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FOREWORD


The World Encyclopedia of 20th Century Murder goes far beyond a staggering chronicle of slayings. More than a thousand murder entries (and more than 400 illustrations) will be found in this volume, representing all manner of slayers and all types of homicides, with varying degrees of motivation and method. From the lone, sensational jealousy killing of Stanford White in 1906 by Pittsburgh millionaire Harry K. Thaw, to the perverse slayings of British sex murderer John Christie and the latter day serial killer Ted Bundy, each case represents a different and, for the most part, unique story. In most instances, in-depth background information is provided, detailing childhood history, work, and marital experience and, most importantly, the social history of murderers who have shocked one generation after another with their crimes.


Within these hundreds of pages, the reader will discover all manner of killers—male and female, adult and child, and from all nations representing the rich and the poor, the comfortable and the desperate. International in scope, this volume seeks to explain, as much as the facts and intensive study will permit, the reasons behind the killing or killings that made headlines and impacted society. Often as not, the motivation remains unclear, sometimes utterly mystifying. In other slayings, the motivation is given through the killer’s own confessions.


Those cases selected for this work encompass the globe and have been chosen according to the importance of each entry. By dint of sheer numbers, all mass murderers and serial killers of note have been included—Albert DeSalvo, Richard Speck, John Wayne Gacy, Juan Corona, Dean Corll. Scores of spectacular cases are offered, such as that of Dr. Crippen, who murdered his henpecking wife, piecemealed her body, and then fled with his mistress (disguised as a boy) by fast steamer from England to Canada in 1910. Crippen’s tragic tale of domestic homicide and frantic flight to a new life made headlines in Europe and the U.S., this being the first case in which a killer was tracked down and identified by wireless communications (and a faster ship carrying a dedicated inspector of Scotland Yard).


The reader will also find within these pages the sensational tales of such killers as Johann Otto Hoch, an American bluebeard who may have murdered as many as fifty women in murder-for-profit schemes; the cannibal killers Albert Fish, Ed Gein, Fritz Haarmann; Jack Henry Abbott, a dedicated prison murderer whose literary talents brought him to freedom and more murder in New York; the notorious British killers John Haigh, the “Acid Bath” murderer, and George Joseph Smith, the infamous “Brides of the Bath” slayer; the French mass murderers, Landru (the original Bluebeard), Dr. Petiot, and Gaston Dominici.


Female slayers are also terrifyingly present: Belle Gunness of Indiana, who advertised in lonelyhearts columns for suitors and then murdered them by the dozen; the British bar girl Ruth Ellis, who killed her unfaithful lover and was hanged for it; the French writer Hera Myrtel, who murdered her husband in order to devote herself to her literary career and her lovers. Included are cases of teenagers and even children who murdered with motives as petty as losing a game or making a chance remark.


The scope of the World Encyclopedia of 20th Century Murder is designed to offer readers a worldwide view of homicide which covers all types of killers and all manner of murders in order to better understand a social problem that has spread to almost epidemic proportions, reaching into all levels of society and throughout all lands. The serial killer or mass murderer, for instance, is no longer a social phenomenon surfacing sporadically within a decade, but a nearly commonplace lethal creature whose presence has increased to alarming proportions as social units and concepts—the family, organized religion, the perception of law and order—have woefully decreased in importance. This is much in evidence, the reader will note, when addressing the modem-day killer.


One can no longer take comfort in viewing murder as a distant threat to oneself and one’s family. It is now a reality living down the block, lurking around the corner, making all vulnerable to the unthinkable. Murder has been made convenient to the professional criminal who, when planning a robbery or similar type crime, also plans murder, if necessary, to accomplish his ends knowing that, if caught, he or she can legally plea-bargain or make another type of deal with prosecutors to escape the maximum punishment for murder. The legal process of appeals in the schedule-jammed courts around the world also aids the killer who can go on living for a decade or more, at public expense, following a conviction and death sentence.


In the early part of this century, murderers received a trial within a month of being charged, and sentences often followed upon convictions by a matter of days. Appeals took only one week to a month and executions were then promptly exercised. Mistakes were made in this overly expeditious process, enough to warrant the necessity of more time for more examination of individual cases. That time, the killer’s time, ironically borrowed from the victim, now seems interminably and unjustly extended, an agonizingly slow process of justice (or no justice at all in the end) known too well by would-be killers.


Murderers in the United States, more so than any other country, make up the greater portion of (this work, in that more murders are committed in the U.S. each year (an average of 10,000 by handguns alone) than anywhere else and on a horrific scale that often rivals massacre. Often as not, this is a condition which has been brought about in recent decades because of the permissive acquisition and use of firearms, but it can also be attributed to an attitude of general unconcern by a public less willing than in times past to bring about change and reform.


As anyone studying this work will discover, civilized society can no longer reasonably view its killers as social pariahs, strangers in distant lands, as separate from normal society as is the moon from the earth. They are a real and present danger, increasing in numbers, reaching with lethal destructiveness into all our lives. They are truly among us.


Jay Robert Nash


1991
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HOW TO USE THIS ENCYCLOPEDIA


ALPHABETICAL ORDER


Each entry name in the World Encyclopedia of 20th Century Murder is bold-faced and listed alphabetically. Biographical entries are alphabetized by the subject’s last name. Everything preceding the comma is treated as a unit when alphabetizing. Hyphens, diacritical marks, periods following initials, and spaces do not influence its alphabetization. Names with prefixes such as de, von, or le are listed under the most common form of the name. Names beginning in Mc or M’ are treated as if spelled Mac. Asian names, in which the family name comes first, are alphabetized by the family name, omitting the comma. Identical names are alphabetized chronologically. When the names of two or more people head an entry, it is usually alphabetized according to the most prominent person’s last name.


ENTRY HEADINGS


Entries appear in boldface and are categorized alphabetically under the name of the offender. Parenthetical remarks immediately following an entry name indicate an alternate spelling, that person’s original or maiden name, or the entry’s alias if preceded by AKA:. These names also appear in boldface.


Following the name are date(s) relevant to that entry. The letter b. preceding the date signifies that only the person’s date of birth is known, while the letter d. signifies that only the person’s date of death is known. The letter c. (circa) signifies that the date which immediately follows is approximate. In some cases prom. (prominent) is used to denote the year(s) in which that entry was noteworthy.


The country designation in each entry heading refers to the country in which the crime was committed or the country in which persons in the field of crime are known professionally. Entries where crimes are committed in more than three countries or committed on the high seas are designated as Int’l. (International).


A number of entries may include more than one person if the criminals or professionals worked together. When the relevant dates of a multiple name entry coincide, one date will follow the last person named in the entry heading.


REFERENCES


Cross references immediately following an entry refer the reader to entries containing additional information relevant to the case, person, place, or event being consulted. Direct references are also used frequently throughout to lead the readers from a well known name (alias, victim, event) to the name under which that entry appears (Hooded Man, The, See: McKay, George).


KEY TO ABBREVIATIONS





	Afg.

	= Afghanistan





	Ala.

	= Alabama





	Alb.

	= Albania





	Alg.

	= Algeria





	Arg.

	= Argentina





	Ariz.

	= Arizona





	Ark.

	= Arkansas





	Aus.

	= Australia





	Aust.

	= Austria





	Bav.

	= Bavaria





	Belg.

	= Belgium





	Ber.

	= Bermuda





	Bol.

	= Bolivia





	Braz.

	= Brazil





	Brit.

	= Britain/England including Wales





	Bul.

	= Bulgaria





	Calif.

	= California





	Can.

	= Canada





	Col.

	= Colombia





	Colo.

	= Colorado





	Conn.

	= Connecticut





	Cos.

	= Costa Rica





	Czech.

	= Czechoslovakia





	Del.

	= Delaware





	Den.

	= Denmark





	Dom.

	= Dominican Republic





	Ecu.

	= Ecuador





	EI Sal.

	= EI Salvador





	Eth.

	= Ethiopia





	Fin.

	= Finland





	Fla.

	= Florida





	Fr.

	= France





	Ga.

	= Georgia





	Ger.

	= Germany





	Gr.

	= Greece





	Guat.

	= Guatemala





	Hond.

	= Honduras





	Hung.

	= Hungary





	Ice.

	= Iceland





	Ill.

	= Illinois





	Ind.

	= Indiana





	Indo.

	= Indonesia





	Int’l.

	= International





	Ire.

	= Ireland





	Isr.

	= Israel





	Jam.

	= Jamaica





	Jor.

	= Jordan





	Kan.

	= Kansas





	Kor.

	= Korea





	Ky.

	= Kentucky





	La.

	= Louisiana





	Leb.

	= Lebanon





	Lux.

	= Luxembourg





	Mac.

	= Macedonia





	Mass.

	= Massachusetts





	Md.

	= Maryland





	Mex.

	= Mexico





	Mich.

	= Michigan





	Mid. East

	= Middle East





	Minn.

	= Minnesota





	Miss.

	= Mississippi





	Mo.

	= Missouri





	Mont.

	= Montana





	Mor.

	= Morocco





	N. Zea.

	= New Zealand





	N.C.

	= North Carolina





	N.D.

	= North Dakota





	N.H.

	= New Hampshire





	N.J.

	= New Jersey





	N.M.

	= New Mexico





	N.Y.

	= New York





	Neb.

	= Nebraska





	Neth.

	= Netherlands





	Nev.

	= Nevada





	Nic.

	= Nicaragua





	Nig.

	= Nigeria





	Nor.

	= Norway





	Okla.

	= Oklahoma





	Ore.

	= Oregon





	P.R.

	= Puerto Rico





	Pa.

	= Pennsylvania





	Pak.

	= Pakistan





	Pan.

	= Panama





	Para.

	= Paraguay





	Per.

	= Persia





	Phil.

	= Philippines





	Pol.

	= Poland





	Port.

	= Portugal





	R.I.

	= Rhode Island





	Rom.

	= Romania





	Roman.

	= Roman Empire





	Rus.

	= Russia (prior to 1918)





	S. Afri.

	= South Africa





	S.C.

	= South Carolina





	S.D.

	= South Dakota





	Saud.

	= Saudi Arabia





	Scot.

	= Scotland





	Sen.

	= Senegal





	Si.

	= Sicily





	Sing.

	= Singapore





	Sri.

	= Sri Lanka





	Sudan

	= Sudan





	Swed.

	= Sweden





	Switz.

	= Switzerland





	Tai.

	= Taiwan





	Tan.

	= Tanzania





	Tenn.

	= Tennessee





	Thai.

	= Thailand





	trans.

	= translator





	Tun.

	= Tunisia





	Turk.

	= Turkey





	U.A.E.

	= United Arab Emirates





	U.K.

	= United Kingdom





	U.S.

	= United States of America





	U.S.S.R.

	= Union of Soviet Socialist Republics(after 1918)





	Urug.

	= Uruguay





	Va.

	= Virginia





	Vcnez.

	= Venezuela





	Viet.

	= Vietnam





	Vt.

	= Vermont





	W.Va.

	= West Virginia





	Wash.

	= Washington





	Wis.

	= Wisconsin





	Wyo.

	= Wyoming





	Yug.

	= Yugoslavia









A


Abbott, Jack Henry (AKA: Jack Eastman), 1944- , U.S. A man who spent most of his adult life in prison, Abbott committed his first murder in 1966 and, after novelist Norman Mailer worked for his release, killed a second time in 1981. At first, this convict, dedicated wholly to violence, was celebrated by New York’s literati for penning a prison journal successfully published by Random House. Like many another criminal before him, Abbott, upon his 1981 release, was adopted by such literary lights as Norman Mailer, his sponsor, and Jerzy Kosinski. He was invited to smart cocktail parties where the rich and famous fawned over him. He was heralded as a “great writer” and an “insightful philosopher.” But what Jack Henry Abbott really was, always had been, was a man who would kill anyone over the slightest annoyance. This he did, at the height of his brief literary fame, oblivious to his so-called rehabilitation: a cold-blooded, conscious murder that proved how dangerous it really was for amateur criminologists to meddle with crime.


A habitual criminal, Abbott spent all but nine months of his adult life in prison. He was convicted of forgery, bank robbery, and murder. In 1953, at age nine, Abbott proved so incorrigible in foster homes that he was sent to reform school in Utah. Released at age eighteen, Abbott was arrested and convicted of passing bad checks and sent to Utah State Penitentiary where he killed a fellow inmate in 1966. Tried for this murder, Abbott claimed self-defense and said that he had been the victim of a violent homosexual attack. When that ploy did not appear to affect the court, Abbott assumed the role of the lunatic, throwing a pitcher of water at the judge and claiming insanity. A court psychiatrist examined him and reported that Abbott was fit to stand trial. He was found Guilty and sentenced to fourteen years.


In 1971, Abbott escaped from Utah State Penitentiary and was at large for six weeks, during which time he robbed a Denver bank and, upon his recapture, became a federal prisoner. While serving time in a maximum security prison, Abbott read voraciously, consuming scores of books on philosophy, enmeshing himself in the credos of Karl Marx and becoming an avowed Marxist. Abbott read a 1977 newspaper story about Norman Mailer writing a book (The Executioner’s Song) on Gary Gilmore, who was condemned for murder and awaiting execution in Utah State Penitentiary. Mailer, like his New York contemporary, Truman Capote, was suddenly departing mainstream literature to enter the world of criminology.


It was to Mailer, a powerful influence in the media, that Abbott began addressing his letters, which were fifteen-page, hand-written missives to the author. The clever Abbott, obviously realizing that Mailer was a complete novice in perceiving prison life, offered to aid him in that understanding by detailing his own experiences as a long-term, “state-raised” prisoner.


He intrigued the author by spewing forth tales of dark violence, writing in a clinically descriptive style reminiscent of Mailer’s own early works, particularly certain passages from The Naked and the Dead, which had certainly not gone unnoticed in Abbott’s endless rummaging through prison libraries. The prisoner’s literary nightmares described fourteen years of solitary confinement: unbelievable cruelty on the part of prison guards who beat him, tortured him with antipsychotic drugs, sadistically gassed him, starved him so that he was forced to sustain himself by eating cockroaches in his cell, and placed him in strip-and-search cells where he had to stand naked, chained by one arm to his bed.


Abbott’s relentless correspondence fed on hatred and violence, intriguing an author whose own interest in violence had always been intense. Mailer took Abbott’s letters to the editors of the elitist New York Review of Books, and, at his urging in June 1980, an article praising Abbott’s writing style appeared in that publication, along with a sample of the letters. This article was read with great interest by Errol McDonald, an editor at Random House. Within two months, McDonald had placed Abbott under a book contract which called for a $12,000 advance, and began organizing the killer’s book, which was entitled In the Belly of the Beast. Almost immediately, Abbott began to energetically lobby for a parole. The Federal Bureau of Prisons made the first step easier by returning Abbott to Utah State Penitentiary to serve out his remaining time there. Once inside the walls of that institution, an automatic parole was considered. Mailer and others were influential, if not decisive, in their pleas that Abbott be released. Mailer wrote to the parole board that Abbott was really “a powerful and important American writer,” urging a positive decision and offering the killer a job as his research assistant. McDonald, the Random House editor, also wrote to prison authorities, saying that he believed Abbott “could support himself as a professional writer if he were released from prison and that he could very well have a bright future.”


The parole campaign was successful and Abbott was released on June 5, 1981, transferred from prison to a halfway house in Manhattan’s Lower East Side. When the killer’s plane arrived in New York, Norman Mailer was on hand to greet him. Almost at the same time, reviews of Abbott’s recently released book gushed torrents of praise upon the killer. Wrote Colgate University Professor Terrence Des Pres in the New York Times Book Section: “…awesome, brilliant, perversely ingenious; its impact is indelible and, as an articulation of penal nightmare it is completely compelling.” New York’s literati welcomed the killer with warm embraces, celebrating his published achievement with a number of cocktail parties and smart gatherings at which Abbott was lionized. Great things were predicted for him. He would become a literary giant of the century. His books would be read as credo by anyone needing to know about prison life. Moreover, some even said, Abbott represented the new wave of American literature and was, in fact, its leader. Other than Mailer, many New York literary lions heaped praise on Abbott’s work, and these included the brilliant writer Jerzy Kosinski of Being There fame. (Kosinski would later regret endorsing the lethal Abbott, being one of the few in the clique of the killer’s admirers who later concluded that the Abbott episode was a fraud, likening the literary laurels placed upon Abbott’s head to the literati’s support of the Black Panthers in the 1960s.)


Abbott worked briefly for Mailer by doing some scanty research, but he spent most of his time drifting aimlessly about the city, a misplaced creature who paradoxically spent time with the elite and powerful of New York one hour, and the next walking about the worst area of the city, the Lower East Side, peopled with prostitutes, pimps, drug pushers, and hardened criminals like himself. Besides Mailer and Kosinski, Abbott found himself in the company of such sterling personalities as author Jean Malaquais, literary agent Scott Meredith, and Robert Silvers, editor of the New York Review of Books. He impressed them to no end with his knowledge of Sartre and Camus, existentialists like himself, he said. He knew just what names and quotations would lure these Establishment personalities closer to his web, manipulating them with ease, calling loudly for entrees from their own menus, chewing voraciously upon the fat of their own philosophical beliefs, and thanking them for allowing him, Jack Henry Abbott, convicted killer, to dine at their table.


Surrounded by the protecting arms of New York’s literary sachems, Abbott undoubtedly felt that his future was secure. Now he lobbied discreetly for an even loftier position, one which would afford him continuous recognition and financial support, not as a reformed criminal but as a misunderstood literary giant. He expected his new friends to arrange a fellowship for him at the prestigious MacDowell Colony for accomplished artists in picturesque Petersborough, N.H. Here he would preside over the novice writer, the impressionable artist, dictating the thoughts of youthful, adoring followers. None of this, thankfully, was to be.


On the morning of July 18, 1981, Abbott, accompanied by two women, entered a small, all-night eatery, the BoniBon, on Second Avenue and Fifth Street. It was 5 a.m. After Abbott and the women took their seats, 22-year-old Richard Adan, a struggling Cuban-born actor working as a waiter, approached the table to take their order. Adan had recently appeared on public TV in Spain in a series of dramatic roles that had given his career a boost. His newly completed play about the Lower East Side was soon to be produced by an experimental stage group and the youth, known always to be polite and pleasant, was looking eagerly forward to a blossoming career in the theater. Adan had recently married a young choreographer-actress whose father had given him a job as a waiter in his restaurant so the young couple could make ends meet.


Abbott asked Adan where the washroom was located. Adan, according to customers in the restaurant, courteously explained that it was an employee-only washroom and that insurance restrictions prevented customers from using it. Abbott became incensed and began using abusive language. According to witnesses, Adan asked him to go outside with him to try to settle the argument so as not to disturb the other customers. Abbott later claimed that Adan was threatening him, but it was Abbott who did the threatening. Once outside the restaurant, Abbott drew a knife with a medium-length blade and with one powerful thrust, drove the blade into Adan’s heart. Another waiter, just at that moment, looked out of one of the restaurant’s windows to see the young waiter jumping up and down, gushing blood. Abbott then returned to one of the women with him, college student Susan Roxas, and shouted, “Let’s get out of here. I just killed a man!”


[image: Convict and killer Jack Henry Abbott, chained in Louisiana and en route to his 1981 murder trial.]


With that, Jack Henry Abbott, acclaimed author, vanished. It is revealing to quote Abbott’s own work, where he describes how he knifed a fellow prisoner to death fifteen years earlier, a methodical, cold-blooded act that was duplicated with the same precision in his 1981 murder of Richard Adan: “The enemy is smiling and chatting away about something. He thinks you’re his fool; he trusts you. You see the spot. It’s a target between the second and third button on his shirt. As you calmly talk and smile, you move your left foot to the side to step across his right-side body length. A light pivot toward him with your right shoulder and the world turns upside down; you have sunk the knife to its hilt into the middle of his chest.”


For two months Abbott eluded police and federal agents who were searching for him nationwide. Using the considerable advances from his book, Abbott managed to get to Mexico and hole up near the Guatemalan border; but after some weeks, not being able to speak Spanish or find work that would cloak his activities, he moved back to the U.S., to Louisiana. He was spotted in the Latin Quarter of New Orleans several times but whenever officers appeared, he had just departed his lodgings, almost as if he had been informed that authorities were closing in on him. Investigators interviewed the prostitutes of the Quarter and one streetwalker identified Abbott’s photo, telling police that the much-wanted killer was looking for work in the Louisiana oil fields. Officers tracked the elusive killer through the oil towns of Algiers, Harvey, and Marrero, searching through the murky bunkhouses where hundreds of nameless itinerant workers lived, but at every turn they missed their man, sometimes only by minutes. Abbott seemed to have a sixth sense about lawmen closing in on him and would, according to fellow workers, suddenly quit whatever he was doing, grab his meager belongings, and depart. In mid-September 1981, New York Police Detective William Majeski, who had arrived at the BoniBon restaurant after the Adan killing to take charge of the investigation and had trailed Abbott with other officers to New Orleans, learned that the fugitive was using a social security card with the alias of Jack Eastman.


Abbott had selected an anonymous world into which he hoped to disappear. The boom town oil fields of Louisiana collected thousands of roughnecks and roustabouts, many with criminal records, men like Abbott, who sought obscurity. Mixing with these tough, taciturn men were illegal aliens from Mexico, refugees from Vietnam, the flotsam and jetsam of the world, as it were, men who worked for $4 an hour, sixteen hours a day, and paid a third of their salary to the company to sleep in filthy bunkhouses and eat from open-air canteens. The rest of their money they would give to the whores who visited these camps in droves.


On Sept. 23, 1981, following a tip from Detective Carl Parsiola of St. Mary’s Parish, James Riley, an intelligence agent of the sheriff’s department, accompanied by Dan Dossett of the Morgan City Police, and other officers, located Abbott working in the fields of the Ramos Oil Company. He was unloading pipe from trucks that clogged the roads. Overhead helicopters buzzed about on company work and the nearby bayous belched smoke from tugs pulling freight. Where years before there had been wilderness, this area was now cluttered with humanity and the officers were concerned that their man would once again escape. Carefully, Riley, Dossett, and the others moved toward Abbott, pretending to be workers. When they saw him raise his arms to comb his hair, the lawmen rushed forward, eight shotguns leveled at him. Abbott was ordered to keep his hands in the air as officers moved forward to handcuff him. He said nothing, remaining motionless, offering no resistance. He wore cheap blue jeans and a T-shirt that were coated with oil; his boots were crusted with caked oil and were falling apart. Returned to New York and held at Riker’s Island, Abbott was tried before Judge Irving Lang of the Manhattan State Supreme Court. He was defended by criminal attorney Ivan Fisher and prosecuted by James Fogel. Early on, Abbott displayed anxiety and nervousness, a pose unlike his earlier aloof attitudes.


In his own words, Abbott characterized the death of Adan as the result of a “tragic misunderstanding,” a literary understatement without parallel. He went on to explain that he acted in self-defense, believing that Adan intended to attack him, the same plea that Abbott had employed when stabbing a fellow prison inmate to death in 1966. To that claim, a spectator in court rose and shouted, “You intended to do it, you scum!” This cry came from Henry Howard, the father-in-law of the dead Adan. Judge Lang ordered Howard removed from court, but he waited outside the courtroom throughout the trial, frustrated by his inability to see justice done.


The prosecution provided several witnesses, but one, Wayne Larsen, a 35-year-old Vietnam veteran, proved damning to Abbott’s self-defense tactic. Larsen was standing at the corner of Second Avenue and Fifth Street and watched as Abbott attacked Adan. He testified that Adan was walking away from Abbott when Abbott drew his knife and raised it. He recalled that when Abbott struck Adan there was an impacting sound that “still rings in my ears.” Even though Adan was mortally wounded and helpless, Abbott, according to Larsen, acted as if he had merely scratched his victim, cursing Adan and screaming, “Do you still want to continue this?” Adan had made no move toward Abbott and, according to Larsen, was trying to back away from his assailant. Abbott “made a beeline” for the back-pedaling Adan and lunged forward to make sure he killed his man and, in Larsen’s words, Abbott’s knife blow to Adan’s chest was so powerful “that the hair swung back on his (Abbott’s) head.”


Abbott sat trembling in court, clutching a handkerchief. He wore glasses and his hair was combed in a meticulous pompadour. Immediately following Larsen’s testimony, Abbott asked that he be allowed to leave the courtroom. “The testimony was extremely upsetting to him, reliving the event,” lawyer Fisher later stated. Abbott’s request was granted, although the paradox was evident. Abbott had graphically described his murder of another human being without a gnat-sting of remorse in his best-selling book but he was visibly upset by the retelling of his murder of Adan.


The victim, however, was offered up by Abbott to be not Adan, but Abbott. He again recited the litany of his prison sufferings, the endless abuse that was heaped upon him by an unthinking, inhumane prison system, the very rationale that had brought about his much-influenced parole. Abbott wanted it both ways, first to be released from prison for what the prison system had done to him, then excused from another murder outside of prison and shielded from being returned to that system because of what the prison system had done. If nothing else, Abbott was certainly angling for a minimum sentence, after having been found guilty of first degree manslaughter.


Prosecutor Fogel was having none of it, calling for a maximum sentence, a life term. “This is a killer,” Fogel argued before the bench, “a killer by habit, a killer by inclination, a killer by philosophy, and a killer by desire.”


Fisher clung to Abbott’s own lifelong defense, stating that his client had been warped by a lifetime of prison. “He was mistreated for so long and in so horrible a way. If it was, in fact, the poison of prison that brought about these events, how can it be urged that a lot more is the cure?”


Judge Lang had earlier ruled that Abbott’s previous convictions had qualified him as a “persistent violent felon.” When he asked the defendant if he had anything to say before sentence was pronounced, Abbott mumbled, “No.” Judge Lang then stated that the conviction of Abbott was in part “an indictment of a prison system which brutalized instead of rehabilitating…It’s perfectly clear that the defendant could not cope with the reality of a non-prison existence.” Judge Lang then sentenced Abbott to fifteen years to life, a minimum sentence. He would be returned to Utah State Penitentiary to serve out his remaining eight years for earlier convictions before serving the New York sentence of fifteen years.


