successful. These agencies still highly value their independence.




  The story of the investigation, prosecution, and incarcera-tion of the murderous members of the Johnston gang is one of investigative teamwork never before seen in Pennsylvania and many believe, never experienced in the United States. This story is a lesson for modern-day law enforcement officials: Cooperation among professional organizations pays the highest dividends.




  Justice William H. Lamb, the prosecutor of the murder cases who later served on the Pennsylvania Supreme Court, said, “It should be memorialized.” Other attorneys and police officers called the investigation the high points of their professional careers. Joseph Carroll, who did legal research on the case and now is the district attorney of Chester County, said the Johnston case was the most important one of his career.




  Those departments taking part in the murder investigations were the United States Attorney General’s Office, the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the Pennsylvania State Police, the Chester County District Attorney’s Office, the Chester County Detective’s Office, Maryland State Police, Delaware State Police, and a myriad of local Pennsylvania, Delaware, and Maryland police departments.




  This is not to say that the investigation was perfect. In the beginning, before the Johnston gang turned violent, members of the Pennsylvania State Police at the Avondale barracks had to argue with superiors for resources. The gang members would frustrate police by creating an excessive amount of paperwork and hiring expensive and talented legal representation to keep them out of prison. As manpower was limited, overtime was needed and worked but not always paid. During one stakeout a state police official told investigators they would be paid only if they caught the Johnstons in the act of committing a crime and an arrest was made. If they didn’t apprehend the criminals, they wouldn’t be paid.




  Some of the same interdepartmental rivalry that exists today was present during the Johnston investigation. All of the attorneys and investigators directly involved in the case said everyone was an equal no matter where they were employed. One state policeman, Gabe Bolla, said his captain was the “biggest thorn in the side” of the investigators. “His attitude was that we were the state police and no one was going to tell us what to do,” Bolla recalled.




  The captain’s attitude wasn’t infectious. David Richter, the lead FBI agent on the case, was known as “Trooper Dave.” Richter said, “I don’t know if there is a better cooperation between law enforcement in Pennsylvania than this case. Everyone is extremely proud of the contribution he made and he should be. I read that the FBI doesn’t share information and isn’t cooperative but from all of my years in the FBI, from Albany to Charlotte to Philadelphia, every agent, with few exceptions works with local law enforcement. You can’t exist without working with local and state police. That image of the FBI is just not accurate.” Chester County Detective Larry Dampman said many thought he was a state trooper. “We worked together,” said former Chester County Detective Mike Carroll. “It didn’t matter who you were working with, you just worked.”




  The team worked 24 hours a day, seven days a week for more than two years. The effort took a personal toll on some in the form of alcoholism and some marriages suffered. Bolla said his wife, after one of his long absences, lined up his children so they could be reintroduced to him.




  The Johnston gang has not faded from the minds of those in the Delaware Valley, the area west of Philadelphia. A few years ago one of the Johnston brothers, Norman, escaped from state prison and was on the loose for weeks before being captured. As the massive manhunt was conducted in the southern portion of Chester County, the area where many of the Johnston victims were murdered, residents in the affluent countryside locked their doors and sightings of Norman Johnston drove people to the safety of their homes.




  The Johnston brothers, leaders of the gang, were convicted of multiple murders. Bruce A. Johnston Sr. was serving six life sentences for six murders when he died in prison. His younger brothers, Norman and David, are behind bars and each is serving four consecutive life sentences.




  The Johnstons are suspected of being involved in other murders. Information obtained for this book from a former gang member has led to the reopening of one cold case murder. At least one of the Johnston brothers is suspected of taking part in the murders of Kennett Square policemen Richard Posey and William Davis, executed by a sniper as they exited their vehicle outside their police station early one November morning.




  Two of the Johnston brothers have been suspects and one former gang member said one of the brothers admitted being beside Ancell Hamm when Hamm fired the fatal bullets and another brother was driving a getaway car. Hamm was convicted of those killings and is serving a life imprisonment term. The cold-blooded murders of policemen Davis and Posey are integral parts of the Johnston story.