Norman Mailer went before the court and implored leniency, stating, “Culture is worth a little risk. A major sentence would destroy him.” Even though Abbott did not receive the maximum sentence, Mailer, following the sentencing, was disgruntled, saying that Judge Lang’s sentence was so long as to be “killing.” Complained the 59-year-old author, “At the point he gets out, he’ll be as old as I am now.” Adan’s father-in-law, Henry Howard, heard the news of the sentence and was filled with rage. “In twenty-four years,” he said, “Jack Abbott will be back on the street and he will kill again. Why are his rights better than Richard Adan’s rights?”


This was a question answered obliquely and rather callously by Abbott’s attorney, Ivan Fisher, who was quoted as saying, in responding to questions about Adan’s family being entitled to the profits from Abbott’s book (then estimated to be about $500,000), “If you kill a brain surgeon you’re in much more trouble than if you kill a waiter working nights at the BoniBon Restaurant. That’s not my judgment, that’s the law.”


Before being led back to prison, Abbott, through Fisher, announced plans to sue the State of New York for $10 million for “the mental anguish and threats to his life” while he was a prisoner on Riker’s Island. Meanwhile, Abbott’s book soared to best-seller status, selling more than 40,000 hardbound copies through Random House. At the time, dramatic rights to Abbott’s savage tale had been purchased by a film company headed by comic Alan King in the amount of $250,000. See: Gilmore, Gary.


 


Abdullah, Mohammed (Joseph Howk, Jr.), 1939- , U.S. A voracious reader since early childhood, Howk graduated at the head of his high school class at age fifteen. Though brilliant, he was a much disturbed boy, later claiming racial differences in his family caused him to develop deep mental trauma, his mother being black, his father white. His 140-plus IQ did not balance with the many irrational acts he committed, attempting to hang himself at age nine, trying to burn down his parents’ Long Beach, Calif., home at age sixteen.


At that time Howk was taken to the Camarillo State Hospital and was diagnosed schizoid after extensive examinations. Although therapy was recommended, no psychiatric treatments were undertaken. The boy experimented with various religions, finally becoming a Catholic. He dropped this in favor of embracing the Nazi credo at age fifteen. He argued with his teachers over Aryan supremacy until he quit Long Beach City College since the school philosophy was at odds with his own. By seventeen Howk had discarded his ardent Nazi beliefs and dedicated himself to Mohammedanism. He was now a radical follower of Islam and changed his name to Mohammed Abdullah.


When Abdullah entered the University of California at Berkeley in 1958, he advertised his chosen religion, wearing a fez at all times and spouting Islamic credos, practicing Islamic customs. In one of the many coffee shops that catered to the waning beatnik clans, Abdullah met 34-year-old Martin Horowitz, a social dropout, an eccentric drifter who himself had psychiatric problems. Horowitz shared his offbeat philosophies with Abdullah who tagged along after his mentor until meeting statuesque Sonja Lillian Hoff, another student at Berkeley, majoring in home economics with her eye on future social work. The attractive girl was utterly fascinated with minority groups and Abdullah and his strange ways intrigued her.


The couple eventually fell in love but Abdullah’s jittery possessiveness soon disturbed the relationship. He could not stand to see the girl even talking to other male students. Abdullah told Sonja about his obsessive love for her and she showed considerable understanding, too much for her own good. After seeing the girl in casual conversation with another male student, Abdullah wrote in his diary (on Apr. 6, 1960), “Tonight I tried to kill myself but Sonja put herself between my knife and my throat.” He added, “Next time I suspect her of liking another man, I shall kill her quickly and without warning.”


Abdullah did catch the girl with another man but only threatened to murder her. So alarmed was the girl that this time she contacted police and Abdullah was ordered off campus. The girl began dating an Iranian student and Abdullah again threatened to kill her. She left Berkeley but made the error of returning to work a summer job. Abdullah saw her working in a restaurant as a waitress and implored her to come to his apartment for a reconciliation. (He had secretly planned, as noted in his diary, to lure her to the apartment where he would slit her throat and then commit sucide.) The girl told Abdullah never to contact her again.


Going to his one friend, Horowitz, Abdullah obtained a loaded 38-caliber pistol. Horowitz later stated that he loaned the weapon to his friend to “soothe his tensions,” but later still, Abdullah claimed he purchased the weapon himself. Armed, the incensed Abdullah went to the Berkeley library on July 13, 1960, and typed a letter explaining his pain at being rejected and how he intended to murder Sonja Hoff: “I have stolen a pistol to kill my beloved and myself.” He then approached the girl as she was studying and asked her to step outside. She agreed, an inexplicable move on her part in that she was once again being confronted by a man who had repeatedly threatened to kill her.


On the steps of the library, Abdullah yanked forth his pistol and, without a word to the girl he loved, shot Sonja Hoff in the head. She died instantly. Abdullah stood over her for some minutes while students and passersby stood riveted in shock. He fired another bullet at the prone girl but it missed. Then he calmly put the gun to his own head and fired a bullet into his skull.


The killer, however, survived even though the bullet remained lodged in his brain. He was blinded in one eye but was well enough by Jan. 3, 1961, to stand trial for murder. Abdullah was quickly found Guilty and was sentenced to die in San Quentin’s gas chamber. Horowitz, the willing hand who had provided the murder weapon, was also tried and was convicted of manslaughter. When a ten-year sentence was pronounced, Horowitz went to pieces, sobbing wildly in court.


Mohammed Abdullah was a happy man as he awaited execution, telling his prison guards that he was sure Allah would give him Sonja once they were united in the hereafter. This heavenly reward was, however, denied to the zealot killer when California’s Governor Edmund G. “Pat” Brown commuted the sentence to life imprisonment without parole. The governor’s reason was that Abdullah had been insane throughout his life.


 


Acevedo, Louis, 1956- , U.S. Acevedo and Shelley Sperling had been a couple throughout their teenage years. But when the 18-year-old honor roll student went away to Marist College in Poughkeepsie, N.Y., her life began to change and she decided to end the relationship. Acevedo, however, would not accept the rejection. In September 1974 she agreed to meet him at a waterworks next to the campus, expecting a final talk. Instead, Acevedo struck her with a brick, fracturing her skull and severely injuring the hand she used to protect herself. He was charged with felony assault and released on $10,000 bail. Later, after a grand jury indicted him for attempted murder, he remained free on the same bail.


College authorities told a terrified Sperling to “phone for help” if Acevedo ever confronted her on campus, and security guards at Marist College were alerted to watch out for him. The former boyfriend, who worked as a part-time therapy aide at an institution for the mentally retarded, kept a gun in his locker. That fact, known to several of his acquaintances and friends, went unreported. On Feb. 18, 1975, Acevedo waited for Sperling outside the college cafeteria. When she saw him, she ran to a telephone and was dialing for help when he shot her dead.


 


Acid Bath Murders, See: Haigh, George John.


 


Ackerman, Bradley, 1964- , U.S. Ackerman and Julie Alban of Long Beach, Calif., had grown up in the same affluent neighborhood; their families lived across the street from each other. On June 8, 1988, after they had dated for about ten months, Ackerman asked her to marry him. She refused. Later that evening, as Alban lay sleeping in her parents’ home, Ackerman entered her bedroom and shot her in the back. He then shot himself but later recovered from his wound. Alban was paralyzed for life.


Ackerman, the stepson of Daniel Ridder, chairman of the Long Beach Press-Telegram, was tried for first-degree murder. Defense counsel, Anthony Murray, arguing that his client was severely depressed over both a recent $30,000 gambling debt and failure to fulfill his early promise as a tennis player, reported Ackerman had taken thirty pills in an attempt to kill himself. Kenneth Lamb, the deputy district attorney who tried the case, told jurors that Ackerman’s precision in firing the .38-caliber pistol did not indicate that he was suffering from a Valium blackout, and said the rejected suitor had invented that defense to escape responsibility. Ackerman was found guilty of a willful, premeditated attempt at first-degree murder and sentenced to life imprisonment. Lamb called the verdict “justified,” pointing out that Ackerman had sentenced Alban to “death and, failing that, he sentenced her to life in a wheelchair.”


 


Adamic, Louis, 1913-51, U.S. A Yugoslavian nationalist who came to America at age fourteen, Adamic became a successful and prominent U.S. writer. At age thirty-eight, he was found dead in his 100-year-old New Jersey farmhouse. Adamic arrived in the U.S. in 1927 and worked as a newsboy, then became a soldier, a sailor, a factory worker, and a restaurant helper. Turning to writing, he based one of his books, Laughing in the Jungle, on his experiences as a hobo, and produced several others about politics and the immigrant’s status in America. The Native’s Return, written after he visited his beloved Yugoslavia on a Guggenheim Fellowship, was his first bestseller. He then moved to an old farmhouse in Riegelsville, N.J., continuing as a supporter of the head of Yugoslavia, Marshall Tito, and campaigning briefly for American Progressive Party candidate Henry Wallace in the 1948 U.S. election. Adamic’s name came up that same year before the House Un-American Activities Committee, when he was accused of membership in left-wing organizations. Neighbors said the Adamics had become reclusive over the last few years; their house appeared to be locked up and deserted. In fact, Adamic and his wife had moved to California, apparently after threats as a result of his work over a three-year period on a book called The Eagle and the Roots, a study promoting Yugoslavia as a bastion of democracy holding out against encroaching Russian Communism. The book was said to be critical of both Russia and the U.S., and was an ardent defense of Tito. Anton Smole, Yugoslav correspondent in San Francisco and a longtime friend, said Adamic had told him of several threats, including one in California when two men stopped him on the street, demanding to see his new book. When the author refused he was beaten unconscious. He moved back to New Jersey shortly thereafter, without his wife, and continued the final work on his book for six weeks.


On Sept. 4, 1951, a paper-mill technician on his way to work at 4 a.m. noticed a glare in the New Jersey hills near Adamic’s farmhouse. When firemen arrived from two miles away, the farmhouse garage and studio had burned to the ground. The firemen put out the fire and went inside, discovering a litter of oily rags in the unswept rooms and an unburned wall of the garage soaked with oil. In a second-floor bedroom they found Adamic’s body, a .22 Mossberg rifle lying in his lap, and a single bullet wound above his right ear. A Hunterdon County medical examiner returned a tentative verdict of suicide.


Police investigated the possibility of murder, based on threats Adamic had told Smoles and other friends about, demanding he quit work on his last book. According to Adamic’s brother-in-law, Harold Sanders, Adamic’s wife thought the death was suicide. Sanders said, “He was working too hard, was upset by world conditions, and was under great stress.” The FBI investigated the case briefly, dropping it when no angles were found to follow up on. On Aug. 7, 1957, a rusty tin box containing $12,350 in disintegrating large-denomination bills was found in the walls of the burned farmhouse. The package, wrapped in brown paper, had “1950” written on it. At the time of Adamic’s death his wife estimated the value of his estate at $5,000. Based on the date and the fact that Adamic had built the wall in which the box was discovered, it is believed that the author had hidden the money.


 


Adams, Louis, prom. 1932, U.S. The crowning of Mark Adams as “King of all the Gypsies in the World” was to be a festive celebration. In December 1931, Adams, a farmer in California’s San Fernando Valley, invited an army of Gypsy fortune tellers, silversmiths, and card readers from across the U.S., to witness his coronation and feast on barbecued steer. The week-long party came to an abrupt end, however, when Mark’s brother Louis Adams murdered his estranged wife from Chicago in front of their nine children. Despondent over their recent separation, Louis decided to take matters into his own hands. He was immediately arrested and jailed.


 


Adams, Millicent, 1942- , U.S. Socialite Millicent Adams, a post-debutante Bryn Mawr student, raised in upper-class comfort in Philadelphia, Pa., met engineering student Axel Schmidt and killed him when he jilted her foranother more socially prominent woman. Schmidt was certainly a dedicated social climber, and his cruel treatment of Adams caused her first to think of suicide, or so she later claimed. But her destructive plan was one that evolved out of practice, not whim, since she bought a St. Bernard, took it to an unused servant’s room in her family home and shot it with a .22-caliber Smith & Wesson which she had recently purchased. This scenario was enacted, it was later reported, to make sure that the weapon would work on its intended victim, herself.


Yet, when Adams went to bed with Schmidt for the last time in October 1962, the scorned woman turned the gun on Schmidt, not herself, shooting and killing him with a single, well-aimed bullet. Attorneys for Adams claimed that she had suffered a fit of temporary insanity. Adams pled guilty to manslaughter, but there was a condition. If the court gave her a ten-year probational sentence, Adams would commit herself to a mental health center. The court surprisingly accepted this arrangement.


Adams gave birth to a child, Lisa, whose father was the man she had slain and she was allowed to visit the girl on weekends. At the end of three years, Adams was released and labelled “rehabilitated.” She relocated to the West Coast where she moved in with wealthy relatives. Millicent Adams did not pay dearly for committing homicide; some might have labelled it a slight inconvenience for having done away with a trifling lover.


 


Adams, William Nelson, 1902- , Brit. The case of 17-year-old William Adams and his murder of 60-year-old George Jones, is more than a curious one. On the evening of June 10, 1919, Adams, who had befriended the older man who had given him lodging in his room and bought him meals and drinks, was drinking with Jones and another man, Charlie Smith, in a Tooting pub. The trio left the pub late that night en route to Sutton when Adams stabbed Jones six times with a shoemaker’s awl, three times in the throat and three times in the chest. Jones was later found half alive, wearing only his trousers and vest, his shirt wrapped awkwardly about his chest and neck as if someone had attempted to stop the flow of blood. Jones lived for three days and told police that he had no idea why Adams would want to hurt him, saying, “I had done nothing to him.”


When Adams was finally arrested, he told another story, one with bizarre implications. He admitted that Jones had taken him in but had requested that Adams perform a special service in gratitude for his kindness–that the youth kill him. “I’ve done you a good turn,” Adams quoted Jones as having said. “Now you do one for me. Will you kill me?” Adams went on to say that Jones was “worried out of his life” because he was facing a tax bill he could not pay. Adams said he would think about it and did, waiting a week until attacking Jones at the victim’s own request in a Sutton park. He described how Jones removed his coat and hat, lying on the grass and handing the awl to Jones, saying, “The best way is to stab me in the left side of the neck.”


Adams more or less hesitated but Jones kept urging him on. Charlie Smith, a man never found by police, watched the whole strange scene without participating. Finally, Adams worked up his nerve, he claimed, and stabbed the victim several times, but then tried to staunch the flow of blood by wrapping Jones’s shirt around his wounds. He then took the victim’s money and left the scene with Smith. Jones died on June 13, 1919, and Adams was charged with committing a homicide he labelled a “murder by request.” The jury, listening to Adams’s odd story at the Guildford Assizes in July 1919, dismissed the cry of the defendant that he was “only trying to oblige the old gentleman” and found him Guilty. Adams was sentenced to death, but Edward Shortt, then Home Secretary, commuted the prisoner’s sentence to life imprisonment.


 


Adamson, John Harvey, 1944- , U.S. When an investigative reporter with information on Arizona land fraud and rampant underworld corruption in that state was killed by a car bomb in Phoenix in 1976, a $100,000 special prosecution fund was established to investigate the slaying. Adamson, a 32-year-old former tow-truck operator and sometime dog breeder, phoned Pulitzer prire-nominated investigative reporter Don Bolles on June 2, 1976, to say he would give Bolles information linking top Arizona Republicans to land fraud schemes. When Bolles rushed over to meet Adamson at the Phoenix Hotel, he found he had apparently been stood up. Returning to his car, the reporter was blown up by a crude dynamite bomb that exploded as he got into the vehicle.


[image: Investigative reporter Don Bolles, murdered for his news probes.]


Hanging on for eleven days and through six operations, losing both legs and his right arm, Bolles died on June 13, 1976. His last words were: “Mafia…Emprise …They finally got me..John Adamson, find him.” Two hours later, Adamson was arrested and charged with murder. At a preliminary hearing held under strict security on June 21 at the Maricopa County Superior Court, Adamson pleaded Not Guilty. The prosecution’s two main witnesses were Robert Lettiere, an ex-convict who described driving to a parking lot with Adamson to look for Bolles’s car five days before the fatal bombing, and Gail Owens, a former girlfriend of Adamson’s who had been with him when he bought a remote control device which he described as a gift for friend.


After a series of delays, including mistrials and moving the trial site due to pretrial publicity, Adamson pleaded guilty to planting the bomb. He escaped the death penalty in exchange for testimony against Max Dunlap and James Robison. According to Adamson, Dunlap, a wealthy contractor, and Robison, a plumber, detonated the bomb with a remote control radio transmitter used in model airplanes. Dunlap had also promised to help Adamson escape to Mexico after the killing, and to take care of his wife and child. Millionaire Arizona landowner and businessman Kemper Marley, Sr., angry about an article Bolles had written about Marley’s alleged troubles with the law in 1942, found his name linked with Dunlap in Adamson’s testimony. Dunlap and Robison were convicted of the murder of Bolles and were sentenced to death on Jan. 10, 1977, in Maricopa County Superior Court. Adamson is serving a twenty-year sentence for his part in the crime.


[image: John Harvey Adamson, found guilty of Bolies’ murder.]


On Feb. 1, 1980, the Arizona Supreme Court overturned the convictions of Dunlap and Robison, on the grounds they were denied their constitutional right to face their accuser, Adamson. The Court further stated that Adamson had refused to answer certain questions and that the trial judge, Howard Thompson, had erred by denying a motion of the defense to strike all of Adamson’s related testimony after Thompson declined to force him to answer.


In November 1980 Adamson was sentenced to die in the gas chamber for Bolles’s murder. During the new proceedings, Adamson said in a shaking voice that he had fulfilled his agreement to testify against people who once were close associates and that was “a personal punishment far greater than any court could impose.” In December 1988 a federal appeals court overturned Adamson’s death sentence. The U.S. Court of Appeals for the Ninth Circuit in San Francisco ruled that Adamson had been improperly sentenced by the Arizona Supreme Court because the trial judge had initially ruled that a prison term was the appropriate sentence for the murder. Later, the court imposed the death penalty only after Adamson violated a plea agreement requiring him to testify against Robison and Dunlap. The death penalty, the court said, also violated the right to a jury trial by allowing the judge to decide whether murder is a capital crime.


 


Adamson, Joy, See: Ekai, Paul Wakwaro.


 


Agostini, Antonio (The Pajama Girl Murder), prom. 1934, Aus. An Italian immigrant working in Sydney, Agostini was married to an assertive, hard-drinking Englishwoman, Linda Platt, in 1930. The couple lived a meager existence on Agostini’s small salary. He worked at odd jobs, mostly in restaurants as a waiter, and his income, or the lack of it, caused his wife to drink heavily and, according to Agostini’s later statements, become abusive. To improve their lifestyle the couple moved to Melbourne where Linda Platt Agostini was last seen alive in August 1934. After that she vanished. When her friends or relatives inquired about her, Agostini merely shrugged, saying that she had run off with a lover. This raised few eyebrows for Mrs. Agostini, an attractive woman with a voluptuous figure, was known to play the field even after her marriage.


On Sept. 1, 1934, a farmer cleaning a culvert six miles from Albury (located between Melbourne and Sydney) found the body of a young woman. She was badly burned and her head showed vicious head wounds. Her curvacious body was adorned with only pajamas embroidered with a Chinese dragon. When coroner physicians examined the corpse closer they quickly discovered a bullet wound below the right eye. Parts of the skull had been dealt severe blows so that the bone had collapsed. There were burns over the body which conformed with the patches of oil discovered at the burial site. Someone had murdered this woman and then had attempted to destroy the body by soaking it in oil and burning it.


The corpse was first identified by no less than six people as Mrs. Anna Philomena Morgan Coots, the wife of a Sydney writer who had been reported missing. The medical examiners and the police were content to label the body such, and marked the “Coots” murder as solved, yet there was some doubt among the authorities as to the real identity of the dead woman, particularly when Mrs. Coots’s mother, Mrs. Jeanette Routledge, viewed the corpse and stated, “I am certain that this is not my daughter.” Mrs. Coots’s grandmother, her landlady, and several close friends insisted otherwise, that, indeed, the corpse was Anna Coots. Authorities decided not to bury the murder victim under that name. They would wait for developments and other leads. The corpse was placed in a metal coffin which was filled with a special preservative, formalin, an aqueous solution of formaldehyde which will provide indefinite preservation of organic tissues. The body was stored in a basement area of Sydney University’s Pathological Museum and there it waited until the police decided whether or not to bury it. The wait lasted for ten years.


During that time a curious police sergeant named King came to visit the corpse and peer at it as it swam in the formalin. (One report had it that the streetcars rumbling by outside caused the corpse to “bob like an apple” in the preservative fluid.) King reported to his superiors that he believed the woman was none other than a friend of his wife’s, Linda Platt Agostini, someone the Kings had not seen since early 1931. He was sure of his identification, however, because of the unusually shaped ears on the corpse. They were pointed and had no lobes, something King had noticed about Mrs. Agostini when first meeting her. King made his statement in 1938 at a second inquest which was publicized. An amateur sleuth and medical criminologist, Dr. Palmer Benbow, decided to investigate. He convinced authorities to allow him to examine the corpse and the scanty evidence unearthed by the police.


There was not much to examine–the corpse, wrinkling in formalin, a bag which had been soaked with oil, a piece of toweling. When peering at the toweling under his microscope, Benbow noticed something the police had not discovered or, if they had, had ignored. There were laundry marks on the towel. These marks led the doctor to a shack outside of Albury and there he found an old bed with a metal frame which had been painted. Benbow matched flecks of paint from the frame of this bed to those found on the corpse, and matched fibres from a woolen blanket he found to those found in the dead woman’s hair. He began interviewing residents in the area but suddenly Dr. Benbow’s one-man investigation came to an abrupt halt. He later claimed that police had obstructed his work and that witnesses suddenly had nothing more to say to him after being visited by certain authorities. Oddly, Benbow’s half-completed investigation aimed itself at establishing the corpse as that of Anna Morgan Coots, not Linda Agostini.


[image: Antonio Agostini, wife killer.]


Edith Flemington, Linda’s mother through an earlier marriage, had been contacted as early as 1935 when her daughter reportedly ran away to blissful oblivion with an unknown lover. For almost ten years Mrs. Flemington had been writing authorties around the world from her home in Littlehampton, Sussex, England, trying to find her daughter or her daughter’s remains. The police in Sydney had sent her a photo of the corpse in the preservative fluid, but she had originally denied the remains as being that of her daughter. (Formalin usually causes the body to shrink and wrinkles to appear on the face, slightly disfiguring features.) But Mrs. Flemington did recognize the photo of the pajamas the dead woman had been wearing, yellow silk pajamas with a green dragon embroidered on the back which, Mrs. Flemington later recalled, had been given to Linda by her sister as a wedding gift.


[image: Linda Agostini, the victim known as The Pajama Girl.]


Mrs. Flemington wrote many letters to the Sydney police describing her daughter and how she had clerked in London stores, been a movie usher and a hairdresser on the Red Star Line which is how she wound up in Australia. She wrote about her son-in-law, Agostini, and how he was not a “reliable type,” a would-be silk merchant and part-time waiter, how, on one occasion, instead of buying her daughter an engagement ring, Agostini bought her a one-passage home which Linda never used. In her last letter to the Sydney police, Mrs. Flemington said that though she had failed to recognize the body in the formalin as her daughter she had had strange dreams as of late, seeing her daughter “afloat” in a dark, small area.


Then, in March 1944, Antonio Agostini, who had been interred in an alien prison camp during the war, came under suspicion once again. W.J. Mackay, the newly-appointed police commissioner for New South Wales, intended to clear up the matter once and for all. He had read Mrs. Flemington’s last letter and examined the yellowing notes of Dr. Benbow. Mackay, leafing through the thick police files, noticed the name of a dentist who had worked on Linda’s teeth, but oddly enough, the dentist had not been asked to compare his charts of Linda Agostini with the teeth of the dead woman. The dentist was called in and the teeth were compared. There was no doubt in the dentist’s mind that the deceased was his former patient. Mackay next ordered physicians to take the corpse from the formalin bath and reconstruct it as best as possible. Then he brought in friends and relatives of both Mrs. Coots and Mrs. Agostini. The identification for Mrs. Agostini was the strongest, and Agostini was brought from his prison camp.


The short, balding, and near-sighted Agostini had been interrogated in 1935 by police who had accepted his story about his wife running off with another man. Mackay disregarded that tale and began to pump the little waiter. He soon changed his story. Yes, the pickled corpse was the late Mrs. Agostini, the little man admitted. He added, as he casually chain-smoked in front of the commissioner, that he had killed his wife but not intentionally. On Aug. 28, 1934 they both went to bed drunk but Linda woke up before dawn, he said. She was raving about another woman coming to see him at the restaurant where he worked. (Agostini insisted that his wife was jealous of him to the point of being neurotic.) Somehow she had gotten hold of a gun and was waving it at Agostini, he said, and he tried to take it away from her. In the struggle the gun went off and she was killed by the fatal shot. He panicked and attempted to carry the body downstairs, but it fell from his grasp and during its fall the terrible wounds to the head were inflicted on the stairs. He then drove out to the culvert and stuffed the body inside.


Much of Agostini’s statements didn’t make sense. If the death was accidental why had he attempted to burn the corpse beyond recognition. Agostini insisted that he had not done so, that, perhaps some other person finding the corpse had tried to burn it so as not to be blamed for a murder. More revealing was the report from the original examining physicians who stated that the head wounds found on the body were made before the bullet had been fired and that the blows to the skull caused the actual death of Linda Agostini. This, of course, pointed to a beating administered by Agostini. He was charged with murdering his wife and placed on trial on June 9, 1944. No matter how much the prosecution pressured Agostini, the little man would not budge. The killing was accidental, he insisted.


[image: Dr. Palmer Benbow]


The jury undoubtedly believed the quiet little waiter. Agostini was convicted of manslaughter and sent to serve a six-year sentence at hard labor. He was released in 1950 and was promptly deported to his native Italy where he disappeared. By that time, the body of Linda Platt Agostini had finally found rest, having been buried in July 1944, in Melbourne’s Preston Cemetery. There are those today who still insist that the corpse is that of Mrs. Coots who was never found and that there were actually two murders occuring on the same day and in the same area. One of the killers was brought to justice and the other, since only one corpse was unearthed, remained at large and unknown.


 


Ahearn, Danny, prom. 1930-40s, U.S. Growing up on New York’s Lower East Side, Danny Ahearn admired gangsters, studied them carefully, and then joined their ranks as a teenager. Although Ahearn had extensive experience as a robber, gambler, and con man, his main profession was killing for hire. Arrested in New York twenty-two times on major charges, Ahearn was released twenty times. Tried twice for murder, he was released both times for lack of evidence. Reportedly after his final arrest, he gave a long, detailed interview in which he described the techniques and etiquettes of his trade. “For a man to commit murder,” he explained, “he’s got to have no heart.” He advised professional assassins to have patience, study their intended victims carefully, keep a cool head, and stay on good terms with the police, reasoning that “They got to make a buck. They’re human, too. Treat ‘em nice. Then, if you get into trouble you may be able to do business with ‘em.” Ahearn recommended several standard murder methods such as placing dynamite in the starter of the victim’s car or blowing up his house. Women were useful to lure the victims to isolated areas, or to get the target in compromising positions in bedrooms where they would be easy prey. He emphasized working with the police and making connections with them to set up favorable conditions for favors and exchanges.


When hired to kill a woman, Ahearn advised romancing her in nightclubs, then taking her to her apartment and gaining her confidence and affection, so one could later invite her on a vacation, perhaps in the mountains. To avoid trouble, the killer should make sure she writes a letter to her family saying she is going away. Every day of the vacation, he advised, dig part of a ditch in the woods. When the grave is finished, take her for a walk in the woods, knock her on the head, and bury her alive, Ahearn suggests. He suggested that a killer always carry around some poison in order to be prepared, and try, when possible, to leave a gun planted on the victim’s body, because, he said, “Police don’t interest themselves too much in the case where gangsters are killed.”


 


Akulonis, Peter, d.1953, U.S. A quiet, reserved man who did chores for his elderly mother and worked hard for his livelihood, Akulonis came unravelled one day and murdered his entire family. As a youth in Lawrence, Maine, Akulonis was a troubled poor boy, partly deaf, with some facial paralysis, who rebelled by committing acts of petty crime. In the 1930s he changed his ways, marrying, fathering two sons, and becoming a hard-working boiler-maker in a tank works. For years Akulonis kept to himself, raising his family. A co-worker talked about the factory: “The noise in here drives you bugs after a while, but he never come off his machine to talk to anybody. He was a bandit for work.” Around the Christmas holiday of 1952, things began to change for Akulonis. He sat alone at lunch, complaining once to a friend with a new car, “How can you afford that when I drive a pile of junk? All I do is work and go home …I’m not getting anything out of life.” He asked another man at the shop if he thought he was “crazy or something,” and soon he began picking fights. Finally he quit and started to drink.


In mid-April Akulonis went to his four-room apartment in the afternoon, picked up a carpenter’s ax, and killed his wife with a single blow, turning then on his 4-year-old son, Michael, whom he brutally murdered and mutilated. Going to his brother Alphonse’s house, the killer herded his mother and two young nephews into a room and hacked them to death. When the brother returned, Akulonis met him in the kitchen and killed him, too. Picking up his 11-year-old son, Peter, Jr., at school, Akulonis drove the boy to some nearby woods, then shot him in the face with a .22 rifle, newly purchased from Sears Roebuck and Co. He returned to his car–a recent loan from his remaining brother Raymond–and drove it to the Cambridge factory where Raymond worked. Raymond got behind the wheel while Akulonis sat in the back. Two other workers along for the ride said they noticed nothing unusual about his behavior. The police, called by Alphonse’s widow, were waiting at Raymond’s house when the car pulled up. As the officers leaped out of their car, Akulonis shot Raymond through the head, then turned the rifle on himself. A note found in his pocket read, “I love Michael more than life. I loved Mom, Paul, Jimmy, Sis, Peter, Ray.”


 


Alarcon, Nestor Mencias, prom. 1970, Mex. Nestor Alarcon, a 26-year-old Mexican peasant, was hired to kill Isabel Garcia by his employer, Senora Martinez Anguilar. Garcia was having an affair with Senora Anguilar’s husband. Senora Anguilar first paid a witchdoctor to put a spell on Isabel Garcia, but when this failed to end the affair she offered Alarcon fifty-five pesos to kill the woman. “That’s a lot of money for a man like me,” he said later. He hacked Garcia to death with a machete, then turned on her 9-year-old daughter.


Police had closed the books on the case when Alarcon drew attention to himself by leaving town. He was picked up for routine questioning and confessed to murdering Garcia. He told police that Senora Anguilar put him up to it, but reneged on her part of the agreement after learning that Alarcon had also killed the girl. Alarcon later said he committed the murder because he felt obligated to carry out the orders of his employer.


 


Albanese, Charles, 1937- , U.S. In the fall of 1980 Fox Lake, a popular vacation spot near Chicago, was shocked by the deaths of two elderly residents, the first of many over the next sixteen months in a bizarre scheme to seize control of the estates of two wealthy families. If the plan succeeded, Charles Albanese, a prominent Chicago-area businessman driven to obtain wealth and power, would inherit the estates. But first he had to poison up to six of his relatives.


In August 1980 he implemented his heinous plan. Mary Lambert, the 87-year-old grandmother of Albanese’s wife Virginia, died of an apparent heart attack on Aug. 6. Twelve days later Virginia’s mother, 69-year-old Marion K. Mueller, died the same way. Described as healthy women, their sudden deaths within two weeks panicked friends and family into believing their local water supply was contaminated. Tests of the water proved negative.


Virginia Albanese inherited $150,000 from the two deceased. An investigation into the deaths uncovered that in May Charles Albanese had persuaded Lambert to leave her estate to her daughter, Mueller, in the event of her death, aware that his wife would receive the inheritance when Mueller died, and that she had previously willed her property to him.


The deaths were reinvestigated in 1981 when, on May 16, Charles’ father, 69-year-old Michael J. Albanese, Sr., died of an unknown illness. His death left the family-owned trophy company and an estate worth $267,373 to his sons, Charles and Michael A. Albanese, Jr., and would revert to Charles at the death of Michael, Jr. In addition, Michael Sr., left his wife Clare a $200,000 life insurance policy paid in full at the time of his death. Should she die, Charles would become her beneficiary.


Authorities reopened the cases of Lambert and Mueller when they learned that all three dead persons were related and that the junior Albanese was ill with symptoms his father had shown before his death. An inquiry into the death of the senior Albanese finally showed signs of arsenic in his system. Doctors examined Michael, Jr., and found arsenic as well. The bodies of Lambert and Mueller, exhumed and autopsied, also showed arsenic in their systems. All of the evidence by now pointed to Charles Albanese, who was in line to inherit more than half a million dollars from both families.


Police took Albanese into custody as he, his wife, and his mother were leaving for a vacation in Jamaica. Police feared the two women would have been murdered there as they were the only remaining barriers to the wealth Albanese sought. A jury convicted Albanese on three counts of murder in the poisoning deaths of Mary Lambert, Marion Mueller, and Michael Albanese, Sr. Sentenced to death, he awaits punishment on death row. Albanese and his lawyers have appealed the sentence and on Sept. 29, 1988, the Illinois Supreme Court denied their appeal and scheduled Albanese to die in the electric chair on Jan. 25, 1989.


 


Alcott, John James, 1925-53, Brit. The murder for which Alcott was executed was much contested by his defense counsel who maintained that the killer was insane or, at least, a hysteric who had no idea that he was taking a human life. Though little is known of Alcott’s early life, he later admitted that as a youth he got along poorly with his father. When his father later went into the army and served overseas during WWII, Alcott would go into the British countryside and wander for days, living off vegetables filched from farms, and sitting by small fires at night, brooding about his father. During Alcott’s trial for murder in 1952, his defense counsel claimed that these early-day wanderings and remorse over an absent father were that of a mentally unbalanced child. The portrait was not unlike one drawn by Viennese psychoanalyst, Dr. Wilhelm Stekel, who had years earlier typified such conduct as that of the neurotic whom he labelled “the unconscious criminal.” Stekel claimed that boys resentful of harsh fathers often harbor a secret and deep death wish for such parents. In the case of Alcott, the inference was made, he substituted other victims for his father, killing without conscience, without social sense, without a concept of law and order.


Alcott’s teenage years were uneventful except that he did buy a bicycle he knew was stolen and for this offense was sent to a correctional school where he became a model student. He later stole a bicycle and then decided not to keep it, selling it. The sale brought him to the attention of the police and he was returned to the school for a short period. No other illegal incidents occurred in the young man’s life until he was sent to Germany after enlisting in the British Army. He later claimed he suffered a series of blackouts while in the service, one following a minor traffic accident. Following the accident, he found himself wandering about the German countryside and being joined by a nomadic Czech who was trying to reach France. The pair stopped at a small lodging house where a night watchman offered them coffee then, inexplicably, according to Alcott, whirled about and threw the scalding coffee at the uniformed Alcott, screaming, “You English bastards take a man’s last drink!”


Alcott jumped at the watchman, smashing his face with his fists while, according to Alcott, his Czech friend leapt forward with an empty whiskey bottle in one hand and a fire extinguisher in the other and crashed both of these down upon the watchman’s head, sending him unconscious to the floor. The Czech, Alcott stated, hated all Germans after having spent years in a concentration camp during WWII. Both men fled the lodging house, unaware that the watchman was dead. They were picked up a few days later and Alcott was tried before a court-martial, charged with murder. He was found Guilty but, strangely enough, received a pardon and was discharged from the British Army under the term “Services No Longer Required,” a discharge invariably reserved for those with poor military records. The reason why Alcott was pardoned for this murder was never explained, and no amount of prodding from civil authorities could later produce information on the murder from army officials.


After resuming civilian life, Alcott became a fireman and married, living quietly at Hither Green. In early August 1952, Alcott and his wife planned to vacation in France. Alcott told his wife that he would pick up his holiday pay but he traveled to Aldershot where he took a room in a boarding house and spent several days shopping for clothes in the area and visiting the station house at Ash Vale Station. There he introduced himself to the railway clerk, Geoffrey Dean, age twenty-eight, married and with a small child, telling Dean that he was a fellow railway worker. He returned to talk to Dean several times and undoubtedly noticed the considerable sums of money from fares that Dean periodically counted and stored in the station house safe. Shortly before 8 p.m. on Aug. 22, 1952, Dean turned over tickets and a date stamp to a night porter and told him he would be staying a little later in the office to perform some cleanup work. The station door was locked and a sign on the door told customers to purchase tickets from the porter. An army sergeant went to the station door and heard what he later described as possible scuffling noises and the voices of two men talking. He read the sign and went in search of the night porter. About an hour later another porter noticed a light on in the station office and knocked at the door. He got no response and looked into the window to see Dean sprawled on the floor, blood seeping from his body. Police were called, broke in the door, and found the murdered Dean with more than twenty stab wounds, several in the heart, the lungs, and even in his legs. Powerful blows had actually crushed some of the victim’s bones. The safe was standing open and approximately £168 had been stolen.


Police began a thorough search of all the inns and boarding houses in the area, asking about strangers. One boarding house yielded an empty first-floor room where a young man had stayed. Found was a jacket with blood stains and in the pockets a wallet containing two ten-shilling notes which had blood spots and, most revealing, a passport bearing the name of John James Alcott. Police were posted at the house and some hours later they arrested Alcott as soon as he entered his room. He took little time in showing officers a chimney where he had hidden a knife in a leather sheaf. Inside his pockets were documents from the station house safe and £109. Alcott seemed carefree about being charged with Dean’s murder, and all during the time he awaited trial he concerned himself with his wife’s welfare and how she would manage financially without him.


At his trial, held at Surrey Assizes in Kingston on Nov. 18, 1952, Alcott showed a strange indifference to his predicament while his lawyers argued that he was certainly insane. He himself claimed that he had suffered another blackout, like those he had experienced in his military service and that the victim, as far as he could remember, was “a decent fellow.” He didn’t know why he was in Aldershot or why he went to the station house or why he suddenly murdered a man he had been having pleasant conversations with for several days. He explained that he must have blacked out because when he “came to” he was holding the bloody knife and the stolen money and realized that he was in trouble and that is why he hid the murder weapon. Alcott told the court that he “had gone berserk.” Why then, if he had only a blind and inexplicable urge to murder had he taken the money, Alcott was asked. “Perhaps I did it because it had been there staring me in the face,” he replied. “I could have taken two or three pounds at any time I had liked without his knowing it. It would have been easy, looking back at it.”


The prosecution, however, presented a convincing argument that all of Alcott’s blackouts, his loss of memory, and insane acts were feigned, that all of this was a backup plan should he be caught after committing a premeditated robbery and murder. It was shown how Alcott visited the station house a day before the murder and placed a call from there to another station house to inquire about the health of a fellow railway worker who had been accidentally scalded by hot cinders Alcott himself had been shoveling weeks earlier. He told Dean at the time of this call–which was to establish himself as a fellow railway worker to be trusted–that he expected a return call at the station house which would let him know about the injured worker. This was his ruse to excuse a return to the station house the following evening. Moreover, Alcott had purchased an entire new set of clothes–from coat, pants, shirt, to shoes–and these he intended to wear when fleeing the area after the robbery-murder, dumping the “murder clothes.” The bloody pants and shoes Alcott had been wearing were found in bushes near the boarding house, and it was reported that these were the very items Alcott was hiding just before he was arrested on his return to the boarding house to retrieve his bloody jacket in order to hide it elsewhere.


The murder weapon was the knife Alcott had hidden in the chimney, one which he had purchased in Aldershot for the very purpose of killing Dean. He later claimed that he had bought the knife as a gift for a young brother and just happened to have the weapon in his pocket when he suffered his impulse to kill the station clerk. The jury did not accept the posture of insanity, nor did the accused man’s background conform to the McNaghten Rules on insanity. Alcott was convicted of murder and Mr. Justice Finnemore sentenced him to death. Alcott’s relentless attorneys doggedly sought to appeal the case on grounds of insanity. Their request for appeal was denied and Alcott was executed on Jan. 2, 1953.


 


Aldridge, Alfred Scott, prom. 1929-31, U.S. As a result of the 1929 trial in Washington, D.C., of Alfred Aldridge, a black man charged with the murder of a white police officer, lawyers were given the right to dismiss prospective jurors during the selection of the jury based on their racial prejudice.


Represented by court-appointed attorney James Reilly, Aldridge was charged with the murder of police officer Harry J. MacDonald. To ensure that his client received a fair trial, Reilly asked prospective jurors if they were prejudiced toward blacks. The presiding judge maintained that his questions were improper, prohibited him from continuing, and quickly began the trial. In the end, Aldridge was convicted and sentenced to death. Reilly immediately appealed to the U.S. Supreme Court.


Just one week before Aldridge was to be executed, the high court barred his execution and saved him from death. The Supreme Court maintained that lawyers have the right to ask questions regarding a prospective juror’s beliefs on race in order to protect their own client’s inherent right to a fair trial. For the first time, lawyers won the right to reject jurors based on their racial prejudice.


 


Alexander, Frank, 1954- , and Alexander, Harald, 1931- , Canary Is. The Alexanders, a reclusive German family, were religious fanatics who believed that only a select few of their religious cult were free of Satan’s control and that all others were instruments of the Devil to be purged by violence if the “chosen one” of their cult so decreed. This is exactly what happened to the Alexanders in 1970 when 16-year-old Frank Alexander decided that his mother and sisters were possessed of the Devil and had to be murdered. A horrific slaughter followed in which Frank and his equally zealous father Harald destroyed their loved ones in the name of God. Their grisly acts they later excused as part of their religious beliefs.


The Alexanders had originated in Dresden and later moved to Hamburg where Harald Alexander became the ardent disciple of George Riehle, a religious zealot who was, in turn, the self-designated leader of the Lorber Society. Jacob Lorber (1800-64) had founded this religious group in the early part of the nineteenth century, a severe spiritual organization that taught unflinching self-denial and upheld the beliefs that all non-members were basically evil. Riehle became a member of this small sect, which never numbered more than a few hundred members through the decades, and sometime in the 1930s, Riehle came to believe that he was the Prophet of God. Alexander met Riehle in Hamburg when the old man was dying and nursed him through his last days. When Riehle died, Alexander announced to his wife that he had inherited the mantle of the Lorber Society leadership. Dagmar Alexander, equally possessed of her husband’s single-minded beliefs, accepted him in his self-appointed role.


When their son Frank was born, Harald Alexander told his wife that their son was now the Prophet of God and that his every whim had to be observed and obeyed. As the boy grew up he was served by his family members–his older sister Marina, his younger twin sisters Sabine and Petra, and his parents–as if he were a potentate. They responded to his every whim, until Frank Alexander dictated their every movement. The boy, when reaching his teens, decided that he could never “pollute” himself with the bodies of women outside of their small sect. He informed his father that he would have sex with his mother and older sister and such incestuous relations became commonplace within the Alexander household, the father not only agreeing to such practices but encouraging his son to have sex with his wife and daughters at any time, often joining with Frank as they both assaulted Dagmar Alexander or the older sister, Marina. The women accepted their roles as sex objects in the belief that they were serving the Prophet of God, Frank Alexander.


[image: Religious zealots, Frank and Harald Alexander, at their mental hearing; they had slaughtered family members because they were “unclean.”]


Such bizarre practices soon brought them to the attention of the Hamburg police, especially when the younger sisters began to talk about them to the few friends they had. To avoid police investigation into their activities, the Alexanders moved to a reclusive society, one far apart from the rest of the world–the Canary Islands–relocating to a small apartment at 37 Calle Jesus Nazareno in Santa Cruz, the capital of Tenerife.


Neighbors soon noted that the family remained aloof and its members seldom ventured out of the apartment. Harald Alexander was forever playing a small organ that had been left to him by George Riehle. For ten months the family occupied the small flat without incident, the girls and Frank supporting the family with low-paying jobs–the girls working as domestics and Frank as a shipping clerk, though he kept irregular hours.


Then, on Dec. 22, 1970, Harald and Frank Alexander appeared in the villa occupied by Dr. Walter Trenkler, asking to see 15-year-old Sabine Alexander. Trenkler found the girl in the kitchen preparing a meal for the family and told her that her father and brother were on the patio waiting to see her. She went to them and Trenkler, to his amazement and shock, heard Harald Alexander say to his daughter, “Sabine, dear, we wanted you to know at once that Frank and I have just finished killing your mother and your sisters.”


The girl took her father’s hand and put it to her cheek, saying, “I’m sure you’ve done what you thought necessary.”


Dr. Trenkler stood in shock for a moment, staring at the Alexanders. Harald Alexander caught Trenkler’s stare and said matter-of-factly, “Ah, you’ve overheard. We’ve killed my wife and other daughters. It was the hour of killing.” The horrified physician then looked over the father and son carefully. What he originally thought was mud and dirt on their clothes, the result of laboring he imagined, was not what covered them from head to foot. It was human blood, gore that smeared their clothes and faces and hands, dried and caking in the hot sun of the courtyard where they stood.


Even more frightening was the conduct of the Alexanders. There was nothing secretive or sinister about them. They were calm and reported their gruesome acts as if nothing was amiss, that the killings they had just announced were perfectly acceptable. Trenkler asked the Alexanders to wait. He raced into the villa and called the police.


Officers quickly arrived and took the Alexanders into custody while Detective Inspector Juan Hernandez and Detective Sergeant Manuel Perera went to the Alexander flat, accompanied by a police physician, and forced open the door. They stepped into a place of carnage; all of the dishes, clothing, papers, including passports and family documents, had been torn to pieces. Everything was in shreds. The apartment was coated with blood–ceilings, walls, floors. In the middle of the living room floor were the mutilated bodies of the two daughters, 18-year-old Marina, and 15-year-old Petra. Their breasts and private parts had been hacked away and nailed to one of the walls. The older girl had been disemboweled. In the bedroom was found the remains of 39-year-old Dagmar Alexander, also horribly mutilated, her breasts and privates also hacked away. Her heart had been cut out, bound on a cord and this was nailed to the wall. The place was a grisly slaughterhouse running blood, a sight so overwhelming that even the hardened officers grew sick to their stomachs.


The Alexanders, at the local police station, freely admitted the gruesome murders. Frank Alexander, called “The Prophet” by his father, related how he was in the bedroom when Dagmar entered it. “I saw that Mother was looking at me and I had the feeling that it was not permitted for her to look at me in this manner. I therefore took the clotheshanger and struck her over the head. After I struck her several times she fell over and lost consciousness. Father had gone to the living room to play the organ and I also went there. First I struck Marina on the head with the hanger, and after she lost consciousness, I struck Petra. Father continued to play the organ and praise Jesus, but when I began to remove the offending parts, he came to help me.” Harald Alexander supported every heinous detail of his son’s statements, saying that the sex organs of his wife and daughters were “offending parts,” and had to be removed, adding that the women in the household had expected the “hour of killing” at any time, that the family had discussed this “holy time” and its eventuality and that the women accepted their role as human sacrifice for The Prophet, Frank Alexander. Both Frank and Harald Alexander then stated that they felt no guilt, that this was all part of their religious beliefs, that women were unclean and had to be purified by killing. They claimed that their victims had been released into heaven through their murders and they even celebrated their grisly acts by playing the organ, both taking turns, and singing hymns after slaughtering the females of their household.


Psychiatrists examined the father and son and concluded that they were both unfit to stand trial. Both were committed to an asylum for the criminally insane where they presently reside, neither, at last report, responding to any kind of treatment and both convinced, still, that the slaughter of their family members was a purification act in keeping with their religious beliefs. Both men still believe that they are being persecuted for their beliefs and neither has expressed one thought of guilt. Harald Alexander continues to address his son Frank as “The Prophet.” Sabine Alexander, the surviving female member of the family, begged authorities to send her to the asylum with her brother and father but this was rejected. She was sent to a convent where she still resides, refusing to live in the outside world.


 


Allaway, Edward Charles, 1939- , U.S. Armed with a 22-caliber semiautomatic rifle purchased a week earlier at a K Mart, Edward Allaway entered the library building of California State University at Fullerton one day in July 1976. He searched the basement and ground floor, firing at co-workers whom he accused of “messing around with (his) wife,” Bonnie, twenty-two. Allaway killed seven people and wounded two others before police subdued him.


Allaway who worked as a janitor at the library, was unable to cope with his wife’s decision to end the marriage. He was arraigned on seven counts of murder at the Orange County Courthouse in Santa Ana.


The prosecutor asked for the death penalty, and in the subsequent trial Allaway was found Guilty of six counts of first-degree murder, one count of second-degree murder, and two counts of assault with a deadly weapon. However, the jury could not decide whether Edward Allaway was sane at the time of the shootings. Their deadlock threw the case into the hands of the judge, who declared him Not Guilty by reason of insanity. Allaway was committed to the Atascadero State Hospital, where he awaits further psychiatric review.


 


Allen, Floyd, d.1913, U.S. The Allens of Carroll County, Va., had long been a potent force in local politics, a huge clan whose history stretched back to the American Revolution. Family members owned large tracts of land, and since the American Civil War the Allens were considered to be the leading citizens of the area. They possessed a fierce pride in their history and their place in the community, no more so than Floyd Allen, who became the patriarch of the clan by the turn of the century. A Democrat, Allen boasted that no Republican ever bested him at the ballot box or with fists. He had held a number of public offices and felt that his family prestige and his own self-inflated image put him above the law. Allen reveled in his political clout. On one occasion, in 1904, after he had been sentenced to jail for one hour after striking a lawman, Allen refused to enter a cell, sending a runner to the governor, who immediately issued a pardon. He was forever knocking down deputy sheriffs and other officials who disagreed with his blunt, brutal tactics, a violent habit that blossomed into mass murder in 1912.


It was Allen’s intractable conviction that not only was he above the law but so too were all of his relatives. Two of his nephews, the fatherless Edwards boys, got into a bloody fight at school and, after seriously injuring several other students, fled. A small posse made up of Allen enemies tracked the boys to North Carolina and arrested them, bringing them back into Virginia. They were met by Floyd Allen and several of his more hardened back-county relatives, gun toters all, who ordered the posse members to release the Edwards boys, stating that the lawmen had no right to make arrests across the state line which was, in fact, the truth. The posse members hurled insults at the Allens and a battle ensued where guns were fired and punches were thrown. Although no one was killed, several men on both sides were badly injured. Floyd Allen was indicted for assault and battery and held for trial at the Carroll County Courthouse in Hillsville, Va.


There were three trials, the last ending on Mar. 13, 1912. In the last trial, since Allen’s influence was so broad, jurors from faraway counties were brought in to judge the case. On Mar. 14, 1912, Floyd Allen was to hear the verdict of the jury. He took no chances. Allen summoned the most truculent of his clan members to pack the courtroom the following day and scores of Allens filed into the court, many with pistols hidden inside their coats and pants pockets. Allen himself was not searched since he was thought too important a person to be treated as a common criminal. Inside of Allen’s large sweater were two pistols. He sat grim-faced at the defendant’s table with his attorney, Judge Bolen, a former local magistrate who had battled hard for Allen’s vindication. On the bench was Judge Thornton L. Massie. At the prosecution table sat state’s attorney Commonwealth Foster, an avowed enemy of the Allen clan, as was Sheriff Webb and most of his deputies who ringed the courtroom. The jury foreman, C.L. Howell, was asked for the verdict and Howell passed the written verdict to Judge Massie who read it aloud without emotion, “Guilty as charged in the indictment–one year in the penitentiary.”


Allen stiffened in his chair, gripping the armrests so tightly that his knuckles showed white. His attorney, Judge Bolen, reached over to him and patted him on the shoulder, saying, “Take it easy, Floyd. There are better days ahead.”


“I’m going to take it calm,” Allen replied in a low voice as he stared at clerk Goad who handed the judge’s order to the sheriff. “I just hate it on account of my two boys,” the clan chief added.


“The sheriff will take charge of the prisoner,” Judge Massie ordered. Sheriff Webb and several deputies began to approach Allen, who then stood up and fumbled with the buttons of his sweater.


“Gentlemen,” Floyd Allen solemnly announced, “I don’t aim to go.” He then whipped out two pistols and the rest of the Allen clan produced guns. The firing commenced, filling the entire courtroom with clouds of black smoke. Panic seized the large crowd which bolted en masse for the doorway. The sheriff and his deputies returned fire, blasting away at Floyd Allen, Sidna Allen, and Floyd’s son Claude, who fired their weapons resolutely at the deputies, the jury, and the judge. Allen took special aim at the prosecuting attorney, Commonwealth Foster, who had expected trouble and had armed himself. Foster, holding up a heavy law book in front of his face, traded shots with Floyd Allen as he retreated to a door leading to back rooms.