  This book is a reminder that evil exists in the world and that the workings of criminal minds can’t be diagnosed by applying common sense. The mortal sin of a Johnston gang member was to cooperate with police. Even Johnston blood relatives had to adhere by the non-snitch rule. The first victim, Gary Wayne Crouch, was murdered because he was a snitch. Three members of the Johnston’s Kiddie Gang, including Bruce A. Johnston Sr.’s stepson, were murdered after they were subpoenaed to appear before a federal grand jury. Bruce A. Johnston Sr.’s son, Bruce A. Johnston Jr., was marked for death after he began cooperating with local, state, and federal investigators. An attempt was made on Johnston Jr.’s life and his girlfriend, Robin Miller, was killed. Johnston Jr. began talking after his father raped Miller.




  After the two separate murder trials were completed and the Johnston brothers were placed behind prison bars, an attempt was made to write a book of the murders but more than one publisher insisted the book wouldn’t sell because no one was a hero. A movie, At Close Range, was made in the 1980s but the Hollywood version tried to make Johnston Jr. a sympathetic character. The script was so fictionalized that the Chester County law enforcement community was of-fended and refused to cooperate with the filming. The movie was scheduled to be shot on location in Chester County but after receiving the cold shoulder the movie crew moved to Tennessee.




  There are heroes. Douglas Richardson, who was an assistant United States attorney involved in the prosecution of the case and the author of the foreword to this book, said, “The forces of justice are the heroes.”




  Truly, the heroes in this mass murder were the members of the law enforcement team, the forces of justice. The law enforcement team brought Chester County’s most notorious criminal, Bruce A. Johnston Sr., to justice and put out of business his vicious gang of criminals that for decades murdered, assaulted, raped, and robbed citizens throughout Chester County and many areas of the United States.




  
[image: image]


  The Murder of Robin Miller




  Late on a warm midsummer’s night a teenage couple returned to the girl’s rural farmhouse home after a date at Hersheypark. Hershey, a central Pennsylvania town, is home to Hershey Foods and known far and wide as Chocolate town.




  In many ways the teenage couple was typical of most its age. The two believed they were worldly and experienced, they believed they were self-sufficient and only needed each other to be happy. In other ways they were completely opposite of their peers. They certainly weren’t innocents. The young man, just nineteen years old, was a criminal who had served time in prison. The fifteen-year-old girl was known for a streak of wildness. She disobeyed her mother and ran away from home to be with her boyfriend. Also, the girl’s relationship with her boyfriend directly led to her being raped.




  And, most teenagers don’t have a price on their heads.




  The girl’s home was in East Nottingham Township in southern Chester County, Pennsylvania, near the Maryland border. The driveway leading from Forge and Union Square roads to the farmhouse is a long one. The couple’s yellow Volkswagen Rabbit, with its headlights glowing, made the vehicle an isolated and inviting target during the early morning hours of Wednesday, August 30, 1978.




  Slowly, the car traversed the cindered driveway running between the cornfields and stopped near a cluster of maple trees. Inside the car the girl began to gather her belongings, including a handbag purchased for her that day by her boyfriend of less than a year.




  Robin Miller’s choice of a beau was not a popular one with her family, especially her mother Linda Miller. After her daughter ran away from home to be with Bruce Alfred Johnston Jr., Linda Miller decided it was futile to try to separate the young couple. Rather than alienate her daughter, Linda Miller allowed them to live together in the farmhouse along with her other children.




  Miller and Johnston Jr. first met when Robin was dating a friend of Johnston Jr. Less than a year later they had plans to marry after Robin’s sixteenth birthday in July 1979.