The crowd was in a frenzy to escape the bloody shootout. People knocked each other down and trampled upon one another. Chairs and benches crashed backward as the spectators scurried, scrambled, clawed their way toward the exits. Several fell, wounded in the murderous crossfire. Little Bettie Ayers, an Allen witness, ran screaming toward an exit, yelling, “Let me out of here!” A bullet slapped into her back, knocking her down. Judge Massie had watched in horror as his courtroom was turned into a bloody slaughter pen. He suddenly slumped forward on the bench, blood spreading out in front of him from a chest wound. Attorney Foster was struck several times by bullets as he emptied his guns in the direction of killer Floyd Allen, as did Deputy Queensberry who fired round after round from his .25-caliber pistol from the jury room doorway. Allen reeled backward, hit in the thigh, so that he crashed through the railing which broke and he fell on top of his lawyer, Judge Bolen. Cried Bolen, “For God’s sake, get off me before they kill me shooting at you!” Allen got to his feet and then raced toward an exit. He turned to fire at clerk Goad who was shooting at him. Sidna and Claude Allen fired at the clerk who was hit by eleven bullets, one going into his open mouth, chipping a tooth and smashing out of the back of his neck. Goad, however, continued to fire back.


“I’m hit bad,” Floyd Allen cried out to Sidna Allen, taking a gun from him since he was out of bullets and firing as he ran from the courtroom and down the steps to his horse which was tied up to a nearby railing. Before he could mount, however, Allen stepped on a rock and broke that part of his leg which had already been splintered by a bullet. The intense pain caused him to beg relatives to help him mount his horse. Once in the saddle, Floyd Allen briefly fainted and then, coming to, told relatives to bring a carriage. He was put into a carriage and taken down the street to Burnett’s stable where he was removed and placed on the ground; his relatives believed Allen was dying. It began to rain. At the courthouse, clerk Goad, bleeding from his many wounds, hid behind one of the towering pillars of the building and traded shots with Sidna Allen who was hiding behind another.


Inside the courtroom, Judge Massie was dying. With his last breath he told juror Daniel Thomas, “Sidna Allen shot me…Give me a drink…Tell my wife…” By the time Judge Bolen reached him Massie was dead. Inside the juror’s room, on a couch where he had collapsed, was Attorney Foster. He had been hit in the head and blood drenched the floor where he was lying. His wife rushed to the room just as he let the automatic in his hand fall to the floor. He was dead. When they lifted his large body to take it to the morgue, dozens of bullets spilled from his pockets. Commonwealth Foster had expected a battle with the Allens and he had gotten it. Sheriff Webb was also dead, his body riddled with bullets; in death he clenched between his teeth a toothpick. Little Bettie Ayers was mortally wounded. She died the next day, as did a juror named Fowler. Five were dead or dying in the courthouse and sixteen others were wounded, many of these just barely clinging to life until medical help was summoned and saved their lives.


The Allen clan fled as the courthouse was surrounded by scores of deputies who had been appointed for just this eventuality. A dozen deputies, guns drawn, then marched down the street to Burnett’s stable where Floyd Allen lay in the rain, blood coating his pants. Staring down at his father was Victor Allen, who had taken no part in the shoot out. “This thing hurts me,” Victor told his father. “I’ve always tried to do right.”


“I made my peace with my God about seven years gone,” Floyd Allen said, looking up at his son, “and methinks I see him now.”


Victor Allen shook his head and replied, “No–it’s the devil that you see.”


The Allens were rounded up and both Floyd Allen and his son Claude were convicted of murder and were executed in 1913, both going to the electric chair–first the father, then the son. Sidna Allen was convicted and sentenced to fifteen years but was pardoned in 1926 by Governor Harry Byrd. Victor Allen was acquitted.


 


Allen, John Edward, (AKA: the Mad Parson), 1912- , Brit. Allen, twice committed to a mental institution by the time he was twenty-five, brutally murdered 17-month-old Kathleen Diana Lucy Woodward on Oct. 21, 1937. While employed as an assistant chef at the Lamb Hotel in Burford, Oxfordshire, he befriended the Woodward family and often played with the child, whom he had taken for a walk on the day she disappeared. When her body was later found lying beside a road, she had been strangled with a clothes-line. Her hand still clutched the two pennies Allen had given her. Two days later, Allen surrendered to authorities and was charged with murder.


On Nov. 6, 1937, Allen was convicted of the murder and remanded to psychiatric care at the Broadmoor Asylum where he joined an entertainment group–The Broadhumoorists–which performed comedy shows for the inmates. Ten years later, Allen escaped from Broadmoor dressed as a cleric–his Broadhumoorists costume. He was recaptured two years later, but while free he became known in the press as the Mad Parson. On Sept. 18, 1951, Allen, at the age of thirty-nine, was released from the asylum.


 


Allen, Kenneth, 1943- , U.S. In December 1978, 24-year-old Allen engaged up to twenty-five Chicago police officers in a gunfight at his South Side apartment which eventually led to his slaying two undercover officers on a Chicago street three months later. Police arrived at Allen’s apartment shortly after his girlfriend, Bianca Smith, reported a quarrel between herself and Allen, who would not allow her to remove property from their shared home. Allen held police at bay for nineteen hours with an arsenal of weapons–high-powered magnum revolvers, semiautomatic pistols, and a hand-held M-16 rifle–until his inevitable arrest that evening.


Three months later, on Mar. 3, 1979, Chicago plainclothes narcotics officers William P. Bosak and Roger Van Schaik were gunned down in daylight after stopping a car suspected of carrying drugs. Heavily armed men in the car opened fire on the officers as Allen arrived and fired on them from the opposite direction. Witnesses claimed that one wounded officer, bleeding on the ground, pleaded for his life as Allen pumped three more shots into his body. Additional officers responded to the shooting and gave chase to Allen’s automobile, which slammed into a Chicago Transit Authority bus and three police cars before coming to a halt. Allen fled and was captured seven blocks away.


Allen was charged with the murder of the officers and held in custody without bond. He later pleaded guilty, explaining in court that the murders were a case of mistaken identity. He was found Guilty and sentenced to death in the Illinois electric chair. In 1980, he filed a plea to the state supreme court requesting that any appeal of his conviction be denied and that he be put to death immediately. No reasons for the plea were given, but the court ruled that every death penalty conviction receives an automatic appeal.


 


Allen, Margaret, 1906-49, Brit. The murder of 68-year-old Nancy Ellen Chadwick by Margaret Allen in 1948 was a motiveless and mindless act which still baffles criminologists to this day. Allen, the product of an immense family–she was the twentieth child of twenty-two off spring–had always denied her own femininity. Everything about her was masculine and she preferred the company of burly male workers in Rawtenstall, Lancashire, England. At an early age, Allen took on jobs that were usually performed by men. She loaded coal, repaired houses, and even became a bus driver. She was fired from this last position for abusing passengers–shoving and cuffing them if they did not take their seats fast enough.


[image: Margaret Allen murdered an old woman out of whim and went to the gallows.]


Short and stocky, Allen, in 1935, checked into a hospital and had a “delicate” operation performed, one, she later confided to a friend, which changed her “from a woman to a man.” Allen then made no pretense about her turnabout sexual role, cutting her hair short, donning male clothes, drinking with roustabout workers in bars. She had no female friends, except for Mrs. Annie Cook, and this relationship evaporated when Allen, while on vacation with Mrs. Cook, proposed a sexual bout which was promptly rejected by the offended Mrs. Cook.


Allen next invested her savings in the purchase of a dilapidated building that once served as Rawtenstall’s police headquarters, situated on the town’s main street, Bacup Road. To this house Mrs. Nancy Ellen Chadwick, a drifter, came to knock on the door on Aug. 28, 1948, dragging all her earthly belongings in an old sack. Her body was found inside that sack the next day, her head crushed by what police later determined to be a coal hammer, the face coated with ashes.


Detectives had a relatively easy job tracing the victim to Allen since a bloodstained path led directly to Allen’s home. Moreover, the suspect went out of her way to encourage Scotland Yard inspectors to arrest her. She dogged their footsteps and stood about, hands thrust into her trousers, staring at them as they inspected the area. At one point, she rushed up to a detective and pulled at his sleeve and pointed to the nearby river. “Look, there’s something there!” The object floating in the river was Mrs. Chadwick’s knitting bag which officers found empty of the money the victim was alleged to have carried in it.


But still she was not charged. Margaret Allen then barged into the local pub, swilled down several beers, wiped her chin, and bellowed, “I was the last person to see the old woman!” She, like many an arrogant criminal before her, was openly challenging the police to make a case against her. (A similar case where the killer’s ego insisted he actually lead the police to his door to challenge the police to make a case against him, was that of the haughty Richard Loeb, of the notorious Leopold and Loeb of Chicago, who thought to commit the perfect murder as an intellectual exercise.)


By late August, however, Scotland Yard sleuths had already gathered enough evidence to convict Allen of the Chadwick murder, matching hairs from the head of the victim to Allen’s clothing and discovering in Allen’s house several effects of the victim. It only remained for Allen to confess her crime. This she did after inspectors came to her door on Sept. 1, 1948. When formally charged, Margaret Allen smiled and admitted killing the old woman. “I was in a funny mood,” she said out of the corner of a crooked smile. “She seemed to insist on coming in (to the house). I just happened to look around and saw a hammer in the kitchen. On the spur of the moment I hit her. She gave me a shout and that seemed to start me off more and I hit her a few times, I don’t know how many.” She gave no other explanation. Margaret Allen had killed the elderly woman on a whim.


After a five-hour trial, Allen was found Guilty, despite her counsel’s feeble attempt to prove her insane. She was sentenced to death. Her old friend, Mrs. Cook, got together a petition to ask for a commutation but only 162 people in the town of almost 30,000 signed the document. Margaret Allen didn’t seem to care. She acted, in her last hours at Strangeways Prison, as if the whole matter was nothing more than an inconvenience. She complained about her cell’s lack of creature comforts and when she was brought the last meal she had requested, a plate of scrambled eggs, she kicked it out of the jailer’s hands, splattering the food onto the wall of the cell and sneering, “At least no one else will enjoy that meal!” Without a word, Margaret Allen stomped up the stairs of the scaffold on the morning of Jan. 12, 1949, and was hanged on schedule. See: Leopold, Nathan.


 


Allen, Peter Anthony, 1943-64, and Evans, Gwynne Owen (John Robson Welby), 1940-64, Brit. Both Allen and Evans were milkmen and thugs who committed small robberies in Liverpool and had, since their teens, been in trouble with police. On the night of Apr. 6-7, 1964, John Alan West, a 53-year-old laundry driver, was attacked by Allen and Evans as he interrupted their robbery of his small house. They stabbed West several times and struck him on the head many times, crushing his skull, before running outside and driving away with Allen’s wife in the car. (She had gone along for the ride, not knowing, she later claimed, what the two men were planning.) Police, who had been summoned by a neighbor, found Evans’ raincoat and a girl’s phone number inside one of its pockets, along with other items that led them to pick up Evans forty-eight hours later.


West’s watch was found on Evans, who immediately claimed that Allen had done all the hitting and stabbing and was responsible for West’s death. He merely “took a few things.” Allen put the blame for the murder on Evans, but admitted that the car the killers had used on the murder night had been stolen in another part of Liverpool. Both men were tried at Manchester Crown Court in June 1964 and little defense could be offered. The only question in the court’s mind was who actually did the killing, Allen or Evans. A jury quickly decided that both men were Guilty and they were condemned. The distinction these two thugs held in the annals of crime was not the sordid murder they committed but the fact that they were the last two to hang in England before capital punishment was abolished by a bill originally introduced in Parliament in 1956, one finally passed ten years later when hanging was suspended. Both men were executed on Aug. 13, 1964, but in separate prisons–Allen in Liverpool’s Walton Prison, Evans at Strangeways Prison in Manchester.


 


Almarez, Stella Delores, 1951- , U.S. On June 18, 1980, in despair over her failed marriage, Stella Almarez of Norfolk, Neb., brutally slashed the throats of her two infant daughters and then shot down her older girls, ages seven and ten. Failing in her suicide attempt, Mrs. Almarez was arrested the next day and arraigned on a murder charge. In November 1980 she was found Not Guilty by reason of insanity by a Madison County jury and was committed to the Lincoln Regional Center for hospitalization. The controversial verdict led to sweeping changes in state law. As a result, the burden of proof that a person was insane at the time they committed a murder shifted from the prosecution to the defense. It is now up to the defense counsel to prove that his or her client was insane at the time they murdered.


A second noteworthy change involved the disposition of defendants remanded over to the custody of mental health facilities, like the one in Lincoln. During Mrs. Almarez’ five-year stay at the regional center, she was permitted to work outside the hospital. A revision of the legal codes, however, required that each inmate be reviewed annually to determine their mental fitness before being permitted to wander off the grounds. Also, an inmate could only be released after hospital officials received a written order from the judge.


Released in 1985, Stella Almarez was the first Nebraska patient to be affected by this new ruling. Judge Merritt Warren of the Madison County District Court, declaring Almarez no longer a danger to herself or society, ordered her unconditionally released on Oct. 2, 1985.


 


Almodovar, Anibal (AKA: Terry), 1916-43, U.S. Almodovar was a Puerto Rican sailor living in New York City, a ladies’ man who did as he pleased with his girlfriends and his 23-year-old wife, Louise Petecca Almodovar, a waitress who met the handsome, dashing Almodovar, whom she called Terry, at the Rhumba Palace in Manhattan. After dancing with him, she fell in love and the two were married a short time later. Only a few weeks went by before Louise accused Terry Almodovar of seeing other women. He exploded and then moved out. A short time later, Louise called Terry and asked to meet with him, to see if they could patch up their differences. Almodovar arranged to meet his wife in Central Park. In Central Park, near 110th Street in the tall grass, is where police found Louise Almodovar’s body on Nov. 2, 1942. She had been strangled. The waitress had apparently struggled with her killer; the sleeve of her jacket torn from the shoulder. Chief medical examiner, Dr. Thomas A. Gonzales, determined that the killer had murdered with expertise: “The killer did not throttle her by placing both hands around her neck. He did it with two fingers from each hand, placing them on the windpipe. The larynx was only slightly fractured.”


Until the dead woman was identified, police thought she had been killed by park thugs, but then they received reports on Terry Almodovar’s marriage to the girl, and their breakup over his womanizing and violent streaks of temper. He was arrested on suspicion. Almodovar’s clothing was turned over to Dr. Alexander O. Gettler, chief toxicologist of the medical examiner’s office. Dr. Gottler found seeds of various types of grass in Almodovar’s trouser cuffs and these he passed on to Dr. Joseph J. Copeland, professor of botany and biology at City College. Meanwhile, Terry Almodovar confessed that he had met with his wife in Central Park, and when Louise began to accuse him of seeing other women, he lost control and strangled her to death. He later recanted this confession, saying that he had been coerced by authorities into making the admission. When Almodovar was brought to trial, however, the killer never for an instant thought he would be convicted by some seeds of grass.


Almodovar was placed on trial on Feb. 24, 1943, before Judge George L. Donnellan. The prosecution presented an impressive array of forensic evidence; the botanical evidence provided clearly placed Almodovar at the scene of the murder. Dr. Copeland testified he had examined the seeds of grass found in Almodovar’s trouser cuffs and that he had determined these to be a rare species (Plantago canceolata, Panicum dichotomiflorum, Eleusine indica) which could be found only in the area of Central Park where Louise Almodovar had been strangled to death. No other spot in New York City had this uncommon form of grass, planted at the murder site for experimental reasons. Copeland, at the request of police to head off Almodovar’s expected alibis, also emphatically stated that this type of grass could only be found in two spots in Long Island and three small areas of Westchester County. Copeland went on to add that the grass seeds in Almodovar’s trouser cuffs had matured only within a week or so of the time of the murder, which clearly placed the killer at the murder site. Almodovar was convicted and sentenced to death, going to the electric chair in 1943. The case stands as a hallmark in scientific research dealing with a murder trial.


 


American Bluebeard, The, See: Schmidt, Helmuth.


 


Amerman, Max, 1923- , U.S. Calling itself the “Sweetest Town on Earth,” Medina, Ohio, proved to be anything but that on the night of Oct. 5, 1950, when Harold Mast was murdered on the back porch of his farmhouse. Mast was shot in the back with a bullet from a twelve-gauge shotgun just before entering the home Amerman was leasing to him. As no one saw his assailant, suspicion soon fell on Amerman who was in love with the dead man’s wife, Randi Mast. Amerman had paid for the woman’s parents to come to the United States from Germany, allowed the Masts to lease his luxurious farm very inexpensively, and often attempted to have sexual intercourse with Mrs. Mast.


At the time of the murder, however, Amerman was in New Jersey, giving him a solid alibi which was doubted only after questioning 17-year-old Jerry Killinger. Killinger and Amerman, ten years the teen’s senior, had a very close friendship, so close that Killinger would not divulge what he knew about Mast’s killing. When police confronted Amerman with knowledge of this friendship, he admitted to having arranged for Killinger to shoot Mast so that he could marry Mrs. Mast. Killinger then confessed to pulling the trigger. The day before Killinger turned eighteen, Nov. 16, 1950, the jury found him guilty of murder without recommendation for mercy. He was sentenced to be electrocuted at the Ohio State Penitentiary in Columbus, as was Amerman after he pled guilty to first degree murder in January 1951.


 


Anargeros, Sophie (AKA: Sandra Peterson, Sophie Peterson, Mrs. Wally Hamilton), 1931- , U.S. For a girl whose own mother placed her in a juvenile delinquent school, and who was termed by a probation officer as “hell bent,” Sophia Anargeros, by the age of fifteen, was already destined for a life of crime.


On her release from the school, Anargeros left her home town of Somerville, Mass., just outside Boston, changed her first name to Sandra, and headed west to Reno, Nev. She spent the next couple of years working for gambling establishments and similar businesses attracting customers. Anargeros was married briefly in Southern California, just long enough to gain another name, Sandra Peterson.


During the winter of 1950, Anargeros took up a new profession–stealing from Texas motorists whom she induced into offering her a ride. She soon teamed up with a 14-year-old girl, in whose house the hitchhiker-thief had been living. The two would lure a male driver into the car’s back seat and rather than submit to sex, they would rob him at gunpoint, then order him to drive off or simply leave him on the roadside and drive off in his car. However, not all of their crimes were successful. One driver, Lewis Patterson, resisted being robbed, and for his efforts received two bullet wounds, one in his side and one in the chest, that killed him. Anargeros and her accomplice tried in vain to escape pursuit–buying bus tickets headed in the opposite direction from which they were traveling, though returning the tickets later, and even dyeing the color of their hair. The two were arrested in San Angelo, Texas, Anargeros confessing that she had killed the man, but only in self-defense after he had tried to rape her–a claim that the younger girl’s statement repudiated, resulting in a charge of murder against Anargeros. After four days, a jury found her guilty of murder with malice on Jan. 20, 1951, for which she received a sentence of two life terms, serving just over ten years–under the name of Sophie Peterson–before she was pardoned on Dec. 19, 1961.


 


Anderson, Percy Charles, d.1935, Brit. Edith Drew-Bear’s body was discovered floating in a water tank by Brighton police on Nov. 25, 1934, but neither drowning nor the five bullets in her back and head had caused death. She had been strangled with a silk scarf wound tightly under her chin, according to Sir Bernard Spilsbury, who conducted the postmortem two days later.


The attack on the 21-year-old movie theater usher was characterized during the trial of her murderer, Anderson, as maniacal, a point the defense tried to use in proving that Anderson was not guilty by reason of insanity. Spilsbury noted that the bullets were fired from a .22-caliber gun–presumably a Walden Safety Revolver which was never recovered–and thus had not seriously wounded the victim, but had likely induced unconsciousness before she was choked to death and then dumped in the water tank.


When arrested, Anderson was carrying poison, ammonia chloride, and zinc chloride, and possessed in his room bullets identical to those found in Drew-Bear’s body. He admitted quarreling with Drew-Bear but beyond that remembered nothing. In March 1935 he pled insanity to the charge but was nevertheless convicted of murder and executed at Wandsworth.


 


Andrews, Lowell Lee (AKA: The Nicest Boy in Wolcott), c.1940-59, U.S. Referred to as “the nicest boy” in his hometown of Wolcott, Kan., by the local newspaper, Andrews did anything but live up to it when he attempted to fulfill his secret dream of becoming a hired gun in Chicago. Andrews, at the age of eighteen, weighed 300 pounds, wore horn-rimmed glasses, never drank alcohol, never dated, regularly went to church, and was an honor student. But because he needed money for the trip to Chicago to see his dream through, Andrews decided to kill his sister and parents and sell the property owned by his well-off farming family.


While his familywatched television, he entered the parlor carrying an automatic rifle and revolver and shot his sister between the eyes, his mother three times, and his father twice, before reloading, since the first round failed to kill his parents. He confessed the killings to his pastor a few days later. He was found Guilty of murder, despite being diagnosed as schizophrenic, sentenced, and hanged at Leavenworth Prison.


 


de Antiquis Murder, See: Geraghty, Christopher James.


 


Appelgate, Everett, See: Creighton, Mary Frances.


 


Appleton, John, c.1855, Brit. On Mar. 28, 1905, John Appleton, in a drunken stupor, confessed to police that he and Joseph Earnshaw had robbed and killed a man, later identified as William Ledger, near Newcastle in July 1882. Having no other evidence to go on–records showed the crime remained unsolved–the police believed Appleton and arrested him. Earnshaw, apparently, had since died.


Appleton was tried at the Durham Assizes in July 1905, where he recanted his confession, stating he had only read of the murder. He was convicted and sentenced to death, but the sentence was later commuted to life due to the peculiar circumstances of the case.


 


Appo, Quimby (Lee Ah Bow), 1814-1912, U.S. One of the most bizarre prisoners ever to be jailed in the New York Tombs was its first Chinese inmate, the berserk killer, Lee Ah Bow, known to the police as Quimby Appo. He was not, as some historians have claimed, the first Chinese in New York. The first Chinese settlers were those artisans stranded when their showboat, the junk Ki Ying, caught fire while docked in the East River. The newly-arrived Chinese took lodging on Mott Street between Pell and Chatham, and the area became New York’s Chinatown. Appo, a murderer by temperament, arrived in New York from California as the personal slave of a landed gentleman. This was more than seven years after the Ki Ying group took up residence.


In no time at all, the unbalanced Appo attempted to kill a shopkeeper. He was booked for attempted murder in the summer of 1840. Female missionaries visited Appo in his cell, and he became their prime target for conversion to Christianity. With their help, Appo was released. In the next twenty years, the “Chinese Devilman” or “Devil Appo,” as the press dubbed him, was arrested at least a dozen times for assaults and attempts to commit homicide. On Mar. 9, 1859, Appo attacked three women in his boarding house. One of these females was his mistress, who made the mistake of serving him a cold dinner. He stabbed her. When another woman rushed into the apartment, Appo drove a dirk into her heart.


Racing down a back stairs, Appo’s escape route was blocked by the stout landlady. She turned her back on him and he promptly stabbed her in the buttock. Police arrived and carted the Devilman off to The Tombs, where he was scheduled to hang for murder. The persistent missionaries mounted a campaign to save their religious pet and convinced authorities to reduce his sentence to seven years, which he served in constant anger. He would bite the hands of jailers as they shoved his food through the bars. He screamed for hours on end. He spat at Warden Fallon and tried to claw anyone who recklessly got too close to his cell. Somehow, Appo’s savage behavior only further endeared him to the missionaries.


Upon his release, the Devilman promptly stabbed his landlady, Lizzie Williams. Through a lawyer provided by the missionaries, Appo was again released. There was no end to the liberties Appo took with his fellow creatures. Drunk one day in 1872, the Devilman dug up a large cobblestone from the street and crashed it down upon the head of one John Linkowski. With one blow, the diminutive Chinese had dashed the man’s brains out. Again, he was thrown into the Tombs, and again the religious zealots got him released. Appo was about to take up the cross, they doggedly insisted.


Instead, Appo took up another dirk and drove it into Cork Maggie, a Bowery whore. Since she survived the attack, the missionaries pointed out to police, there was no sense in prosecuting. The Devilman was not even taken into custody. A year later, on Oct. 21, 1876, this fierce little man jumped up from a card game and plunged a dagger several times into the chest of one John Kelly, whom he accused of cheating him. This time, authorities sent Appo to Matteawan, the state prison for the insane, the same prison which later housed the notorious train robber Oliver Curtis Perry and millionaire murderer Harry K. Thaw.


The Devilman never left this prison. He would endlessly stare from his cell window and, upon seeing the searchlight of the Hudson River Nightboat, would scream: “Here comes my diamond!” Officials at the institute reported that Appo “believes that he has grand hotels, palaces, servants and horses outside the asylum; that he is King of the World and Omnipotent, the Second God; commands the wind and the sun; that Tom Sharkey and General Coxey are his military staff and that he must suffer for Ireland.” The Devilman suffered for ninety-eight years before being buried on the grounds at Matteawan on June 23, 1912.


 


Archer-Gilligan, Amelia (AKA: Sister Amy), 1869-1928, U.S. Archer-Gilligan, or Sister Amy, as she was called by the charges of her nursing home in Windsor, Conn., was a marrying murderer who had the dubious distinction of being blessed by the unwitting relatives of her victims. Establishing a nursing home in Windsor in 1901, Archer-Gilligan began taking in old men whom she promptly married after their wills had been signed over to her. Five of these unsuspecting elderly gentlemen perished soon after the nuptials, all of them poisoned, it was later determined, over a period of fourteen years. In addition to these victims, Sister Amy also murdered at least a dozen other persons, elderly women who were entrusted to her nursing home, but only after each had drawn up new wills which made her the sole beneficiary. Relatives incredibly approved of such measures after listening to Sister Amy tell them that it was the only way in which she could be compensated for taking care of the old people since her monthly rates were bargain cheap. Of course, the patients did not live long enough to cause a severe drain on Sister Amy’s coffers. Usually a new patient at Sister Amy’s home lasted but a few short months before Archer-Gilligan helped them into eternity by poisoning their food. A few she suffocated with pillows and chalked up their deaths to heart failure, the death certificates signed by a senile doctor who merely wrote down the causes of death as Sister Amy described them.