  JOHNSTON JR. WOULD do about anything to be with Robin. Less than two weeks earlier Johnston Jr., a convicted thief, had been incarcerated in Chester County Farms Prison. A joint federal and state investigative team was talking to Johnston Jr. concerning criminal activity involving his father, uncles, other relatives, boyhood friends, and an array of vicious criminals and petty thieves. For almost two decades the Johnston gang had terrorized and victimized citizens throughout the Brandywine Valley of Pennsylvania and Delaware, the eastern seaboard of the United States and beyond.




  In mid-August Johnston Jr. told investigators he would cooperate and testify before a federal grand jury sitting in Philadelphia only if he could be set free and be with Robin Miller. Revenge was also on the mind of Johnston Jr. While incarcerated at Chester County Farms Prison Johnston Jr. received a letter from Miller. The letter detailed how Johnston Sr. and another gang member offered to take Miller to see Johnston Jr. in prison. Robin Miller began the trip but never made it to the prison. The two men gave Robin Miller whiskey, took her to a hotel and raped her. Johnston Jr. was out to get even with his father. He would cooperate with police and break the Johnston family’s most sacred covenant: never cooperate with the police, especially against family.




  Johnston Jr. was brought before Chester County Common Pleas Court Judge Leonard Sugerman in a closed court session on August 17, 1978. Judge Sugerman enjoyed a sterling judicial reputation. His judicial rulings were golden. One decision involving the burden of proof in civil cases changed Pennsylvania law. His ruling was upheld by the United States Supreme Court after a state appellate court had decided Judge Sugerman had made a wrong decision.




  Judge Sugerman handled most of the pre-trial hearings and the two murder trials involving the Johnston gang. At the conclusion of the August 17 court session Johnston was on his way to being released from prison and seeing Robin. All he had to do was post nominal bail of $1.




  Judge Sugerman said he never intended to have Johnston Jr. free on the streets and he only lowered bail to facilitate a transfer of Johnston Jr. from Chester County Farms Prison to Lancaster County Prison, where a case against Johnston Jr. was pending. Law enforcement officials believed Johnston Jr.’s life was in danger at Chester County Prison because of his cooperation with police. The influence of the young thief ’s father reached inside the prison walls. Johnston Jr. was transferred to Lancaster County Prison where he had to complete serving time for a probation violation. Johnston Jr. was given time served and released. Johnston Jr. had attained his goal; he was once again with Robin.




  Law enforcement officials wanted to put Johnston Jr. in the Federal Witness Protection Program but Johnston Jr. refused, believing, he later said, he would be housed in a motel room with policemen and wouldn’t be able to smoke marijuana. After returning to Robin Miller it wasn’t long before his father, Bruce A. Johnston Sr., started calling Miller’s house, looking for his son. Johnston Jr. had Robin Miller tell his father that he was still in prison. Johnston Jr. also received word from a relative that Johnston Sr. would give him $12,000 if he would just stop cooperating with police. In the meantime, Johnston Jr. changed his mind about federal protection and asked for help. Johnston Jr. made the decision on the day he went to the amusement park in Hershey.




  Robin Miller’s mother and other family members had departed for a vacation in Virginia a day before Robin’s date with Johnston Jr. at Hersheypark. The young couple set off in the afternoon for hours of rides and Hershey’s chocolates. Late in the evening the couple made the 60-mile drive from the park to Miller’s home, near the Mason-Dixon Line that separates Pennsylvania from Maryland. The Miller family lived in part of the farmhouse and Hazel Sturges lived in the other half of the home. The rural landscape was dotted with working farms, including mushroom farms. The closer Miller and Johnston got to the empty Miller homestead that night, the less likely they would see traffic on the isolated back country roads.




  The couple had a welcoming party. For hours two men waited in a field close to the Miller home. They spent time smoking cigarettes, talking, waiting, and carefully preparing their weapons for their deadly task.




  Johnston Jr. pulled the Volkswagen into the driveway and made his way to the Miller farmhouse. The two men silently slipped from the field and readied their pistols as they crept to the car. After the car stopped Miller hesitated before opening the door. She wanted her new handbag and other items from Hersheypark. Johnston Jr. put on the interior light and began to open his door.