This convenient murder factory became suspect when a relative learned that an elderly aunt had died only a few days after she had been placed in Sister Amy’s home and only hours after the woman’s will had been signed over to Sister Amy. The relative did some investigating and then went to officials to prove that the death rate at the Archer-Gilligan home was ten times higher than at other homes for the aged. Police placed an undercover agent in the home who witnessed the scheming Archer-Gilligan administering poison to some of the patients. Sister Amy was arrested by the policewoman and was tried and convicted of murder in 1914, sent to Weathersfield Prison to serve a life term. She began to have nervous fits and, after she tried to poison the warden and several turnkeys, Sister Amy Archer-Gilligan was sent to an insane asylum, kept in a padded, locked cell until 1928 when she died.


 


Armistead, Norma Jean, 1930- , U.S. In October 1974, Nurse Armistead of the Kaiser Hospital in Los Angeles quietly sneaked into the medical records section where she scribbled an entry into the ledger, a false pregnancy, her own. It was unusual but not impossible that a childless 44-year-old woman should suddenly become pregnant. There were more than a few sneering comments made by hospital personnel, but soon the matter was forgotten.


On May 15, 1975, Armistead paid a social call on 28-year-old Kathryn Viramontes in her Van Nuys apartment. The younger woman was completing her own term of pregnancy when she was suddenly accosted by knife-wielding Armistead, who was not interested in the family valuables or any cash hidden about the house. She slashed her victim in the throat and then performed a crude but successful caesarean section to extricate the living infant from the womb of the dead woman. Armistead checked herself into the hospital a few hours later and informed the doctors that she had given birth to the boy prematurely at home. It was not long afterward that the true facts of this bizarre murder came to light.


Ajury later convicted Norma Jean of first-degree murder after declaring her to be legally sane when she took the knife to Viramontes.


 


Armstrong, Herbert Rowse, 1870-1922, Brit., Major Herbert Rowse Armstrong was a small, mousey-looking man whose wife Katherine Mary Armstrong henpecked him from morning to night. Armstrong had been a major during WWI and he insisted that he be addressed by the rank with which he retired. The only authority he really possessed was titular and his dominating wife stripped him of even that by ridiculing his military experiences. The couple lived comfortably with their three children in a cottage in Cusop Dingle closed to the border of Wales-England. The quiet and dignified Armstrong worked as a solicitor in the Welsh town of Hay-on-Wye. When Katherine Armstrong wasn’t picking at her husband’s habits, she was complaining about her constantly failing health as do most dedicated hypochondriacs. To neighbors and friends Armstrong appeared to take the constant nagging and scolding with good-natured tolerance but he secretly seethed at the humiliation heaped upon him by his unbearable wife, so much so that he put into action a plan he was sure would allow him to get away with murder.


In the spring of 1920, Armstrong began spending all his extra time killing weeds about his cottage area, purchasing considerable quantities of arsenic to eliminate the unwanted growth. In July of that year, Mrs. Armstrong made out a will in which she left all her earthly possessions to her mild-mannered husband. Some weeks later, Katherine Armstrong was having so many delusions and visions that she was removed to an asylum where she was certified as insane. While his wife languished in the asylum, Armstrong began taking short vacation trips to London and, when at home, made a great show of practicing his hobby of weed-killing. At the turn of the year, Mrs. Armstrong made an amazing recovery which allowed her to return home but she soon grew ill and, on Feb. 22, 1921, she succumbed to illness. The cause of death was attributed to a combination of heart disease and gastritis. Major Armstrong grieved briefly, entering a terse comment in his diary, “K died.”


[image: Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Armstrong; the major fed his wife poison.]


Armstrong seemed to take his wife’s death with relative calm. In fact, in the months that followed, his normally withdrawn personality seemed to grow more aggressive. He took many vacations to London and suddenly took a great interest in his lackluster business, going after clients with confirmed zeal. His chief rival in the town of Hay was a solicitor named Oswald Norman Martin who received in the mail a box of chocolates from an unknown person. Martin thought this to be a small favor from one of his clients who wished to remain anonymous and he later served the chocolates to a dinner guest who became violently ill only minutes later. The chocolates were turned over to a toxicologist who determined that they had been injected with arsenic. The solicitor was baffled as to who might send him such a lethal gift. Then on Oct. 26, 1921, in response to an invitation, Martin went to Armstrong’s home to take tea. Armstrong chatted casually while the two men sipped their tea, then reached for a buttered scone on a nearby plate but instead of eating this himself, handed it to his guest, saying, “excuse my fingers.” The crude manner of serving was overlooked by Martin who attributed such conduct as typical of an aging bachelor who had just been widowed. He ate the scone and later was taken violently ill.


Dr. Thomas Hincks, who had attended Armstrong’s wife and had had reservations about the manner of her death, was summoned to Martin’s home to treat the ailing solicitor. Hincks was concerned over Martin’s erratic pulse which would not be the normal result of stomach disease. He sent a sample of the solicitor’s urine to a clinic for analysis and received a report that it contained a substantial amount of arsenic. Police, now suspicious of Armstrong after reading reports from Dr. Hincks, encouraged the badly frightened Martin to continue his acquaintence with Armstrong. Martin was sent a barrage of invitations from Armstrong to have another tea with him but he nervously found one excuse after another to postpone the lethal appointment. When the solicitor could stand the game no more, he insisted that the police act. Investigators had been attempting to put a case together against the polite little major but were unsure of their case. They finally gave Martin relief by arresting Armstrong on Dec. 31, 1921, charging him with the attempted murder of Martin. A short time later, detectives obtained permission to exhume Mrs. Armstrong’s body which was carefully examined by Scotland Yard’s forensic bloodhound, Dr. Bernard Spilsbury, who found the remains of Katherine Armstrong filled with arsenic.


Armstrong was now charged with his wife’s murder, in addition to his attempt on Martin’s life, and placed on trial on Apr. 3, 1922, at the Hereford Assizes, appearing before Justice Darling and prosecuted by Attorney General Sir Ernest Pollock. Sir Henry Curtis-Bennett, one of the ablest criminal lawyers in England, defended Major Armstrong with the argument that Mrs. Armstrong had committed suicide by taking arsenic, such was her mental condition at the end. This claim was countered by Pollock when he produced a nurse who had been present at Katherine Armstrong’s deathbed and quoted the victim in court as having said, “I have everything to live for–my husband and my children.” This was not the comment of a suicidally bent woman. Further, Armstrong, who conducted himself with impressive ease while in the dock, seemed to incur the emnity of Justice Darling who personally questioned the diminutive major several times. The most damning evidence was a packet of arsenic which had been found on Armstrong by officers who arrested him and from whom he appeared to be hiding the poison. He later claimed that this was but a small packet of poison he had put together, blending poison and other substances, to kill dandelions. Police found twenty packets of arsenic which Armstrong had put together which puzzled Lord Darling and he inquired why Major Armstrong would take the trouble to make separate doses of the poison instead of merely sprinkling the whole supply of arsenic throughout the weed-infested area.


“I really do riot know,” Armstrong replied to Justice Darling. “At the time it seemed the most convenient way of doing it.” His indecisive response further damned the solicitor in the eyes of those who believed him guilty of killing his wife. Moreover, only nineteen dandelions were counted in the weed patch and Armstrong had prepared twenty packets of poison. It was assumed that the extra packet was to be used on Armstrong’s rival, Oswald Martin. Also weighing heavily against the major was the testimony of a physician testifying for the prosecution who insisted that he had examined Armstrong and that the prim-and-proper major was suffering from advanced stages of a sexually-transmitted disease which he had apparently contracted following his wife’s death. This evidence doomed the man in the dock perhaps more than anything else since he had postured himself as a man of high morals and great scruples. Major Herbert Rowse Armstrong was found Guilty of having poisoned to death his wife and sentenced to death. The poisoner was hanged on May 31, 1922.


The Armstrong case reminded the public of another sensational murder trial against another solicitor, Harold Greenwood, also from Wales, who was charged with poisoning his wife with arsenic in 1920, but who had been acquitted. It was speculated during Armstrong’s trial that he had read about the Greenwood acquittal and believed that he could poison his own wife and, if charged, would be released as had Greenwood, convinced that his social position, his military rank, and his occupation as a solicitor would put him above suspicion and beyond conviction. Ironically, Greenwood wrote a series of articles for John Bull magazine duringArmstrong’s trial in which Greenwood described in bemoaning detail what it was like to be tried for murder. If indeed, Major Armstrong had been inspired by reading about the celebrated Greenwood case a year before he murdered his wife, he may have dug deeper into the history of murder and located the case of Cordelia Botkin, who mailed poisoned chocolates to one of her rivals twenty-some years earlier in America. Botkin’s murder ploy may have also inspired Armstrong to dispose of his business rival, the hapless Oswald Martin.


 


Arrington, Marie Dean, 1935- , U.S. In his capacity as the public defender of Leesburg, Fla., Robert Pierce was well acquainted with Arrington. He represented her teen-aged son and daughter when they stood trial for armed robbery and forgery in 1968. The outcome of these two separate trials did not please Arrington–herself an exconvict who was free on bond while awaiting sentencing for the shooting death of her husband in 1964. The anger the black woman felt toward the public defender festered until Apr. 22, 1968, when she put on her best new outfit and took a cab down to Pierce’s private office. To her dismay, the object of her vendetta was not in, just a 37-year-old secretary, Vivian Ritter. Later that afternoon Pierce returned to find Ritter gone. It was not like her to just walk out. Never once during her thirteen-year employment had the pretty brunette done such a thing. The police were immediately notified. Within hours several witnesses volunteered the information that Ritter and an unidentified black woman had been observed leaving the building together, but they were not walking side by side. It was quickly surmised that Ritter had been forcibly taken from the building, perhaps at gunpoint.


Six days later the shotgunned remains of Ritter were found. There was strong evidence that suggested she had been senselessly tortured before her death. Arrington was picked up shortly afterward by Florida police. She was convicted of first-degree murder in the slaying of Ritter and sentenced to die in the electric chair. A twenty-year prison sentence for the 1964 murder of her husband was tacked on by the courts.


Before her execution could be carried out, Arrington escaped from the women’s prison in Lowell, Fla., on Mar. 1, 1969. Her name was added to the FBI’s Most Wanted List and she remained a fugitive for nearly three years. There was some talk in Leesburg that a vigilante group located Marie Dean and had taken her into the swamps where Vivian Ritter was avenged. This was not the case, however. The murderer was captured in New Orleans in 1971 by FBI agents.


 


Atlanta Children Murders, See: Williams, Wayne Bertram.


 


Attebery, Ira (Attebury), 1915-79, U.S. For three years, Attebery regularly attended the annual Battle of the Flowers Parade in San Antonio, capping off a week-long fiesta celebration. The 64-year-old retired trucker lived in a small trailer park not far from the parade route, and tended to keep to himself. “I thought it was strange that he went to parades since he had little to do with people,” said Kate Copeland, the manager of the trailer park where Attebery lived until he went berserk on Apr. 27, 1979. “He was a loner,” she added.


The self-styled parade aficionado lined up, by police estimate, six automatic rifles and enough bullet clips to supply a military arsenal. Near the intersection of Broadway and Grayson, Attebery began firing wildly into a crowd of 4,500 parade spectators through a window in his trailer home. “He would expose himself, fire, and then duck. The total gunfire lasted about thirty minutes, and it was another thirty minutes before we found him dead,” said Captain Patrick Nichols of the San Antonio police. To the police officers standing in the middle of the parade route, Attebery yelled “Traitors! Traitors!”


Before he turned the gun on himself, Attebery killed two people and wounded fifty more. Blood samples taken from the dead man’s body revealed the presence of the drug PCP, known in the streets as “angel dust,” a deadly drug recently banned in Texas because of the unpredictable, occasionally suicidal behavior it brought on in addicts.


Attebery went berserk under the delusion that the police were chasing him because of a 1971 trucking accident he was involved in that killed two women. On at least one previous occasion he had contacted the police seeking psychiatric help. “I would have been very happy if police had brought the man here,” said Robert Pugh, director of the county mental health department. “But unless the man was willing to come and was in violation of a law, the police could not have brought him in.”


 


Aulisio, Joseph, 1966- , U.S. Aulisio liked to tinker with automobiles. His friends and schoolmates expected him to become a mechanic, like many other high school boys in the small town of Old Forge, Lackawanna County, Pa. By all accounts, he was a model student, loyal, obedient, and helpful, according to his principal Walter Ermolovich, who also knew the boy’s father Robert, a biology teacher in the school.


Problems started when the Aulisios’ youngest child died in its third month. Relations between family members became strained, ending in the parents’ divorce. Joseph’s school work declined, and he began cutting classes. He grew sullen and withdrawn, to the dismay of his parents, still engaged in the bitter divorce suit. His unhappiness finally culminated in murder on July 26, 1981, when the dark-haired youth abducted 8-year-old Cheryl Ziemba and her brother Christopher Ziemba, four, from their home on the outskirts of Scranton. Two days later their two bodies were found in an abandoned strip mine, shotgunned to death.


Aulisio was found guilty of first-degree murder and sentenced to die in the electric chair, which caused protest among opponents of capital punishment. “We’re reading more and more about vicious crimes by younger and younger people,” countered Judge James Walsh of the Lackawanna County Common Pleas Court. “Incidents like that are causing a lot of people to say that if they are guilty of adult criminal activity they should be subject to adult punishment.” In 1982 Aulisio was the youngest offender to sit on death row in a U.S. prison. During the long appeals process he was transferred to the State Correctional Institution at Huntingdon where he currently resides.


 


Austin, Alice, and Simmons, Ted, and Scott, Ira, prom. 1930s, U.S. Alice and Earl Austin of Hardin County, Ill., were in the middle of a bitter divorce. Earl Austin was suing Alice for desertion; she had run away with a local swain, Ted Simmons. Alice countersued Earl, charging him with adultery, and named Lacene McDowell as the other woman. The divorce action raged on until Alice Austin decided that waiting for drawn-out divorce proceedings to bring her a proper financial settlement was a waste of time. She and her lover, Ted Simmons, thinking to cash in on a life insurance policy on Earl Austin’s life (still signed over to Alice), planned to murder the estranged husband. They plotted his death in many schemes but finally went to Ira Scott, a farmer with a knack for putting mechanical things together–in this case a bomb–requested by his two eager clients. Scott fashioned an infernal machine and placed this in Earl Austin’s car.


On Mar. 20, 1939, Earl Austin and Lacene McDowell got into Earl’s car to go for a drive along the rural roads of Hardin County. An hour later a terrific explosion rocked the car as it sped along, blowing away the floorboards and sending the car careening off the road and into a ditch. Both Earl Austin and Lacene McDowell were blown skyward at the moment of the blast, flying more than twenty feet into the air. Austin was dead within seconds but Miss McDowell, with one leg blown off, managed to linger for an hour. She remained unconscious and could tell State’s Attorney Clarence E. Soward nothing before she died. Soward, however, was aware of the violent divorce action between Austin and his wife Alice and knew that Alice’s sweetheart, Simmons, had openly threatened Earl Austin. He interviewed both Alice and Ted Simmons. Both expressed their profound regrets at the deaths of Earl Austin and McDowell, adding that they were with a group of people when the car blew up. The matter rested in limbo for some weeks until police received a tip that a local farmer, Ira Scott, had been acting nervously when going into town to buy some grain. Scott had purchased more items than his meager earnings would normally allow which also aroused suspicions.


When Scott was confronted by Soward, he broke down immediately, blurting, “I didn’t mean to (kill them). I didn’t know that there was going to be anybody in the car. Alice and Ted Simmons gave me fifty dollars to bomb it for the insurance. They didn’t tell me that there would be anyone in it.” He went on to say that he thought Alice and Ted wanted to collect insurance on the car, an implausible statement. Further, if no one was to be in the car, Scott failed to adequetly explain why he had set the timing device of the bomb on a delayed mechanism so that it would only go off after the car had been driven for about an hour after it had been started. His statements were downright idiotic in that his defense was built upon the car being driven by itself. By his own admission, Scott had run the fuse from the dynamite back into the exhaust manifold and this would have been impossible to ignite unless someone was indeed driving the auto. Simmons and Austin continued to deny their guilt when all three were later tried. All were found Guilty and each received a fourteen-year sentence.


 


Avril, Robert, 1911- , Fr. Avril, a common laborer with a miserable childhood, habitually attacked and raped women and, eventually, the attacks turned into murder. On Aug. 28, 1955, the body of a young woman was found in some tall grass off the roadway near the small village of Picquigny, between Amiens and Abbeville in northern France. The victim’s clothes were in disarray and a band of white on her suntanned wrist showed police that the woman’s wristwatch had been stolen. An English-made bicycle was found nearby along with some clothing that had been torn out of the bag fixed to the bicycle’s rack. A check of the area disclosed that a 23-year-old school teacher named Janet Marshall from Nottingham, England, had registered in a nearby youth hostel the previous evening. The body was identified as Marshall and a search for her killer ensued. Police discovered that Marshall had stopped at a cafe in Picquigny on the morning of August 26 to have breakfast. Detectives, led by Inspector Henri Van Asche, concluded that the woman had been waylaid by one of the common laborers who worked in the area and they interrogated several men without charging anyone. Local residents described one particular laborer who had a brutal face and had been seen to watch Janet Marshall as she pedalled out of the village of Picquigny. A composite sketch was made of the suspect and this was circulated throughout the area. The circular also mentioned a rather unusual detail concerning this laborer; he was missing three fingers on his left hand.


Five months after the murder of Janet Marshall, Robert Avril, a 44-year-old laborer, was arrested, charged with stealing a bicycle. He was brought before Judge Jean DeTraux in Amiens. The judge took one look at Avril and then remembered the police composite that had been circulated in the Marshall slaying. He looked at the composite and realized that it bore an amazing resemblance to the man who stood before him. He asked Avril to hold up his left hand. Three fingers were missing. DeTraux asked Avril where he was on Aug. 26, 1955, and the laborer quickly, all too quickly for the judge, replied that he had been visiting his sister in Sucy-in-Brie. DeTraux also knew from police reports that Janet Marshall’s German-made camera, along with her wristwatch, had been taken following her murder. When police visited Avril’s sister she said that her brother had visited at the end of August and had left a camera with her. This proved to be Marshall’s camera. Moreover, articles of clothing belonging to the victim were found in Avril’s lodging. He was interrogated and confessed to having killed the school teacher, saying that he, at first, only thought to have sex with her but then he strangled her with a piece of string when she resisted. He insisted that he did not rape the woman but fled from the scene, stealing her watch, camera, and some small pieces of clothing.


[image: French rapist and murderer, Robert Avril.]


At his trial in Amiens in May 1958, Avril recanted his original confession and was allowed to play to the sympathy of the jury by relating in detail his sad childhood. He described how he had lost his fingers at age seven in an accident, how his mother died when he was still a child, and that his father committed suicide after it was revealed that he had had incestuous relations with Avril’s older sister. In court, Avril also insisted that he had left Janet Marshall in an unconscious condition, that she was not dead and that someone else probably came along and murdered her after he fled. Against these self-defensive statements stood Avril’s long history of attacks on women. In April 1944, Avril had stopped along a roadway to help 22-year-old Madeleine Thiery remove some dust from her eye. He had then dragged her into some woods, raped her, and stole three pounds of butter from her. In June 1944 Avril attacked a 19-year-old girl and the following month he attacked and raped another 19-year-old girl and a 56-year-old woman, then another young girl some days later, this last victim escaping before Avril could drag her into a clump of bushes. In all these attacks, the victims had been on bicycles which Avril kicked out from under them as they pedaled past him, disabling them so that he could easily drag them off and compel them to have sex with him. He was arrested for these rapes in 1944 but not convicted until 1946 when Avril was sentenced to ten years of hard labor. He was released in 1951 and resumed his attacks on helpless women, culminating in his murder of Janet Marshall.


Every piece of evidence in the Avril case pointed to the man’s guilt, and it was further claimed by the presiding judge, Jean Bourdon, that Avril had denounced members of the Resistance to the dreaded Gestapo during the Nazi occupation of France. This was vehemently denied by the accused. Inspector Van Asche testified that Avril, when first arrested, told police, “I killed her (Janet Marshall) without meaning to.” Though the energetic Public Prosecutor Max Dussert argued long and hard for a death sentence, Avril escaped the guillotine. The jury deliberated his case for thirty-five minutes and then returned a verdict of Guilty “with extenuating circumstances,” meaning that Avril’s awful childhood had contributed mightily to his attitude toward women, and he was therefore not wholly responsible for his awful murder of young Janet Marshall. The killer was sentenced to life at hard labor with no chance of parole.


 




B


Baekeland, Antony, 1946-81, Brit. Barbara Baekeland’s relationship with her son Antony bordered on obsession. On Nov. 17, 1972, Tony murdered his adoring mother at their lavish London penthouse.


Antony Baekeland, great grandson of the “father of modern plastics” and heir to the family fortune, was a troubled youth with homosexual tendencies. When he was twenty-one his parents separated. While living with his mother, Tony began experimenting with LSD. After he stabbed Barbara in the London penthouse, he placed an order for Chinese food just as the Chelsea detectives arrived. His trial began at the Old Bailey on June 6, 1973, and it was a sensational one, highlighted by rumors of incest between Barbara and her son. Witnesses told how the former movie star desired to “cure” her son of his homosexuality. Tony Baekeland, was convicted of manslaughter under the “diminished responsibility” statute in British law. He was sent to Broadmoor, where he remained for the next seven years. In July 1980, Tony was discharged from custody and flown to New York to live with his grandmother Nina Fraser Daly. A week later, Baekeland assaulted the elderly woman with a knife because she refused to “quit nagging him.” Mrs. Daly survived the attack, but criminal charges were filed, and once again the young heir found himself behind bars, this time on Riker’s Island. It was there that Tony Baekeland ended his life, on Mar. 21, 1981.


 


Bagg, Arthur Richard, 1914- , S. Afri. On Nov. 23, 1937, Arthur Richard Bagg, a 23-year-old South African, savagely stabbed his 17-year-old lover in a fit of jealousy and rage and later dumped her mutilated body under a viaduct on Oaklands Atholl Road outside Johannesburg. He was taken in for questioning several days after the partially-clothed body of Marjorie Patricia Rosebrook was found stabbed twice in the breast with a small knife.


Bagg became a prime suspect three days later when, during questioning, his accounts of his activities on the day of Rosebrook’s murder did not correspond to those given by witnesses who had seen the two lovers together that day. After several attempts by Sub-Inspector U.R. Boberg to compel him to tell the truth, Bagg finally broke down and confessed to the murder. He later re-enacted the events of that day, taking detectives to the site of the crime and explaining his actions in detail.


Although Bagg had confessed, police were unable to locate the murder weapon and several articles of clothing missing from the dead girl’s body. They repeatedly scoured the sites where Bagg claimed he disposed of them, but turned up nothing. After threatening to search his house, Bagg agreed to lead police to the missing items.


Bagg, described as somewhat eccentric, was an artist interested in mysticism and the occult. Unknown to anyone was his special affinity for the legendary vampire, Count Dracula. Bagg worshipped him and frequently conducted ritualistic services in his honor. He led police to the site of these rituals–a secret earthen chamber located below the floor of his bedroom. A trapdoor hidden underneath the linoleum provided access to the chamber, where police discovered the murder weapon and the missing bloodstained clothing. In addition, they found a piece of leather with writing carved into it: “I hereby befile (sic) the living God and serve only the Dark One, Dracula; to serve him faithfully so I may become one of his faithful servants.” It was signed by Bagg.


Bagg’s trial began on Feb. 28, 1938. During his testimony, he changed his confession and claimed the girl had committed suicide and that he was covering up for her with his earlier confession. The jury failed to believe him, and, after slightly less than two hours of deliberation, they returned a verdict of Guilty. Justice Saul Solomon sentenced Bagg to death, the maximum punishment for his crime, but this was later reduced to life imprisonment based on psychiatric evaluations of his mental state. Bagg was released in 1947 after serving only nine years of his sentence.


 


Bailey, George Arthur, d.1921, Brit. The January 1921 murder trial of George Arthur Bailey was the first murder trial in England in which women served on a jury. After the four-day trial was over, the three women jurors helped convict Bailey for the poisoning murder of his wife. He was sentenced to death and executed on Mar. 2, 1921.


 


Bailey, Raymond (AKA: Ray Carter), d.1958, Aus. Raymond Bailey was driving a DeSoto sedan with his wife on the Alice Springs-Port Augusta Highway in South Australia on Dec. 6, 1957. In the middle of the night, Bailey left his caravan, carrying with him a Huntsman single-shot rifle. He used it on Thyra Bowman, her 15-year-old daughter Wendy, and their friend Tom Whelan, who had set up camp for the night in the wilderness.


The Bowmans were on their way to Adelaide when they were overtaken by Bailey. Their bodies were located by an aerial search party looking for their missing automobile. Near their campfire several .22-caliber shell casings were found which matched the rifle found in Bailey’s possession. In Kulgera, several eyewitnesses reported seeing a DeSoto sedan. The car was spotted on Jan. 21, 1958, by Constable Glen Hallahan at Mount Isa in Queensland.


When questioned by police, Bailey said his name was Carter. He could not, however, explain a concealed .32-caliber handgun sewn under the front seat of his car. The suspect finally confessed to the shootings, but changed his story four times. Bailey was extradited to Adelaide and tried for murder. Deliberations opened on May 12, 1958, Sir Geoffrey Reed presiding. Less than eight days later the jury returned a verdict of Guilty. The death sentence was imposed within minutes, and Bailey was executed at the Adelaide Jail on June 24.


 


Ball, Edward, 1917- , Ire. Though the body of 55-year-old Vera Ball was never found, her son Edward was tried and convicted of her murder. Mrs. Ball was the wife of a Dublin physician. Following their separation, she lived with her 19-year-old son in Boosterstown, a suburb of Dublin. On the morning of Feb. 18, 1936, a newspaper delivery man stopped to investigate an automobile parked on an odd angle in Shankill, County Dublin. He found traces of blood on the front seat.


Identifying the car as belonging to Mrs. Ball, police went to the Boosterstown home. Here they were greeted by Edward Ball, who said he had last seen his mother the previous evening. Police searched the house, turning up several items of bloody clothing and discovering a large stain on his mother’s bedroom rug, none of which Ball could explain. When pressed further, he said his mother had suffered a recent bout of depression and had killed herself with a straight razor. Ball said he found her dead in her room, took the body to Shankill, and threw it into the sea.


His explanation did not convince the police, however, and Ball was charged with murdering his mother. Police believed he used a hatchet found in the garden, covered with blood. He was convicted of murder, but the jury also declared him insane. The judge ordered Ball detained at the discretion of the local governor-general.


 


Ball, Eli, prom. 1919, U.S. On Feb. 19, 1919, Ball murdered his sister Lilly Billings, and her husband Abe Billings, as they tried to remove furniture from the rural Kentucky home that had been willed to him by his sister, Nell Washam, when she died the previous year. Lilly Billings maintained that she was entitled to some of the farm’s furnishings, as it had all been inherited from the family by Nell when her parents died. Ball served several years in a state penitentiary for the murders, but was released to return to the homestead in Bear River Valley, Ky.


 


Ball, George (AKA: George Sumner), 1892-1914, Brit. The 22-year-old Ball worked as a clerk in the shop of John Bradfield in Liverpool. He was assisted by a dim-witted 18-year-old, Samuel Angeles Eltoft. The shop’s manager was 40-year-old Christine Catherine Bradfield, a hard taskmaster who was known to neighbors as a kindly person. She tolerated no nonsense in the shop which sold tarpaulins manufactured by John, her brother, and she was forever prodding Ball, who was known as George Sumner by his employers. On the night of Dec. 10, 1913, Walter Musker Eaves, a ship’s steward who was waiting for his girlfriend in Old Hall Street and who was standing directly in front of Bradfield’s, suddenly had his new hat knocked off his head when one of the shop’s shutters blew off. The shop appeared dark but within a few minutes Eltoft appeared and picked up the shutter. Eaves showed him his hat and demanded that he be paid for the damage done to his bowler by the shutter. Eltoft politely asked him to wait and soon emerged with Ball who courteously paid Eaves two shillings for the creases made in the hat.


[image: Murderer George Ball.]


Eaves was still in Old Hall Street when, a short time later, both Ball and Eltoft appeared, pushing a tarpaulin-covered cart with considerable effort up the street, and disappearing around the corner. The next day Eaves read a newspaper report about a woman’s body being found in the Leeds-Liverpool canal by a bargeman who had fished the body, sewn into a sack, out of the canal. The steward went to the police who had just escorted John Bradfield from the morgue. Bradfield had also responded to the newspaper report when his sister had failed to return home from the shop and he had identified the body, telling officers that he had no idea who would want to murder his sister.


Detective Inspector Duckworth of the Criminal Investigation Department (CID), after interviewing neighbors and shop customers, realized that the only real suspects in the case were the two clerks, Ball and Eltoft. He decided to interview Eltoft first, realizing, when John Bradfield talked about the pair, that the younger clerk was impressionable and gullible. He waited until late on the night of Dec. 11, 1913, then forced his way into Eltoft’s room, startling the youth and grilling him so intensely that Eltoft blurted out the fact that his superior, George Ball, had bludgeoned Christine Bradfield to death. Ball hated her constant nagging and, after she ordered him to do something, he had suddenly exploded and crushed the woman’s head with an iron pipe, forcing Eltoft to help him dispose of the body. Duckworth, placing Eltoft under arrest, then raced to Bell’s boarding house but the young man had fled. His landlady later stated that Ball had returned home the night before and she had noticed bloody scratches on his face. He told her that he had received the injuries at the shop where he worked, adding: “It’s a rotten business.”


[image: Christine Bradfield]


The scratches, coupled with some of Eltoft’s confusing statements later given in court, suggested that Ball had raped the spinster in a back room of the shop and she had scratched his face; in retaliation he had struck her on the head with the pipe.


The Liverpool police, despite a desperate search for Ball, were unable to locate him. Duckworth was struck with an inspiration. He was a movie fan who believed that the movie theaters springing up all over Liverpool could be of great service to the police in tracking down Ball. He had the fugitive’s photograph shown on all the screens of the theaters between features, running beneath the photo a title card which read: “GEORGE BALL, WANTED FOR MURDER, REWARD.” This was the first time that movies had been used in tracking down a wanted criminal, and the technique proved effective. Ball, who had moved and disguised himself, was identified by someone who had seen his photo in one of the theaters as he left a football match on Dec. 20, 1913. He was immediately arrested and tried in February 1914 at the Liverpool Assizes, Justice Atkin presiding. He was defended by Sir Alfred Tobin, who had been the lawyer for the notorious wife-killer, Dr. Hawley Harvey Crippen. Prosecuting the case was Sir Gordon Hewart.


The trial was one-sided with Hewart utterly destroying the testimony of the nervous Ball who rattled off a fantastic story about “a tall chap with a dark brown mustache” who sprang from behind a pile of tarpaulins in the shop just before closing and attacked Christine Bradfield, killing her, then held a revolver on Ball and Eltoft, telling them that if they did not dispose of the body for him, he would kill them both. Hewart shredded this tale quickly, asking Ball why, when he went to the street to pay Eaves for the destruction of his hat, he did not ask the burly steward for help since, according to Ball’s own testimony, the killer was still in the shop at the time. Ball could only mutter: “I was afraid.” Moreover, Hewart pointed out that the victim had been carefully sewn into a tarpaulin sack with a system of stitching that was peculiar to the method used by Ball.


The jury returned a Guilty verdict, and Ball, as he was being dragged away by four warders, cried out: “I am innocent! Innocent!” He was sentenced to death and his dull-minded accomplice Eltoft was given a four-year prison sentence. When realizing that there would be no appeals or commutations, Ball confessed the murder of Christine Bradfield to the Bishop of Liverpool only hours before he was hanged at Walton Prison on Feb. 26, 1914. See: Crippen, Dr. Hawley Harvey.


 


Ball, Joseph (Joe), 1894-1938, U.S. Joseph Ball was a serial killer who murdered perhaps as many as twenty-five women. All of his victims were young and beautiful. Though Ball took their possessions and whatever money they had when he murdered his victims, his motive was love. He killed one woman after another, including his second and third wives, so that he would be able to devote his time to his next paramour. To Joe Ball, these murders were not without a utilitarian end; he chopped up his victims and fed them piecemeal to the five pet alligators he kept in a foul-smelling pool behind his inappropriately named gin mill, The Sociable Inn, located near Elmendorf, Texas. This Lone Star native was educated at the University of Texas but he found legitimate pursuits uninteresting and, at the dawn of Prohibition in 1920, he became a bootlegger, amassing a considerable fortune.


The young bootlegger worked hard at his illegal profession which confused his friends who knew that his wealthy family had offered Ball any number of lucrative positions in its vast holdings in cattle and commerce. He had turned all this down to go his own way. He bought a house in Elmendorf and operated out of here during the 1920s, selling flavored alcohol at $5 a gallon. Though the house was modern, Ball lived without the benefit of a cleaning lady, and he was always in an unkempt condition. He padded about in a dirty bathrobe when clients called to buy liquor and he spent most of his time in bed with beautiful young women, a bottle of booze, and a plate of fried chicken on the bed table at all times. His only greeting to customers was: “Got the cash?” When the client produced the necessary money, Ball whistled to his black handyman to bring forth the liquor shipment. Often as not the uncaring Ball returned to his bed and the arms of his lover, continuing his lovemaking, oblivious to the gaze of his caller.


Ball was a large, big-boned man, well over six feet, who was muscular but overweight, thanks to his ravenous eating habits. He was expert with a revolver and carried one with him at all times, on occasions whipping out this weapon and firing a practice shot or two to impress witnesses with his marksmanship. In the late 1920s, Ball opened his crudely appointed saloon, The Sociable Club, about fifty feet back from U.S. Highway 181. He developed a liking for alligators and bought five, placing them in a large cement pool behind his club. He would, after a night of drinking, take his best customers outside and amuse them by throwing large chunks of meat into the pool and hoot and holler as the roaring beasts jawed the food, their thrashing tails violently churning the murky water.


For the more sadistic of his friends, Ball arranged his own little horror shows. He kept stray dogs and cats in a pen near the pool and he would take these poor creatures out of the pen and hold them over the pool, teasing the always hungry reptiles and terrifying the animals. Tiring of the game, Ball would throw the strays into the pool where they would be torn apart by the alligators. As he brutalized these animals, he himself became more and more brutal. He shouted instead of talked and threatened anyone who disagreed with him. Yet Ball managed to keep employed a steady stream of beautiful barmaids, radiant young ladies he reportedly paid extremely well and all of whom, it was said, became his mistresses. These women came and went with alacrity which aroused the suspicions of a local constable and neighbor of Ball’s, especially when such favorites as Hazel Brown and Minnie Mae Gotthardt disappeared.


When asked by the constable why the girls had suddenly vanished, Ball exploded and pulled his revolver, shoving this into the constable’s face and threatening to kill him if he went on probing into his affairs. The constable, afraid for his life, did not report the incident. This was not the case with Texas Ranger Lee Miller. When relatives asked police to investigate the disappearance of Hazel Brown in the fall of 1938, Miller and several deputies went to Ball’s roadhouse. They entered the Sociable Inn on Sept. 24, 1938. Ball greeted them affably and then asked if they wanted some beers. “No, Joe, we’re here to have you answer some questions about Hazel Brown.”


The saloon keeper shrugged and then walked behind the bar. “Then, I’ll pour one for myself.” Instead of pouring a beer, Ball went to the cash register and opened the bottom drawer. He pulled out a revolver and the officers, thinking he was about to fire at them, pulled out their own guns and aimed these at Ball. The saloon owner gave them a crooked grin, then put the revolver to his temple and squeezed the trigger, blowing off the top of his head. Later, the deputies found hunks of human flesh floating in a water barrel behind the house, and in the pool where the alligators swirled, there was a trace of blood. Clifford Wheeler, the terrified handyman who worked for Ball, admitted that his employer had murdered many young women and two of his own wives, that he had witnessed Ball shoot one of his wives and his subsequent chopping up of her body and the feeding of her remains to his alligators. Wheeler said he did not dare say a word to authorities about Ball since his employer said he would kill him. He was given a four-year prison sentence as an accessory to murder.


No clear number of Ball’s victims was ever recorded but it was estimated that Joe Ball killed at least twenty women. Most of these young women had been impregnated by the killer and he murdered and dismembered them when they began to demand that he marry them. He did marry two of his victims, but he tired of these ladies and dispatched them to the alligator pool. “Joe, he weren’t no marrying man,” Wheeler told police.


 


Baniszewski, Gertrude Wright, 1929- , U.S. A native of Indianapolis, Ind., Gertrude Baniszewski lived with her three children Stephanie, Paula, and Johnny, surviving on a meager income. To make ends meet Baniszewski took in children for the summer to earn extra money. In 1965, Baniszewski agreed to board Sylvia Likens, sixteen, and her sister Jennie, fifteen. Jennie Likens would be no problem, the housewife believed since she was crippled and could get about very little. The parents of the two sisters worked in a circus and paid Baniszewski $20 a week to take care of their children. During the first week of their stay, the two girls were fed little, receiving a few slices of toast in the morning and no lunch. A bowl of soup was their only supper. At the end of the first week, Baniszewski dragged both girls to an upstairs room of the house and mercilessly beat them, screaming that she was boarding them “for nothin’!”


[image: Gertrude Baniszewski]


The hardened housewife, though receiving weekly payments from the Likens’ parents, resented having the two girls in her home and cursed them whenever they were in her presence. A deep-seated streak of sadism began to manifest itself whenever she was near them; she struck out at them, hitting them so hard that her hands stung from the impact, she later admitted. She reserved her most sadistic treatment for the older girl, Sylvia, whom she beat regularly and then took to paddling on the bare buttocks with a board that left scars. Baniszewski then began encouraging neighborhood children and her own offspring to beat the poor girl, who begged them to stop without relief. The housewife then ordered the other children to put out burning cigarettes on the girl’s arms and hands. One of Baniszewski’s children, Paula, whipped into a frenzy of hatred by her mother, beat Sylvia so hard that she broke her hand which had to be put into a cast. The Baniszewski girl then used the cast to beat Sylvia on the head.


Baniszewski then decided that Sylvia Likens was a whore and tied her up in the basement, releasing her only to beat her and then force her to dance naked in front of other children. Directing a dim-witted neighborhood boy, Ricky Hobbs, needles were heated and used to brand the girl’s stomach with the words: “I am a prostitute and proud of it.” This horrible torture completed, Baniszewski then released the full fiendish fury of her nature, beating the girl, slamming her head against the basement wall with such force that Sylvia Likens died from the blow. The housewife panicked and called police, telling them that Sylvia had run off with a gang of boys, then returned and was mutilated and killed by them; she had found the poor girl in her basement. Her young children repeated this story to investigating officer Melvin Dixon. As Dixon was about to leave, Jennie Likens hobbled forward and whispered to him: “Get me out of here and I’ll tell you the whole story.”


The officer took the girl away and quickly learned the truth about the vicious Gertrude Baniszewski. She was charged with murder and convicted, given a life sentence. Baniszewski won a new trial on appeal but was again convicted and sent back to prison to serve out a life term. In all of the many interviews conducted with this murdering sadist, the housewife has but one excuse for her slaying of a defenseless girl left in her care: “I had to teach her a lesson.”


 


Bankston, Clinton, Jr. (AKA: Junebug), 1971- , U.S. When it happened, everyone who knew him expressed the greatest surprise. “This all did shock me. He didn’t seem the type,” said Agnes Freeman, a neighbor in the Nellie B. Apartments of Athens, Ga., northeast of Atlanta. Clinton Bankston lived with his mother in this deteriorating section of Athens, an area of high unemployment and gang activity. Bankston was a high-school dropout who spent most of his time riveted to his television. His perceptions of the world were shaped by the images of violence on prime-time television.


On Aug. 15, 1987, Bankston committed a real-life crime so horrible and senseless that its barbarity eclipsed anything law enforcement officers of this small Georgia city had ever encountered.


Robbery was foremost in Bankston’s mind when he entered the home of Sally Nathanson in the fashionable Carr’s Hill section of Athens. Nathanson and her visiting sister, Ann Orr Morris, who lived in an adjacent house, were found dead. Her 22-year-old adopted daughter, Helen Nathanson, was later found lying dead in one of the bedrooms by police investigators. All three had been savagely butchered with a hatchet.


The mutilated bodies could be positively identified only through the efforts of the state crime lab in Atlanta. Athens Police Chief Everett Price conducted a thorough investigation and was able to link the murders of the three women to a similar crime committed against two elderly people the previous April. Items belonging to the earlier murder victims, Glenn and Rachel Sutton, had been found in the Bankston apartment. Bankston was arrested on Sunday morning near his grandmother’s house on Moreland Avenue.


District Attorney Harry Gordon urged the courts to try the 16-year-old Bankston as an adult for the murders of five people. The Supreme Court of Georgia, however, ruled that underage offenders convicted of murder could not receive the death penalty. Bankston pleaded guilty, citing insanity as his defense. On his seventeenth birthday, the quiet boy who liked to ride around the neighborhood on his bicycle received five consecutive life sentences.


 


Bannon, Charles, 1909-31, U.S. In 1931, Bannon became only the eighth white man to be lynched in North Dakota following his slaying of a rural family of six. Bannon worked as a hired hand on the farm of A.E. Haven near Shafer, N.D. In February 1930, Bannon slaughtered the six-member Haven family and buried their bodies in the barn. He continued to live on the farm for nine months during which time the murdered family was not missed. Bannon was apprehended in November when he attempted to sell some of the Haven livestock at a local market. He was questioned in the family’s disappearance and, after the bodies were found, charged with their murders. Bannon was lynched in February 1931.


 


Barber, Susan, prom. 1981, Brit. Barber was an Essex housewife engaged in a torrid love affair with her husband’s best friend in May 1981. Her lover’s name was Richard Collins, and the tryst had gone on for nearly eight months before the cuckolded husband came home unexpectedly one day to find them both in his bed. Michael Barber reacted violently. He beat his wife and threw Collins out of the house. But this did not cool his wife’s ardor.


The next day Susan slipped a deadly weed poison known as Gramoxone into his steak and kidney pie. In small doses, Gramoxone is deadly to humans. Death is brought on by fibrosis of the lungs, which makes breathing all but impossible.


Michael Barber was admitted to Hammersmith Hospital in London where he was diagnosed as suffering from pneumonia and kidney failure. Upon further examination doctors concluded that Barber was afflicted with Goodpasture’s Syndrome, a rare nervous disorder. After he died, a pathologist named David Evans conducted the post-mortem. He was not convinced that the cause of death was natural. Blood samples were taken and sent over to the National Poisons Unit and to the company which had manufactured the weed killer. A trace of paraquat, a toxic herbicide, was found in each instance. Based on this chemical analysis, Mrs. Barber and Richard Collins were arrested in April 1982 and charged with murder. Collins received two years’ imprisonment, and Susan Barber, who by this time was no longer interested in her former boyfriend, received a life sentence.


 


Bardlett, William, 1951- , U.S. Without an apparent reason a 25-year-old elevator repair man named William Bardlett borrowed his sister’s .22-caliber pistol and killed three family members on Nov. 25, 1976. The Thanksgiving Day tragedy on Chicago’s West Side was a grim reminder of the random violence plaguing big city ghettos.


In this case Bardlett murdered two nephews, 9-year-old Dwayne, and 2-year-old Cecil Jr., and his brother-in-law Cecil White, Sr. White and the two boys had gone to the Bardlett home to share a Thanksgiving dinner, believing that William was at work. Bardlett burst into the Harding Avenue apartment and shot White and his son before fleeing. Police later found the revolver underneath the body of the 2-year-old and spent shell casings strewn around the apartment. Officers from the Shakespeare Avenue Police District arrested the suspect at his sister’s residence when he stumbled in without warning during a routine interrogation.


Bardlett was brought before Judge William Cousins on Nov. 28, 1978, and charged with murder. He was declared unfit for trial, and the case continued. He appeared before Cousins again on May 29, 1979, and was remanded to the Department of Mental Health for a fitness hearing. On Nov. 6, Cousins ruled him Not Guilty by reason of insanity in a bench trial. However, in a separate ruling handed down on Dec. 17, the court found the defendant not in need of hospital treatment but decided that he should visit the Isaac Ray Center for periodic mental health checkups. William Bardlett was back on the streets.


 


Barlow, Kenneth, 1919- , Brit. Elizabeth Barlow was pronounced dead in her bathroom on May 3, 1957, by a doctor called to her home at Thornbury Crescent, Bradford. He had been summoned by Kenneth Barlow, Elizabeth’s husband, who told the physician that he discovered his wife in the bathtub, her head beneath the water. He had tried artificial respiration, he said, but it did no good. At first authorities believed that the dead woman, known to be ill and in a weakened condition, had suffered an accidental death, but the doctor who first examined the body took note that the dead woman’s eyes were dilated. Also, at a later postmortem, several injection marks on the buttocks of the corpse were detected. Officials found hypodermic syringes in the Barlow residence, but this was not considered unusual since Barlow was a male nurse.


Police were suspicious from the beginning, noting that the pajamas Barlow had been wearing when the doctor arrived were not wet, in spite of his claim of seizing the dripping body and giving it artificial respiration. Also, detectives calculated, a drowning person would make some sort of splashing movement that would soak the floor about the bathtub, but the floor was dry when the doctor first arrived. Barlow was charged with murdering his wife, but he insisted that he loved her, saying that he did not have a reason in the world to kill her. (It was later learned that Barlow’s first wife had died less than two years earlier at the young age of thirty-three, but her death had been attributed to natural causes; this death was never revealed in Barlow’s trial.)
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At Barlow’s trial before Justice Diplock at the Leeds Assizes, the most damning statements came from Harry Stork, who had worked with Barlow two years earlier. He recalled how Barlow had boasted of discovering the perfect murder weapon, an injection of insulin which would quickly be dissolved in the bloodstream and be undetectable. Moreover, authorities at St. Luke’s Hospital in Huddersfield where Barlow worked, reported that three ampoules of ergotamine had been discovered missing from the medical supplies. Involved statements from medical authorities then argued whether or not insulin was injected into the dead woman, although some traces were found in the body, according to one report. The defense, headed by Bernard Gillis, countered that Elizabeth Barlow, realizing that she was drowning, and in a state of utter panic, released a massive discharge of insulin into her own bloodstream. The prosecution made short work of this preposterous and obviously desperate claim by quickly proving that, for the dead woman to have done so, her pancreas would have had to produce in seconds more than 15,000 units, a physical impossibility.


It was Barlow’s own darkly jocular talk with patients and nurses about the perfect murder that eventually brought him down. In addition to Stork, a nurse named Waterhouse at East Riding General Hospital, told the court how Barlow explained that insulin could kill a person without a trace. Barlow had also told a patient, Arthur Evans, then at Northfield Sanitorium in Driffield, Yorkshire, where Barlow was then working, that he could inject insulin into someone and that no one would ever know that this was the cause of death since it could not be traced. The jury stayed out for only a short while before returning to find Barlow Guilty. He was sent to prison for life.


 


Bartlett, Helen, prom. 1959, U.S. After her first husband died in 1940, Helen met Alfred Babin. They were married during the war and lived together until his death in 1956. Helen Babin discovered his body. She notified the police, explaining that she had found him in his bath lying face down. During the day, she said, Alfred had been drinking heavily. The coroner reported that Mrs. Babin’s story was indeed true because a large quantity of whiskey had been found in his stomach. Husband number two left behind a $69,000 insurance policy.


During her short period of grief, Babin met 69-year-old Wright Bartlett, a veteran with an assured income of disability payments, who was recuperating from a long illness at the Veterans Hospital. They were married in 1959, and, at his wife’s suggestion, Bartlett agreed to go on a long honeymoon to Texas and Florida. By this time insurance investigators became suspicious of Helen’s motives–she had recently insured her husband’s life in excess of $110,000.


Several months later the newlyweds returned to Buffalo, where Bartlett complained of poor health. He explained that his wife had fed him sandwiches instead of the hot meals to which he had been accustomed. By this time police had entered the case. Under heavy questioning Helen Bartlett admitted to murdering her second husband, Babin, by holding his head under water in the bathtub.


 


Battice, Earl Leo, 1903- , U.S. A four-masted schooner named the Kingsway set sail from Perth Amboy, N.J., in 1926, bound for the Gold Coast of Africa where the skipper was to deliver a load of lumber. The Kingsway, a rusting, barnacle-infested hulk, was manned by a sullen, suspicious-looking crew and a captain named Lawry.


The ship dropped anchor in Puerto Rico. Lawry went ashore and recruited 23-year-old Earl Battice who signed on as a cook. Battice insisted on taking his wife Lucia on the long voyage, but Lawry said no, reasoning that one woman among a crew of men would cause trouble. Battice refused to compromise and at length the captain, with trepidation, agreed to hire them both.


What Lawry did not realize was that his cook never intended to bring his wife aboard. It was his mistress Emilia Zamot, a poor Creole girl from the streets of San Juan that he wanted to take with him. The jealous wife got wind of this scheme, however, and drove Zamot from the ship.


The Kingsway slipped out of the harbor of San Juan on Dec. 15. Battice proved to be an excellent cook and his wife a pleasing addition to the crew. But after several weeks, Lucia became enamored with the burly German engineer Waldemar Karl Badke, whom everyone feared. They began conducting an affair, flagrantly, and without regard for the cuckolded cook.


The situation became intolerable for Battice, but there was little he could do. His fellow crewmen held him in low regard, and the captain was powerless to intervene, for Badke was feared and respected, and any attempt to thwart him might end in mutiny. Both captain and cook were effectively emasculated by the time the ship approached Monrovia.


Battice finally took matters into his own hands. On Feb. 4, 1927, he seized a razor and assaulted his wife in the storeroom where she was with Badke. It was a surprising gesture from one as docile and timid as Battice. The other crew members now felt some grudging respect for their cook, who was placed in irons by Captain Lawry. Lucia lingered on for seven days before succumbing to her wounds, but during that time, she confided to the captain that Battice had planned her murder in Puerto Rico. When she finally died, her body was dropped over the side of the ship.


Lawry completed his business in Monrovia and headed back to the U.S. amidst growing fears among the crewmen that Battice had placed a deadly curse over them all. Four men became violently ill from the food prepared by the new cook, an African tribesman named Codgo.


Lawry removed Battice’s leg irons and returned him to the kitchen. The Kingsway reached the coast of the U.S. in August 1927. The year-long voyage, filled with so many perils, had at last ended and Battice was arrested and tried for second-degree murder. He received a ten-year sentence at the Federal Penitentiary in Atlanta.


 


Bayly, William Alfred, 1906-34, N. Zea. Ever since William Bayly’s father sold his farm in Ruawaro, N. Zea., to Samuel Pender Lakey, there had been bad feelings between the two. Then Bayly bought property next to the Lakey dairy farm and moved in. At first their petty disputes involved land boundaries and sheep-grazing rights, but over the years the problems took on more serious overtones. “You won’t see the next season out, Lakey!” Bayly had threatened on one occasion.


The threat was not an idle one. On Oct. 16, 1933, Mrs. Christobel Lakey was found floating face-down in a duck pond. Her husband had disappeared, and Bayly volunteered a possible solution to the police. He said that the couple had been quarreling a lot lately, and that Samuel had probably murdered his wife and then run away. The police were suspicious. They searched William Bayly’s property and uncovered evidence of a body. Bone fragments were scattered piecemeal on the farm. They also found Lakey’s watch and cigarette lighter. Blood in Bayly’s tool shed was clear evidence to investigating police officers of recent foul play.


Despite his denials, Bayly was found Guilty of murder after a month-long trial in Auckland. He was executed at the Mount Eden jail on July 30, 1934, just a few days after his twenty-eighth birthday.


 


Bean, Harold Walter, 1939- , U.S. Describing his scheme to get rid of a wealthy elderly widow, Harold Walter Bean told a cohort, “We’ve added another round to our bag of tricks…Murder.”