  Gunshots broke the silence of the night.




  Johnston Jr., the police informant, was the target of the assassins. Shot after shot was fired into the vehicle and Johnston Jr. was struck eight times; bullets found their mark and entered his head, his torso, and other parts of his body. “It stunned and dazed me,” Johnston Jr. said of the shooting. “I staggered hearing shots in rapid succession and feeling pain but I didn’t know from where they first fired. I guess I staggered around a little bit, and I fell in the car.” Johnston Jr. fell with his head between the car seats. He looked up to see Miller sitting upright. “She screamed,” he said. “I told her to get down. I thought I saw a little red mark down at her jaw, and she got out of the car and ran into the house.”




  The two paid killers, confident that their contract was fulfilled, retreated from the driveway, making good in their escape.




  Robin Miller, the young girl in love with the wrong boy, was struck once in the chin. The wound would prove fatal. Minutes later Johnston Jr. cradled the body of his young lover while sitting on their bed. “I was trying to help her breathe. It didn’t look like she was breathing,” Johnston Jr. said. He called police telling them the assassins were still firing. The shooting had stopped but Johnston Jr. thought the police would arrive quicker if they believed the murderers were still at the house.




  Sturges, who shared the farmhouse with the Miller family, was watching television when she heard what she believed to be fireworks. “I didn’t pay any attention to them,” Sturges said. She did remember seeing a man running across the yard.




  A neighbor, James Jones, recalled being awakened by screams but at first thought the noise came from wild cats. Jones said he heard at least three gunshots. Jones told a newspaper reporter that he heard a car driving away in a southerly direction toward Route 272 and Maryland.




  An ambulance arrived at the Miller farmhouse at approximately 12:45 AM. Fifteen minutes later Miller, who was only weeks away from entering high school, was pronounced dead on arrival at the Southern Chester County Medical Center in nearby Jennersville. Miller’s Oxford Intermediate School principal, Kenneth Woodward, said following the shooting, “I knew her very well, and I liked her.” Johnston Jr. was admitted to the same hospital in critical condition. He received gunshot wounds to his head, neck, shoulder, chest, stomach, arm, elbow, and back. Miraculously within days he recovered sufficiently to become a participant in the Federal Witness Protection Program. He was relocated to a small town in Wisconsin, far from the shooting, his father, and other Johnston gang members.




  PENNSYLVANIA STATE POLICEMAN Truman Joseph Clary, who had been on the force five years, was on duty at the Avondale barracks when he received Johnston Jr.’s call at 12:34 AM. “He stated he was shot, that his girlfriend was shot and he requested the police and an ambulance,” Clary later testified. “He stated she was unconscious, lying on the floor, and could we please hurry, and that they were still shooting.”




  Clary and Trooper Bernard Dickerson immediately responded to the call and were on the scene within 15 minutes. Already, there was activity at the Miller home as the original call was routed through Chester County’s fire board radio system, alerting the law enforcement and emergency services communities. An ambulance was in the driveway and another state policeman, Raymond Bunjo, was talking to Johnston Jr. The ambulance crew and Oxford policeman John Slauch were inside the Miller residence. Within minutes the ambulance, containing Miller and Johnston Jr., along with Officer Slauch, was on their way to the hospital in Jennersville.




  Bunjo and Slauch had arrived at the shooting scene almost simultaneously. Bunjo walked to the porch where a light was shining. The interior of the farmhouse was also lit. “Bruce Johnston Jr. came walking out of the door,” Bunjo said. “He was holding his right hand against his chest. There was blood all over his shirt. He was bleeding from the arm. There was blood on his forehead. The first words he said to me was, ‘Robin is shot, help her.’”




  Bunjo, Slauch and Johnston Jr. went to the upstairs bedroom where Miller was on the bed. Slauch found a weak pulse. Slauch, who had been a member of the Oxford police force less than two months, recalled seeing a wound near Miller’s chin and blood in her mouth. As Bunjo went to call for an ambulance, one from Oxford arrived.