Dorothy Polulach, an 81-year-old widow, lived quietly as a recluse in her expensive South West Side Chicago home, which was barricaded with locks and elaborate security systems to protect her costly antiques and jewelry. One afternoon in mid-February 1981, a man in priest’s garb stopped to talk with her as she shoveled snow off her front walk, suggesting that a lady her age should have help, and offering to bring someone to assist her soon. On Feb. 17 the priest returned with a companion. Recognizing the one man, Polulach let them in. Bean, disguised as a priest, began to beat the elderly woman, who fought back. His accomplice, Robert Byron, also called “Spook,” quickly filled his briefcase with jewelry and ransacked the house for other valuables, for the killing was intended to look like a robbery. Bean knocked Polulach down, then handcuffed her and dragged her upstairs, shackling her ankles and breaking her glasses before putting a .38-caliber pistol to her head and shooting her twice. Her body was discovered three days later by Phyllis Mahl and her husband. Mahl called Polulach’s stepdaughter, Ann Polulach Walters, in Fort Lauderdale, Fla., to tell her of her stepmother’s death. Though Walters appeared shocked, actually she had hired Bean to murder Polulach as she would inherit as much as $750,000 and the Polulach home when her father’s second wife died.


Detectives Tom Ptak and Mike Duffin took over the case. Mahl told them that Walters was exhibiting strange behavior, like hiding pastries at the funeral services and finding mysterious messages in the wake register. Then a man named Jimmy Steele was heard to brag in a Cicero tavern about the slaying, saying the victim had been shot twice in the head–information only the killer could know. Ptak and Duffin questioned Steele, learning that he was the stepson of Harold Bean. Steele then confessed that he had rented the priest’s outfit for Bean and had heard him talking to an attorney about Walter’s potential inheritance. Bean, a master of disguise and a criminal since he was sixteen, had once hidden from the FBI for six years. With these leads, the detectives went to visit Walters, now enmeshed in witchcraft rituals to exorcise her murdered stepmother’s spirit, and asked her to look at some mug shots, including one of Bean.


Walters’ response was, “You know the whole thing, don’t you?” She and her husband, Wayne Walters, confessed and were charged with murder and conspiracy on Apr. 5, 1981. Bean was arrested in a remote area of the Palos Hills Forest Preserve on Apr. 25, and Byron soon after, charged with helping Bean break into the Polulach home. Robert Danny Egan, who drove the getaway car, testified against Byron and Bean and received a seven-year prison term for his part in the crime. In October 1981 Bean and Byron were convicted of murder and sentenced by Judge James M. Bailey to die in the electric chair. Walters pleaded guilty to plotting the murder and was sentenced to 25 years in prison. Wayne Walters received a seven-year prison sentence for conspiracy.


 


Beard, Arthur, prom. 1919, Brit. A notable criminal trial involved night watchman Arthur Beard, who raped and strangled 13-year-old Ivy Lydia Wood on July 25, 1919, in Hyde, Cheshire.


On Oct. 6, 1919, Justice Clement Meagher Bailhache sentenced Beard to death. An appeal was immediately filed, and the verdict in the first trial was overturned on the grounds that Beard was incapable of forming the intention to murder because of his severe state of drunkenness at the time of the assault. “Malice aforethought” was therefore absent, and the court ordered the charge reduced to manslaughter.


The Crown was displeased with the verdict, and Lord Hewart and Sir Charles Matthews brought the matter before the House of Lords. Lord Frederick Edwin Birkenhead, Lord Haldane, and Lord Reading reversed the judgment on Mar. 5, 1920. The judges argued that Beard had not been too drunk to rape the child. Lord Birkenhead re-established the original charge of murder but ruled that Beard could not be executed. The prisoner began serving a life sentence.


 


Beattie, Henry Clay, 1884-1911, U.S. In 1911, the city of Richmond, Va., was rocked with news of a bloody slaying five miles outside the city. Henry Clay Beattie, on the night of July 18, arrived at the home of Thomas E. Owen, which was off the Midlothian turnpike. Breathlessly, he pointed to his open auto. The Owens moved cautiously to the car. In the back seat they saw Mrs. Louise Beattie. The top of her head had been blown off.


Beattie told police that he and his wife had been stopped by a tall highwayman who waved a gun in their faces. The bearded man had shouted at them: “You had better run over me… You have got all the road!” or, at least, that’s what Beattie claimed the man said. Beattie tried to drive around the tall highwayman, he said, but the man raised his weapon and fired just as the car passed him. Mrs. Beattie was killed instantly by the blast and the killer fled, howling through the nearby woods. Or had he been laughing? Beattie could not remember, he told police. The gun? Beattie remembered stopping the car, running after the man, and wresting the weapon from him before the murderer escaped. He could not recall where he had thrown the gun.


Mrs. Beattie was buried before the coroner’s jury could make up its mind about her demise. That was decided by Detective L.L. Scherer, who found the murder weapon alongside the C&O Railroad tracks. Tracing its sale, Scherer discovered that a Paul Beattie had purchased the gun for H.C. Beattie. The husband was quickly arrested and tried for the murder of his wife.


Beattie emphatically denied his guilt, although a staggering case had been built against him. Even after he was sentenced to die in the electric chair, the convicted man refused to admit to the slaying. The 27-year-old was led into the death room on Nov. 24, 1911, still mumbling about the tall, bewhiskered highwayman who had murdered his wife. (It was eventually learned that Beattie had been a student of the Old West and that he had described a photo of Jesse James which was kept in his album of gunslingers.)


Not until he was executed was the truth learned from Beattie himself. His religious advisors, the reverends J.J. Fix and Benjamin Dennis, provided newsmen with Beattie’s handwritten confession which they had witnessed the day before his electrocution. It read:


“I, Henry Clay Beattie, Jr., desirous of standing right before God and man, do on this, the 23rd day of November, 1911, confess my guilt of the crime charged against me. Much that was published concerning the details was not true, but the awful fact, without the harrowing circumstances, remains. For this action I am truly sorry, and believing that I am at peace with God and am soon to pass into His presence, this statement is made.”


 


Beck, Martha Julie (or Jule), 1921-51, and Fernandez, Raymond Martinez (AKA: Charles Martin), 1914-51, (AKA: The Lonely Hearts Killers), U.S. Fernandez, born in Hawaii of Spanish parents, was an adventurous youth who reportedly served with British Intelligence during WWII, winning commendations. He was wounded in the head in 1945, an injury that altered his personality from sanguine to phlegmatic, according to one report, and sent him on a criminal career in which he bilked well-to-do widows out of their savings after proposing marriage. He was tall and thin, covering his almost-bald head with a cheap black wig. But the love-desperate women who fell for his pedestrian pitch of woo, thought of him as an irresistible Latin lover. In the words of one newsman: “He was a rather seedy Charles Boyer.” Fernandez found his victims in the then-popular lonely hearts clubs or through the lonely hearts columns of newspapers. He even married several women, having one family in Spain, another in the U.S., and according to some reports others still in Mexico and Canada.


One of the lovelorn ads Fernandez answered turned out to have been placed by Mrs. Martha Beck, a registered nurse who ran a home for crippled children in Pensacola, Fla. When the sleazy Lothario arrived on Mrs. Beck’s front door in 1947, he was taken aback by the obese woman standing before him. She welcomed him with open arms and Fernandez the con man, for some inexplicable reason, fell in love with the unattractive Martha. Mrs. Beck, who had been divorced since 1944, lavished attention on Fernandez who confessed his swindling ways to her. To his surprise, she not only approved of his crooked pursuits but asked to be part of his widow-bilking schemes. The couple traveled northward, stopping in cities along the way to answer lonely hearts advertisements and mulct the lovesick widows.


[image: Lonely hearts killers Martha Beck and Raymond Fernandez joke with guard.]


Their usual procedure was for Fernandez to woo and win the lovelorn lady and, during the course of a brief courtship, introduce Beck as his sister. Then, following the wedding, Beck would move in with the newlyweds, and the looting of savings and jewelry quickly ensued. Most of the women, more than 100 of them, were in their late fifties or sixties, but Beck could not bear to be in the same house with Fernandez and a new wife, knowing he was making love to another woman. Her jealousy grew whenever the victim was young and attractive, such was the case with Mrs. Delphine Dowling of Grand Rapids, Mich. Mrs. Dowling, twenty-eight, had a 2-year-old daughter, Rainelle, and was apprehensive of Fernandez, allowing him and his “sister” to move into her home but delaying the nuptials with her newly found Latin lover until she was convinced her spouse-to-be was sincere. Beck found it impossible to sleep in the next room while her own man was on the other side of the wall with a younger, more attractive woman. They would not wait for the wedding ceremonies, Beck told the docile Fernandez. Mrs. Dowling and her daughter had to go. Both disappeared in January 1949.


Neighbors, noticing the absence of Mrs. Dowling and her daughter, called police and when officers arrived at the Dowling residence, Beck and Fernandez calmly invited them inside, telling them they had no idea where Mrs. Dowling and her child had gone. Police thought the pair looked suspicious and insisted that the home be searched. Beck shrugged and Fernandez waved them into the parlor. Investigators found a fresh patch of cement on the floor of the basement. “It’s the size of a grave,” said one officer and they soon unearthed the bodies of mother and child. The Lonely Hearts Killers, as Beck and Fernandez were quickly dubbed by the press, collapsed immediately, freely admitting the murders and then bragging that there were as many as seventeen other victims they had killed. Beck, glorying in her publicity, explained that she dosed Mrs. Dowling with sleeping pills, but the young woman was strong enough to resist the drugs and Fernandez shot her in the head. They originally did not plan to murder the little girl. When she cried for her mother, Martha Beck said, as if displaying her humanity, they bought her a dog. But the child continued to whine so Martha dragged her into the bathroom, filled the tub, and held the girl beneath the water until she drowned.


Fernandez and Beck, of course, were well aware of the fact that the state of Michigan had no death penalty and undoubtedly reasoned that they would be imprisoned and later be paroled, in spite of their heinous crimes. (This was the same tactic earlier employed by Fred R. “Killer” Burke, one of the machine gunners at the 1929 St. Valentine’s Day Massacre.) With that comforting thought in mind, the pair bragged about their other murders. “I’m no average killer,” Fernandez boasted. “I only got five hundred off the Dowling woman,” he said disappointedly, “but take Mrs. Jane Thompson, I took six thousand off of her.” He explained how he married Thompson and took her to Spain where he murdered her, poisoning her with digitalis. He then returned to the U.S. to explain that he and his poor wife had been in a train wreck and she had been killed. The Thompson family did not bother to check if there had been such a wreck; they merely took his word for it. Fernandez was so convincing a liar that he moved in with Thompson’s mother, Mrs. Wilson, wooed and bilked her and then murdered her, too.


Throughout the long confession, Beck was at Fernandez’ side, chuckling perversely as he droned his litany of murder. She found it all too amusing but was solicitous of her lover. When he began to sweat, he removed his cheap wig. Beck reached over to pat his bald pate dry with her handkerchief, thickly scented with cheap perfume. Then she urged him to continue, as if she were a child begging for a tale to be completed. Fernandez recalled a Mrs. Myrtle Young. He took her to Chicago in 1948 on their honeymoon. He laughed and said: “Poor woman, she died of over-exertion.” Beck could no longer allow Fernandez to hog the limelight. She blurted out her own confessions rapidly, her heavy jowels jiggling as she rattled off murder after murder. One she vividly recalled–there were so many that taxed her memory–involved Mrs. Janet Fay of Manhattan. She and Fernandez had already taken the 66-year-old woman’s last cent, but she was murdered anyway, only because Beck’s jealousy exploded when the old woman cried out for Fernandez as the couple was leaving Fay’s apartment.


Beck was incensed at Fay’s display of affection for her man, and she grabbed a hammer and smashed it down on Fay’s head, crushing her skull. Then Beck said in her best child’s voice: “I turned to Raymond and said, ‘look what I’ve done,’ and then he strangled her with a scarf.” Beck explained that although she had already murdered Fay, Fernandez, out of his deep love for Martha, insisted on taking part in the killing by strangling the lifeless corpse. Both killers were amazed when the state of Michigan abruptly allowed them to be extradited to New York to stand trial for their self-admitted slaying of Mrs. Fay–New York still had the death penalty. Both defendants were tried before Judge Ferdinand Pecora, pleading not guilty by reason of insanity. Psychiatrists examining both of them reported them sane and the trial went ahead. On one occasion, when Beck was being brought into court, she broke away from her female guards and lifted the startled Fernandez out of his chair, kissing him on the mouth and neck and cheeks. She had to be pried loose, screaming: “I love him! I do love him and I always will!”


A jury quickly convicted the pair and Judge Pecora sentenced them to death, their execution to be held on Aug. 22, 1949, at Sing Sing. While awaiting the electric chair, the couple exhanged love letters, sent between the male and female cellblocks. When Beck heard that Fernandez was regaling his fellow prisoners in death row with her eccentric behavior, she exploded, sending him the following message:




You are a double-crossing, two-timing skunk. I learn now that you have been doing quite a bit of talking to everyone. It’s nice to learn what a terrible, murderous person I am, while you are such a misunderstood, white-haired boy, caught in the clutches of a female vampire. It is also nice to know that all the love letters you wrote ‘from the heart’ were written with a hand shaking with laughter at me for being such a gullible fool as to believe them. Don’t waste your time or energy trying to hide from view in church from now on, for I won’t even look your way–the halo over your righteous head might blind me. May God have mercy on your soul.





M.J. Beck


Through appeals filed by their lawyers, Beck and Fernandez managed to postpone their date with the electric chair until Mar. 8, 1951. Fernandez ordered a large meal but, with his death only a few hours away, he could not eat it. He did smoke a long Havana cigar down to a small stub. Then he handed a note to one of the guards, saying that these words would be his last utterances on earth. The note, later widely published, read:




People want to know whether I still love Martha. But of course I do. I want to shout it out. I love Martha. What do the public know about love?





Martha Beck, who was tired of being portrayed as a flabby, fat woman, told a female guard that she would show the world what kind of woman she was; she would resist ordering a feast for her last meal. That said, she ordered fried chicken and fried potatoes and a salad–a double order of each. She announced that she still loved Raymond Fernandez. There existed at Sing Sing a tradition that when two persons were to be executed, the weakest was to be sent to the chair first. This was Fernandez. He was half-carried to the electric chair by several guards and was in a state of nervous collapse when the switch was thrown. Martha Beck followed, walking on her own, confident, smiling as she almost threw her great bulk into the chair.


 


Becker, Charles, 1870-1915, U.S. The image of the crooked cop without conscience, compassion, or remorse for his ruthless acts was devastatingly summed up in the character of Charles Becker, a lieutenant of the New York Police Department. Becker made a fortune by protecting New York City gamblers until he decided one of these sharpers should be killed, and he ordered the murder of Herman Rosenthal. This blatant slaying by hired killers under Becker’s command eventually led Becker to the electric chair, but long before that, a decade before, Becker ruled the gambling empire of New York City. His word was law–to break his law was to face unendurable punishment, ruination, and early death. Becker, the corrupt cop, came into being not at his source environment, but in the heart of New York City, or, to be exact, in its Tenderloin, the most exciting, dramatic and vice-ridden area of America at the time. This land of payoff and kickback was far from the green, comfortable hills where Charles Becker was born on July 26, 1870. The sixth child of ten, Becker was born in Callicoon Center, N.Y., a hamlet in the foothills of the Catskills in Sullivan County. He was a large boy and did not shirk fights. At home he was truculent and slow to obey his parents. At school he was even slower to complete assignments. Yet his honesty was never questioned and he excelled in athletics and manual labor. By the time he was eighteen, he had developed a tall, powerful body with broad shoulders, massive arms, and enormous hands that, when doubled into fists, were like the flat sides of two stonemason hammers.


At this time Becker bid farewell to his family and rural life, and traveled to New York City to see a German baker who was a friend of his father’s. The baker gave him a job and a room above the bakery, which was in the German section of the city in the old Seventh Ward. To the south was the Bowery and to the north was the wealth of Manhattan which beckoned like a beacon fire to the ambitious Becker. After a brief affair with the baker’s daughter, which found Becker confronting the baker and being ordered from his establishment, the youth, then nineteen, went to work as a waiter at The Atlantic Gardens, a sprawling beer garden which had once been the pride of the German community, where free music and excellent nickel beer was offered to a generally middle-class patronage. With the ending of the Civil War, this great spa had declined so that by 1889, when Becker went to work there, the place was populated at night by gamblers, thugs from the Bowery, and prostitutes plying their trade. The well-built, no-nonsense Becker found himself knocking the heads of thugs who created disturbances. He soon built a reputation as a man who could best almost any plug-ugly with a mind to starting trouble.


The job of bouncer was offered to Becker, and the 21-year-old accepted, working in another beer garden. Here he became known as a brutal overseer no thug would think to anger. Even the most fierce of the early day New York gangsters such as Edward “Monk” Eastman gave Becker a wide berth. Eastman not only grew to respect the quick-fisted Becker but he befriended him, taking him to his political sponsor, Timothy “Big Tim” Sullivan, the powerful head of Tammany for the entire East Side of Manhattan. Sullivan used Eastman and his fearsome gang as strikebreakers and political strong-arm thugs who made sure that every election was a Tammany triumph. Tammany also dictated the politics for the entire city at that time and Sullivan lived like a czar, making appointments to political and police posts at will and whim. Sullivan sized up Becker as someone above the status of an ordinary thug, a young man with intelligence and street sawy–one who not only would be loyal to Tammany but to Sullivan himself. The police force, Sullivan concluded, was the right spot for Charles Becker. In 1893 Becker paid a $250 fee to Tammany for his appointment to the police force. This was customary and was publicly known and excused, at least by the political sachems who ran things, as a way of assuring the fact that men known to the organization, who were screened as good candidates by Tammany and were not strangers with criminal records, were thus brought onto the force. The screening process cost Tammany money and the applicant was merely paying back the organization’s investment. Such money was no small investment. At the time, $250 was one-third the yearly pay of an average cop on the NYPD. The force at that time had more than 5,000 men on the streets, all of them white and most of them, like Becker, Catholic.


The type of police officer the NYPD then hired and kept on the force was not very much different than the type of thug who worked for Monk Eastman, except that they wore uniforms and never openly committed theft. Patrolmen were burly, big men who used their long nightsticks to club anyone who got in their way, either innocent citizen or hooligan. Even to ask a question of the beat cop in those days was to risk being poked in the chest with his stick and hustled down the street for bothering an officer of the law. The man who established and maintained this hardboiled attitude was Inspector Alexander “Clubber” Williams, who was infamous for his brutality and ruthless manner. It was the grafting Williams who gave the wide-open vice district its name. He had been serving in a West Side precinct in the 1870s and when he was transferred to the choice area, he remarked to a newsman: “I’ve been living on chuck steak for a long time. Now I’m gonna get me some of the tenderloin.” Williams supervised an area that stretched approximately between Twenty-third and Forty-fourth streets and between Third and Seventh avenues, this being the old Twenty-ninth Precinct. Here could be found the best hotels, the finest theaters and restaurants, as well as hundreds of posh gambling dens, bordellos, and vice dens of all sorts, a plum for grafting policemen such as Williams.


During the Lexow Committee Hearings, which began just about the time Becker joined the force, Inspector Williams was the focal point of the investigation into police graft. Prosecuting counsel John Goff, who, ironically, was to preside over Becker’s own first murder trial almost twenty years later, revealed that Williams had more than $250,000 in the bank, owned a mansion and a yacht, and lived like a king. Williams boldly admitted that he took what he liked in the district he controlled and he was later dismissed from the force, though never prosecuted. His was the enduring image that etched itself into the mind of the ever ambitious Charles Becker. He, too, would someday preside over the Tenderloin and make his own fortune, this he vowed. Long before that time, however, Becker found himself in continuous trouble, so much trouble that he gleaned more press coverage in that day than any other common cop on the force. At first Becker was assigned to the Fulton Street area and later, due to the strings of his mentor, Inspector Williams, moved to the Tenderloin. It was here that he ran headlong into the famous writer, Stephen Crane, who had seen him years earlier on a dark street pounding the face of a helpless prostitute who had failed to pay him off that night.


Crane had established himself as one of America’s finest authors the previous year, in 1895, with the publication of The Red Badge of Courage, and was the toast of New York at the age of twenty-four. He disdained the literary parties and salons, preferring the company of Bowery lowlifes, bums, and apprentice hoodlums and their women, mostly prostitutes. He had long taken the view that the beat cop in New York was nothing more than a thug in uniform and had been writing a series of articles exposing their grafting, brutal ways, communicating with the new police commissioner, Theodore Roosevelt. On the night of Sept. 15, 1896, Crane found himself at the Broadway Gardens, assigned by the editors of the New York Journal to write about the underworld types who crowded the tables there. With him were two streetwalkers of his acquaintance and they were joined by another whore named Dora Clark. At 3 a.m., Crane put one of the girls on a streetcar, and when he returned to the sidewalk, he found the large, lumbering Becker arresting his other two friends for soliciting. Crane stepped forth and said one woman was his wife. Becker, who was later described by Crane as “picturesque as a wolf,” then reached out and grabbed the other girl, Dora Clark, arresting only her on charges of prostitution. As he dragged the girl off, Crane protested and Becker smirked, snarling: “You ain’t married to both of ’em, are you?”


Rushing to the Tenderloin station house, Crane obtained Becker’s name and badge number, then told newsmen that “whatever her character (that of Dora Clark), the arrest was an outrage. The policeman flatly lied!” Crane appeared as a witness for Clark later in court, where Becker insisted that he had seen the woman solicit two men within five minutes. Crane told the presiding magistrate that this was a boldfaced lie, that he had been with the woman for several hours and nothing of the kind happened. Dora Clark then testified that she had been persecuted for several months by Becker and other policemen in the area because she had resisted the advances of a cop named Rosenberg. This officer had solicited sex from Dora and she, thinking he was black because of his swarthy complexion, had replied: “How dare you speak to a decent white woman!” Calling the officer black when he was not was thought by fellow officers to be the worst insult their ranks could receive and Dora Clark had been marked for vengeance.


After listening to the statements, the magistrate, who had recently received a favorable profile by Crane, shocked Becker and dozens of other officers who had lent him support by siding with Crane and accepting his version of the events. Dora Clark was released. Becker had received his first minor setback, but this incident was nothing compared to his next ill-fated news notice. Becker was working the graveyard shift on Sept. 20, 1896, with another officer named Carey when, close to dawn, the two patrolmen saw three men flee from a tobacco shop carrying sacks of loot. They gave chase, shouting for the burglars to halt. Though heavyset, Becker was fast on his feet and he caught up with one of the burglars, bringing him down with one blow from his nightstick. A second burglar outdistanced the pair. Then one of the officers, it was never determined who, shot the third from some distance. This escapade was played up in the press and Becker was hailed as a hero. The dead man, Becker insisted, was a notorious second-story man named John O’Brien. There was talk of giving Becker a commendation and an important promotion until, three days later, the relatives of the slain man identified him as 19-year-old John Fay, a plumber’s assistant. Fay had accidentally stepped in the line of fire which both Becker and Carey knew, Fay’s family claimed, but they assumed no one would inquire about a dead young man they were passing off as a notorious thief. John Fay’s reputation had been tarnished, his relatives said, so that a pair of “gun-happy killers” could make the police force look good in the press. Becker and Carey were suspended for a month and were privately warned by their superiors to make sure of their targets in the future.


By the time Becker returned to his post in the Tenderloin, he was surprised to see Commissioner Roosevelt come into the precinct station to review the men there. He singled out Becker, shook his hand, and commended him for his considerable bravery in taking on thieves face to face but then he turned and told the entire group that they should all be more careful in their treatment of “unfortunate women,” that even these fallen angels had the same rights as law-abiding citizens. In this way, without singling Becker out, Theodore Roosevelt had subtly upbraided him, warned him. But Becker was not a man of subtleties. He proved that when he sought out Dora Clark in October 1896 and beat her until he blackened both her eyes and broke her nose. He was stopped by fellow officers from choking her to death. He left her on the sidewalk, warning her that she would “wind up in the river” if she ever again accused a New York cop of anything. But Dora Clark was stubborn and brought charges against Becker. A police hearing was held, the longest on record up to that time, and Becker got off with a casual reprimand.
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It appeared to Becker that his political influence through Big Tim Sullivan was not only intact but would protect him against any pesky citizen daring to challenge his authority. On one occasion Becker arrested a society woman whom he accused of soliciting. She turned out to be perfectly innocent, having said goodbye to one of her lawyers on the street after a meeting in his office. Becker, confronted with the testimony of the lawyer, gave the man his usual sneer, refusing to back down and stating: “I know a whore when I see one!” He was reprimanded and sent back to the street where, a short time later, he arrested another woman who approached him and asked directions to the subway. He mumbled something to her she did not understand and she questioned him again. Annoyed, Becker grabbed the poor woman and ran her into the station house, booking her as a common drunk. She turned out to be the wife of a New Jersey manufacturer. This incident caused Becker’s superiors to slavishly apologize to both the woman and her influential husband, and even Becker’s political sponsor, Big Tim Sullivan, had to step in and persuade the couple not to sue. Sullivan had a quiet talk with his protégé, telling him that he had to be more cautious in the future when arresting women. He had plans for Becker, Sullivan told him, big plans, so it was important that he maintain an unblemished record.


Some time later, however, the easy-to-anger Becker, while on a raid against a gambling house, was shoved by a gambler who boasted of his political influence. Becker, who was alone in the room with the man at the time, pulled a pistol and shot the gambler dead, later claiming that the man puled a gun. No witnesses were present to contradict him but Becker’s superiors again had a quiet talk with him, warning him severely to keep his hand off his gun unless it was absolutely necessary to use it. To make sure that he got the point, Becker was suspended for a month. The hamhock-fisted officer took this time to marry Vivian Atteridge. He had been married briefly in 1905 to a pretty young girl named Mary Mahoney, but she had died nine months later of tuberculosis. The marriage to Atteridge would last until 1905 when Becker would divorce her. Vivian would remarry in 1907, wedding Becker’s brother John who was also a member of the NYPD.