  As the ambulance pulled away from the Miller residence Clary’s next calls were to Lieutenant Richard Weimer, who was in charge of the Avondale barracks, and Trooper Thomas Cloud, one of the main investigators for years of the Johnston gang. Additional state policemen and law enforcement officers from the nearby borough of Oxford were arriving by the minute.




  Cloud remembers being called at home and rushing to the hospital. “I knew Johnston Jr. was shot a number of times,” Cloud said. “I was thinking about a deathbed statement.” Cloud also called the barracks seeking to have police dispatched to the residences of the Johnston brothers Norman, David, and Bruce Johnston Sr., to see if they were at home.




  One of the first persons Cloud contacted was Federal Bureau of Investigation agent David Richter. “We were out working for the next 30 hours,” Richter, the lead FBI agent on the case, recalled.




  Chester County Detective Larry Dampman was dispatched to the scene by his lieutenant, Michael Cotter. Dampman reported, “There were bloodstains and bullet holes inside the auto, and two bullets were found outside the car in the driveway. Near the steps of the porch was a blood-covered pocketbook with bloodstains leading from the auto to the house. Inside of the house were bloodstains going up the stairs to the second floor and into a bedroom believed to be Robin Miller’s room. There was a large amount of blood on the bed.”




  The Miller farmhouse and property were meticulously searched for evidence. Chester County Detective Sergeant Michael Carroll took impressions of tire tracks found leading from a field near the home. As the evidence was gathered and the crime scene secured and photographed, the majority of the law enforcement officers went to the Avondale barracks for their next assignments in the murder investigation. Weimer asked Carroll to call in more members of the county detectives and Anthony Massorotti and Jacob DeBoard were ordered to respond to the crime scene. Weimer needed the extra manpower because the police were going to search for members of the Johnston gang and Johnston family to see if any could be tied to the shootings.




  A search of the property found two .38 caliber projectiles, wad cutters. The projectile portion of the wad cutter has a flat nose and usually is made of a cheaper material than other ammunition. Wad cutters are used for target shooting since they are cheaper and can cut through target paper and accurately show the location hit. Even though less powerful than other bullets, wad cutters can still cause serious bodily damage.




  Two purses were discovered at the shooting scene containing eye glasses, a memo pad, a Dentyne gum pack, hair brushes, a container of rouge, eye makeup, nail clippers, a bottle opener, and a plastic bag that contained a substance that resembled marijuana, according to a police report. Drug use was common among some members of the Johnston gang.




  Johnston Jr. and Robin Miller corresponded a lot and they kept their letters. In the couple’s bedroom police found 67 letters addressed to Miller and 64 additional letters addressed to Johnston Jr.




  Before the murder of Robin Miller, the Johnston gang was known for being involved in strong-arm robberies, tractor thefts, burglaries, drug deals, and car heists. As far as the public and police knew, the gang hadn’t committed any murders.




  Police had another mystery involving the Johnston gang. Johnston gang associates, recently subpoenaed to testify before a federal grand jury, were missing. Foul play was suspected in connection with their disappearances but no concrete evidence existed that any had been harmed or murdered.




  The Miller murder unleashed the full force of federal, state, and local law enforcement agencies against the Johnstons. They were no longer considered small-time thieves. As former gang member Jimmy Griffin said, “After they shot Robin Miller, they knew they screwed up.”




  The police didn’t know it at the time but Robin Miller wasn’t the first person to be murdered by the Johnstons and she wouldn’t be the last.
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  The Investigation Intensifies




  Bruce A. Johnston Jr. was in stable condition after emergency surgery during the early morning hours of August 30, 1978. Even as Johnston Jr. recovered in Southern Chester County Medical Center police were concerned about Johnston Jr.’s safety and feared a second attempt on his life.




  While Johnston Jr. was at the hospital someone tried to force open locked doors at the hospital. The locks were damaged in the failed attempt. Johnston Jr. was placed under 24-hour-a-day police protection.




  AS JOHNSTON JR. struggled for his life in surgery, police sifted through the Miller grounds and farmhouse looking for clues to the killers of fifteen-year-old Robin Miller. By 5:30 AM all but Chester County Detective Anthony Massarotti and state policeman Frank Carter had departed the murder scene. Massarotti and Carter were given the duty of making sure no trespassers violated the integrity of the crime scene. Investigators would return to search for additional evidence.




  A meeting was held at the Avondale barracks of the Pennsylvania State Police. After a briefing by officers in charge, the assembled law enforcement officers were given assignments. They were going to fan out across three states to locate members of the Johnston gang, family members, friends, and known associates of Johnston Jr. Johnston gang members were at the top of the suspect list since Johnston Jr. was the main witness against the gang in the grand jury investigation.




  AT LEAST ONE member of the Johnston family immediately stated she believed Bruce A. Johnston Sr. was responsible for the shootings. Chester County detectives Mike Carroll and Larry Dampman tracked down Harriet Steffy, grandmother of Johnston Jr., during the early afternoon of August 30 and interviewed her, along with her daughter, Kathy Steffy.




  Harriet Steffy said Johnston Sr. had contacted her several times during the days preceding the shooting trying to locate his son. Steffy confronted Johnston Sr. and told him that she had heard that Johnston Sr. was going to shoot his son. Johnston Sr. denied he intended to harm Johnston Jr. Several times Johnston Sr. stopped or drove by the Steffy home looking for Johnston Jr. Once Johnston Sr. stopped with a stranger; a man the Steffys described as six feet tall, more than 200 pounds and ugly. Steffy was convinced Johnston Sr. was responsible for the shootings.




  AFTER THE STEFFY interview concluded Carroll and FBI agent Michael Melvin were among those officers dispatched to Delaware to search for James Johnston, stepbrother of Johnston Jr. James Johnston was one of the missing witnesses subpoenaed to appear before the federal grand jury. Police received information that James Johnston and three other gang members, brothers James and Wayne Sampson and Dwayne Lincoln, were staying at one of the motels along Route 40, somewhere between Wilmington, Delaware, and Elkton, Maryland. Photographs of Johnston Sr., his brothers Norman and David Johnston, and gang members Roy Myers, Richard Mitchell, Raymond Hamm, James Johnston, and James Sampson were distributed to the investigators. The officers were told Mitchell had an outstanding arrest warrant and was to be arrested if found.




  The Pennsylvania police officers met with members of Troop #2 of the Delaware State Police and split into teams. Carroll was paired with Detective Charles Davis of the Delaware State Police. The all-day search for James Johnston proved to be futile and Carroll finally reported off duty at 11:00 PM, after almost 24 hours on the job.




  CARROLL�S BOSS, CHIEF County Detective Charles Zagorskie, arrived at the Avondale station about 9:30 AM on August 30. A former state policeman, Zagorskie had previously been stationed at the Avondale barracks. Many of those hours at the barracks were spent investigating the Johnston gang. Zagorskie left the state police to join the Chester County Detectives on December 23, 1975.




  After talking with state police Lieutenant Richard Weimer, Zagorskie and Lieutenant Mike Gavitt of the Lancaster barracks of the state police went to the crime scene. There Trooper Carter led Zagorskie to a section of the field about 100 yards south of the Miller farmhouse on the west side of Union Square Road. Tire tracks in the field led to Union Square Road. They found a piece of plastic that appeared to be recently broken from a vehicle. On the plastic were markings with the word Pontiac. The piece of plastic, later a key piece of evidence, was seized and secured as evidence. Chester County Detective Frank McGinty checked with the owner of a local car dealer, Barclay Pontiac of Kennett Square, and was told the plastic was a baffle shield from behind the front bumper of a vehicle, possibly a Pontiac Bonneville, made from 1973 to 1975.
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