In 1901, Becker came under the direct command of Captain Max Schmittberger, the very man who had exposed the corrupt practices of Inspector Alexander Williams. Though Clubber Williams was no longer on the force, he acted as an adviser to Becker, who had long ago embraced the Clubber’s philosophy of brute force. Becker, by then a roundsman (one status above patrolman, similar to the rank of corporal), was known by Schmittberger to be a Williams partisan and, as such, was treated coldly and suspiciously by his superior. Schmittberger was thought of as a squealer and a turncoat who had exposed his own people to the Lexow Committee and, as such, many high-rankers on the force wanted to see this man disgraced and deposed. It was with this in mind that Commissioner Bingham and later Commissioner Rhinelander Waldo, who had been told by angry police officials that Schmittberger was corrupt, secretly ordered Becker to dig up evidence that would expose Schmittberger. The police captain knew this, of course, and moved to get rid of Becker by having him transferred to another precinct. After meeting with Williams, Becker filed malfeasance charges against Schmittberger. The enraged captain filed countercharges, but all of these charges were dropped after Commissioner Bingham brought the aggrieved parties together and told them to forget their differences for the sake of the department.


For some time, little was heard of Charles Becker. He must have concluded that the ways of Clubber Williams could do little to advance his career and he maintained a low profile for several years, keeping his record clean. Then, in 1904, Becker suddenly received the department’s highest award for heroism which put his name back into the headlines. He had seen a young man in the Hudson River struggling to stay afloat. Fully clothed and without a moment’s hesitation, Becker jumped into the river and pulled the man to safety. He turned out to be an unemployed clerk named James Butler who blubbered his thanks to a grinning Becker before newsmen who had conveniently been called to the scene. Butler praised Becker to the newsmen as one of the bravest fellows he had ever seen, explaining that a plank he was walking on gave way and he fell into the River near 10th Street. But it was only a week later when Butler called up the same newsmen and complained that Becker had reneged on his promise. What promise was that, he was asked. Becker, Butler explained, had offered him $15 to jump into the Hudson so that he could jump in after him and appear to be the great hero. But Becker had never paid him the $15 and now Butler was angry at having ruined his only suit for nothing. Becker denied the whole story, laughing at the idea, which he called preposterous. By then he had his medal and a promotion to sergeant.


A short time later, through his Tammany contacts, Becker was promoted to lieutenant and he began to make his moves against the posh gambling and vice dens of the Tenderloin. One story has it that about 1907, Becker made the rounds of all the big time gambling dens and demanded $15 payment a week for himself even though the gamblers explained that they had already paid their “protection” money. After collecting $150, Becker was called into Schmittberger’s office and the captain told him to put the money down on his desk, explaining that he knew exactly how much he had collected. Becker tossed the money on the desk and Schmittberger handed him back $15, telling him that that amount was his end, ten per cent, and from that day forward he would be Schmittberger’s personal bagman and receive ten percent of everything he collected. Becker the bagman went to work with a vengeance, becoming rich in the course of the next few years. But in 1911, Police Commissioner Waldo decided to crack down on the Tenderloin gamblers after being goaded by scores of enraged reformers objecting to the blatant vice district. Waldo believed that Schmittberger was the core of the rotten apple in the Tenderloin. Years earlier he had, as a Deputy Police Commissioner, met with Becker secretly, ordering him to get evidence against Schmittberger, not knowing, of course, that Becker was Schmittberger’s bagman and heir apparent to wholesale graft in the precinct. Becker, quite naturally, agreed to the secret investigation, sitting as he was in the catbird’s seat, able to provide snippets of information on his captain without ever giving Waldo enough evidence to bring about Schmittberger’s removal.


At the same time Becker made himself look good to downtown superiors by appearing to energetically attack the gambling and vice dens by conducting incessant raids against these places. Yet he went on making enormous illicit profits from the gamblers he was protecting, satisfying both Waldo and his protection-paying gambling dens. In 1911 Becker organized and led 203 raids into the Tenderloin where he and his men made 898 arrests which resulted in 103 convictions, a staggering record that outwardly made Becker look like a law enforcement crusader. But what the record also showed, if one dug deeper, were sentences that amounted to next to nothing. Most of the convictions ended in suspended sentences or small fines seldom exceeding $50. Waldo blamed the court system and corrupt judges for such leniency, and to some extent he was correct, since many judges were then, as before and after this golden age of kickbacks and payoffs, on the take. Becker, however, was the man who manipulated these judicial decisions. He simply ordered his men, when appearing in court, to have loss of memory as to the particulars of the raids they conducted. They conveniently misplaced or lost vital evidence that would have assured strong sentences. Faced with this type of shallow prosecution, judges were compelled to issue light sentences. The whole system worked both ways for Charles Becker.


By late 1910 Becker operated autonomously as the head of the gambling squad or, because of the violent manner in which the squad often tore apart gambling dens (those who had been slow to make payoffs), the group known as “the strong-arm squad.” His word was law in the Tenderloin by then and he paid nothing to Schmittberger who had been neutralized and later ousted by Big Tim Sullivan. Becker, after minor payoffs to his own officers, split his payoff take only with Big Tim and this further enriched his own coffers by tens of thousands of dollars. To keep the gamblers and vice lords in line, Becker, through Big Tim, employed the worst gang of thugs in New York to perform beatings and even murder, chores too messy for his own corrupt policemen. Monk Eastman had been sent to prison by then, abandoned by Tammany as uncontrollable and had been replaced by Jacob “Big Jack” Zelig (whose real name was William Alberts), a towering, fierce thug who had been Eastman’s right-hand man, a gangster with much more cunning than Eastman, one who knew how to keep his organization in line. Zelig and his host of killers worked directly under Becker’s orders, going on his payroll but being directed in their nefarious activities by gamblers who took their orders from Becker.


If any of these gangsters ever disobeyed Becker’s dictates, he merely had them arrested for violating the Sullivan Law, a law ironically put on the books by none other than Big Tim when, in 1909, he decided to return to the state senate. A disloyal or disobedient gangster would be dragged into court and charged by Becker’s minions with carrying concealed firearms, thus violating the Sullivan Law. This carried with it a mandatory eight-year sentence. Of course, when this law went into record, the gangsters never carried firearms unless on the job. Becker got around this by simply having his men provide “throw-away” guns or spare pistols and automatics which were supplied by police officers in quickly convicting a gangster who did not cooperate with the system. Herbert Bayard Swope, later the chief journalist covering the Becker-Rosenthal murder, would later write that “Becker was the System. Like Caesar all things were rendered unto Becker in the underworld. Like Briareus he had a hundred arms…and more power in the Department than the Commissioner.”


But Becker was not without competition. A number of other lieutenants under his command lusted for his power position and they would do just about anything to come into the good graces of Big Tim Sullivan, the Tammany sachem and real czar of influence and power in New York. Big Tim was many times a millionaire with villas, mansions, yachts, and endless sources of cash; he had been on the take since Boss Croker abandoned his leadership at Tammany in 1901, retiring to the French Riviera with his own millions hustled from the city. Yet Big Tim had no ambitions to retire. He had to have more and more and knew that the Alexandrian philosophy of dividing and controlling his henchmen, Becker included, was the key to the flowing cornucopia of graft. Becker knew this also, that Big Tim would quickly replace him at any time if convenient. So Becker shrewdly began to cultivate certain members of the press as early as 1910, giving crime reporters inside tips on raids and making sure that he and only he received glorification in print. He even went so far as to hire Charles Plitt as his press agent, making sure that the newspapers were informed of his daily activities, or those that made him look like a police hero to the public. Thus for two years leading up to the Rosenthal killing, he overshadowed almost every policeman in the department, except for the commissioner. This caused Becker to undoubtedly become the most disliked member of the department but he was also the most dangerous. As such, no officer dared to openly criticize or confront him. The specter of Big Tim cast a shadow across every precinct.


Becker’s alliances with the press would later backfire on him, although he reaped numerous benefits for a short time from his liaisons with crime beat reporters. In late 1911 a reporter warned Becker that there was a conspiracy within the department to have him framed as a bagman, and Becker, fearing this report was real, went straight to Commissioner Waldo, asking that he be assigned to another position other than heading the “strong-arm” squad. Perhaps by then he had amassed what he considered to be the fortune that would take him comfortably through retirement. Perhaps his meeting with Waldo was nothing more than a fishing expedition. Waldo assured him that he was not being investigated, that he was doing an excellent job, and that he should keep up the good work. Becker went back to being the czar of the Tenderloin. But there was some truth to the reporter’s tip. Waldo had been receiving letters from an informant using an alias. One of these letters, received in March 1912, stated: “I would like to have you investigate quietly Lieutenant Becker. He is now collecting more money than Devery (Big Bill Devery, New York’s thoroughly corrupt chief of police during the 1890s), and it is well-known to everyone at Police Headquarters. Please do this and you will be surprised at the result.”


This letter, incredibly, was sent by Waldo straight to Becker. It was the commissioner’s policy, as sort of a naive procedure of fair play, to send such blind accusations to the officers being accused so that they could respond directly. In reality, the officer accused of misconduct was expected to investigate himself and dutifully report on his own wrongdoings. Of course, such officers never found credence in any of these accusations, all of them to the last letter being the work of cranks and malcontents. Becker shrewdly went one step further and returned this letter to Waldo, saying prudently that he was not in a position to react to such a document and that perhaps it would be better if the commissioner were to send this letter on to another person in the department. He knew that such a straightforward response would all the more readily confirm in Waldo’s mind that he, Charles Becker, was beyond reproach and nothing more would come of the accusation, which is exactly what happened. Waldo’s decision to simply file this and other letters concerning Becker’s wholesale graft as crank mail later caused him much embarrassment.


Becker, unlike the high-living Sullivan and former police bigwigs who had taken payoffs with both hands for years, kept a low profile outside of his police duties. He was a conservative and cautious crook, secreting his illegal loot in so many banks that most of his fortune was never fully tracked down, even years after he was executed. He continued to live in a modest apartment at 159th and Edgecomb Avenue with his third wife, Helen, whom he had married in 1905 after his divorce from Vivian Atteridge. Helen was a schoolteacher, born in 1874 and a dedicated educator who went on teaching slow high school learners at P.S. 90 for $1,820 a year, even in 1912 when her husband had amassed a reported $1 to $2 million. As a couple, they enjoyed simple pleasures such as horseback riding and gardening. They planned to build a modest house in the near future. Helen would later defend her husband with a fierce loyalty that saw her pleading for his life right up to the last second, abandoning her pride to prostrate herself before Governor Whiteman, the very man who had convicted her husband. No matter what evidence was later put before her, Helen Becker refused to believe that her husband, whom she called Charlie-Lover (he called her My Queen), ever committed a single illegal act. Charles Becker was an honest man, Helen insisted, a simple man from a large family; she never tired of saying how she, like her husband, came from a family with ten children.


The one indulgence practiced by Becker was taking his grateful wife to the best restaurants in town. They dined with political dynamos and business tycoons who curried Becker’s favor. They feasted upon sumptuous meals at Rector’s, Sharkey’s, Sherry’s, Luchow’s, and never picked up a check. When going to dinner or an occasional show, the Beckers rode in chauffeur-driven limousines owned by such people as millionaire broker Henry Sternberger. Although Helen Becker did not know them by profession, scores of other men would table-hop to sit with the Beckers and whisper in her husband’s ear before then moving off, men glittering with diamonds and full of conspiracy. These were the top Tenderloin gamblers, not the least of whom were young sharpers who had come under the protective arms of Big Tim Sullivan, chiefly Arnold Rothstein and Herman “Beansie” Rosenthal. Sullivan had mentioned these two gamblers by name to Becker, telling him that he felt “paternal” toward both these two young Jewish sharpers and would like to see their careers blossom.


It was not surprising therefore that Becker went out of his way to befriend the more social of the pair, Rosenthal, when meeting him at an Elks’ Club Ball on New Year’s Eve 1911. At the time, Becker sent Helen home and stayed to get drunk with the pudgy young gambler, or pretended to be drunk, displaying an inordinate amount of affection toward a man he had just met, throwing his bear-like arms around Rosenthal, kissing him on the cheeks several times and then lumbering onto a table and shouting to all his cronies: “Boys, Herman Rosenthal is my best friend and anything he wants, he gets!” He got down and hugged the gambler once more. “Anything in the world for you, Herman. I’ll get up at three o’clock in the morning to do you a favor! You can have anything I’ve got!” Becker then called three of his top officers over and told them: “This is my best pal and you do anything he wants you to do.” Becker continued to cultivate this strange new friendship by meeting with Rosenthal at the Lafayette Turkish baths, at the Elks Club, and various restaurants. In the Turkish baths the hulking Becker would sit, towel-wrapped, next to the chubby, flabby Rosenthal and pump him subtly about the strength of Big Tim’s support. Rosenthal told him that Big Tim had authorized a new, posh club, which Rosenthal intended to call The Hester Club, that would be opened shortly. Becker not only promised him protection for this club but went on to tell the gambler that he was “getting hold of a lot of money” through the easy efforts of his strong-arm squad, and that he might be interested in investing in The Hesper Club. Of course, Becker was making a bid to short-cut Big Tim’s own investment in the club so that he would be on an equal footing with Sullivan on the interest level of many clubs. Becker’s ambition was still white-hot and he undoubtedly was thinking of somehow supplanting Big Tim as he had Schmittberger.


Thanks to Providence, Becker did exactly that. In the spring of 1912, Big Tim’s dissolute lifestyle caught up with him. He was seized by paresis of the brain, generally caused by long-standing syphilis, and became bedridden, half-conscious most of the time. He was no longer an effective force in New York’s system of graft. Becker, without waiting for approval from Tammany, took over Sullivan’s role as soon as he heard his political mentor had fallen ill. Becker immediately leveled an enormous duty on all gambling dens and bordellos, sending his men around to obtain the weekly increase. Some of Becker’s police goons arrived at the newly opened Hesper Club where the strong-arm cops were told: “No payoffs here. This is Big Tim’s house.” True, Sullivan had fronted a good deal of the money Rosenthal had used to establish this lavish gambling den in a three-story brownstone at 104 West 45th Street, just off Sixth Avenue. The place sported thick carpets and heavy, dark drapes, massive furniture, which was the vogue of the era, and the latest gambling wheels, tables, and devices. But, ironically, Becker himself had also invested in the club, giving Rosenthal $1,500 for twenty percent of the profits, and holding a mortgage on all the furniture as well for his small investment. It was his thinking that, despite the profits Rosenthal paid him, he could still enjoy an additional $500-a-week payoff from The Hesper. Rosenthal, however, balked at this double payoff and refused to give Becker’s boys a cent.


When Becker heard of this refusal, he met with Big Jack Zelig and ordered the thugmaster to see Rosenthal personally. Zelig went to Rosenthal and told him: “You better pay. Sullivan’s out and Becker’s the boss now.” Rosenthal told Zelig that he was crazy and that he would see Sullivan about it. But Sullivan was dying in bed and Rosenthal found only the boss’s politically inept brother Florrie, his nephew Jim, and Frank Farrell lounging in Big Tim’s sumptuous office. They had no idea what he should do. They were trying to figure out Big Tim’s secretly organized empire themselves and were getting nowhere. The obstinate Rosenthal left, later telling Zelig that he had no intention of giving Becker anything, including the twenty per cent on the investment.


When Becker heard this, he exploded. He roared at Zelig: “Make him pay!” Zelig and some of his goons, “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, Whitey Lewis, Dago Frank and Lefty Louie, the four men who were to take Rosenthal’s life in full view of dozens of stunned witnesses. They grabbed the gambler as he was stepping out of his club one night and beat him unconscious. Still the stubborn gambler refused to pay off. He went back to Big Tim’s relatives who told him: “Make a deal with Becker, that’s all we can tell you.” Rosenthal was beaten. He called Becker and the two men met. Rosenthal complained that his club was new and not doing as well as he had hoped. He needed more time to pay the additional money Becker was demanding. Becker told him he had a month and to make sure he got his percentage, installed one of his cronies in Rosenthal’s club. This man was Jack Rose, better known along the Main Stem as Billiard Ball Jack because he did not have a human hair on his shining bald head. Rosenthal had always hated the pugnacious Rose and he found the gambler’s permanent presence in his club offensive. He brooded about this until his pent-up rage broke loose in diatribes against New York police lieutenant Charles Becker. He began to speak to anyone, everyone, about this “crooked cop,” until his incessant carping was heard by the crusading district attorney, Charles Seymour Whitman.


Before Whitman acted on the Rosenthal rumors, Commissioner Waldo received another letter which complained about the blatant operations of a gambling den at 104 West 45th Street, Rosenthal’s Hesper Club. This was in Becker’s Tenderloin and Waldo called the lieutenant into his office. Here he confronted Becker with the letter, his usual custom, informing him: “I can’t understand how this could have escaped your attention.” Waldo gave Becker a direct order to close The Hesper and keep it closed. This was one letter Becker did not return to the Commissioner. He had no alternative except to comply with orders. He informed Rosenthal that he had to “close you up for a while.” Rosenthal protested but Becker was firm. Not only was the Hesper Club closed but, to make sure it remained closed, Becker placed a police guard around the clock in the front room on the main floor. The presence of these cops drove Rosenthal nearly crazy since he lived on the premises and he bitterly complained to any and all who would listen that it made him and his poor wife feel like prisoners. It was intolerable. He wouldn’t stand for it. He would do something to show Becker that he could not treat Herman Rosenthal “like a dog.”


The presence of the police in his home so enraged the beefy gambler that he began to war with the department. He announced that he would lock out these interlopers and, on one occasion, he slammed the doors and bolted them during a changing of shifts. He stood outside and dared the police to break into his place. The answer came in hours when a crew showed up on West 45th Street with a new hydraulic lift which could tear out the entire door frame. Before permanent damage was done Rosenthal capitulated, running across the street and unlocking the door. As the late spring brought hot weather, Rosenthal threatened to stoke up the furnaces in his building and “roast those cops out of there,” but this proved to be an idle boast. Rosenthal’s wife, Dora, a buxom and demonstrative woman, nagged her husband incessantly about policemen roaming her home, and every time the shift would change, she would lean out of her third-story bedroom window and shake her fist at the officers changing the guard, shouting that they were violating her home.


When Rosenthal could no longer bear this continuing indignity, he filed harrassment charges against several high-ranking policemen in the department but oddly never mentioned Becker. Although local judges scoffed at the complaints Rosenthal made, the gambler persistently filed new complaints. All of this got back to Becker. Now the crooked cop felt the kind of pressure he had only administered in the past. He became enraged. How dare this gambler create problems for the police and for him? He would not tolerate such defiance. He had Zelig’s goons threaten Rosenthal again but the gambler refused to back down. Becker decided then and there that only one course of action was left to him. According to the sensational thirty-eight-page confession later made by Jack Rose, Becker came to him and ordered him to organize the death of Herman “Beansie” Rosenthal. Rose was to employ his fellow gamblers, Harry Vallon (Harry Vallinsky) and Louis Bridgie Webber in organizing Rosenthal’s death with Zelig’s gunsels. Becker was specific in his command to Rose, telling him: “I want Rosenthal croaked! I want him murdered, shot, his throat cut, any way that will take him off the earth!” Rose told Becker that Zelig and his men might be hesitant to kill a man who was so much in the public eye, a man whose vendetta against the NYPD had put him on the front pages of the daily newspapers. “If those rats don’t go along I will find out where they hang out and frame every one of them and send them up the river for carrying concealed weapons!” Becker emphasized that nothing would happen to anyone who killed the man he had marked for murder. “All that’s necessary,” Becker told Rose, “is to walk right up to where he is and blaze away at him and leave the rest to me. Nothing will happen to anybody that does it. Walk up to him and shoot him before a policeman if you want to and nothing will happen!”


Rose reluctantly set about organizing the murder of Rosenthal but he dragged his feet, as did Webber and Vallon. Becker pursued them like a terrier, at one point shouting that he would frame the gamblers unless they got the job done quickly. “Why isn’t he croaked?” Becker would say in his daily phone call to Rose. “Why isn’t that man dead yet? You’re all a bunch of damned cowards!” He literally hounded the gamblers with threats up to the night when Rosenthal was finally murdered. Only hours before this happened, Becker was on the phone to Rose, saying: “If only that s.o.b. is croaked tonight, how happy I will be, how lovely it will be!” The problem in getting Becker’s gruesome job done lay within the ranks of the gamblers who worked at cross-purposes. All of them owned interests in various gambling joints and competed with each other, distrusting each other’s motives. All of them would have just as readily put each other on the spot if Becker had asked for their deaths. None of them, however, had any love for Rosenthal.


Only a few years earlier Rosenthal and Webber had fought Becker over gambling territories that brought out their respective gunmen in open warfare. Rosenthal had actually arranged for Webber’s murder in 1909, hiring a notorious thug named Spanish Louie (or Louis) to beat Webber to death. Rosenthal had actually watched from a shadowy doorway while this goon nearly beat Webber to death but was interrupted by a patrolman who gave chase to the fleeing Louie. With that, Rosenthal sauntered across the street, pretending to be passing by, and helped Webber to his feet, wiping away the blood pouring from his broken nose with his own handkerchief and telling Webber how awful it was that the streets were no longer safe. The next year Spanish Louie was shot to death from a speeding auto by four gangsters in Webber’s employ, these being Christian “Boob” Walker, Harry “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, Lefty Louie and Whitey Lewis. These were Zelig’s boys but the same gunmen were for hire by anyone with money and they often free-lanced for Rosenthal. Still, the gamblers found dozens of excuses for not killing Rosenthal, hoping that Becker would change his mind. Rosenthal didn’t aid his own cause by loudly accusing the police of wholesale graft. Not having any success with the local magistrates who refused to indict anyone on his accusations, Rosenthal went to the press, badgering newsmen to print his story of wholesale corruption in the police force. Everyone turned a deaf ear, except a reporter for the World, Herbert Bayard Swope. Swope had known Rosenthal for some years; a habitue of Tenderloin casinos, he and Rosenthal had been on more than speaking terms, the gambler steering the reporter to the best play in town, often enough feeding him tips on various horse races. Swope not only listened to Rosenthal but decided to print his affadavit in the World. The story that Rosenthal gave Swope was nothing like the tale he had brought to the city magistrates. To Swope the gambler described in detail his relationship with Police Lieutenant Charles Becker, from the very first moment they had met at the Elks Club on New Year’s Eve to the massive payoffs he had made to the crooked cop, along with all the other payoffs Becker was receiving throughout the Tenderloin. Rosenthal named every gambler in on the payoffs, all the police collectors and bagmen, all the backup thugs who did the dirty work for the cops. After the Swope story ran, the most important of his life and the story that would make him into a newspaper magnate, the newsman went after Whitman to make sure the district attorney did his duty. He persuaded Whitman to take Rosenthal’s direct statement and bring a grand jury indictment against Becker.


Before Whitman took Rosenthal’s deposition, Becker heard of the affidavit in the World office and marched to the newspaper with his lawyer. He inspected the document and snarled: “This is a pack of lies!” He turned on his heels and went back to badgering Rose to have Rosenthal killed immediately. Rosenthal was oddly carefree about the lethal peril he had created for himself. “I know I’m a marked man,” he told a newsman, “and I’ve probably signed my own death warrant but I don’t care.” Despite these words of bravado, Herman Rosenthal cared very much, and he took pains to stay out of his usual haunts, holing up on the third floor of his brownstone. He ventured forth to seek the advice of the rising young gambler, Arnold Rothstein, who offered him money to leave town. Rosenthal said he would never let himself be run out of New York but he later returned to Rothstein, asking for the money. Rothstein turned a cold shoulder to his one-time friend Rosenthal and told him it was “too late to do anything.” This meeting with Rothstein occurred on the afternoon of July 15, 1912. Rosenthal thought about Rothstein’s remark and decided that there was something more to do. He had earlier stated that “this is a fight to the finish. I know that the whole police department will be against me and that all the gamblers, big and little, will fight me, too, because this means a big investigation that will clean up the city.”


Late that day and into the evening, Herman Rosenthal talked for five hours to District Attorney Whitman and key staff members, reiterating everything he had revealed to Swope and promising to reveal even more when brought before a grand jury, if he lived that long. Whitman promised that if he stayed in his home, he would be all right. The district attorney was the only key official in New York who had no strings to Tammany, having gotten elected without that organization’s help. He was the mortal foe of Tammany mayor William Jay Gaynor (who had disavowed his Tammany connection once in office) and especially eschewed the friendships of such sachems as Big Tim Sullivan. A crusader and a tireless reformer, Whitman vowed to use Rosenthal’s accusations to clean up the city. Before leaving Whitman’s offices that night, however, Rosenthal gave himself little chance of ever appearing before a Grand Jury, telling Whitman: “I may not live to do it. You may never see me again alive.” His words, undoubtedly couched for dramatic effect, could not have been more prophetic.


That night, at about 10 p.m., Rosenthal received a phone call from someone he considered important enough to meet later. He told his wife that he would be going out to keep an important rendezvous but he refused to reveal the identity of the man who had called. Dora Rosenthal begged her husband not to go out, reminding him that he was in great danger but Herman Rosenthal somehow felt confident that no one would dare harm him; he had become too public, too well-known. Why, he was on every front page of every newspaper in New York. He had attacked the New York Police Department and the police of the city would never dare let anything happen to him now. His indictment against the NYPD was his insurance policy. He had not reckoned on the ruthless indifference Charles Becker had to such logic.


So confident was Rosenthal that he walked all the way to his meeting place, his favorite hangout, The Metropole Hotel, on 43rd Street, just east of Broadway. The hotel was owned by the Considine Brothers and Big Tim Sullivan, Rosenthal’s mentor; nothing could happen to him there, the gambler reasoned. The place was a favorite after-hours haunt for actors, newsmen, gamblers, racetrack touts, and Broadway characters of every stripe. Its bar and restaurant teemed with the most colorful (and often dangerous) people in town, the kind of place Herman Rosenthal loved. As Rosenthal neared the hotel he ran into some gamblers he knew. One of them reached out and said: “Herman, it’s not safe for you to be out tonight. Go home. Turn around and go home right now.” Rosenthal laughed off the warning as he pulled away. He intended to keep his appointment at the Metropole. He turned into the hotel lobby shortly before 1 a.m., July 16, 1912, and as he passed the bustling, jam-packed bar, there was a moment of silence, a strange hush as the scores of drinkers paused for a moment as if to acknowledge the passing of a ghost.


Rosenthal sauntered into the dining room and sat down at his favorite table, and here, too, the crowd stared momentarily at him in a strange awe, not expecting him to be there in the flesh, to be alive at all. From the scores of statements made later and over the years it was evident that everyone in the Metropole, everyone “in the know” in Manhattan, knew that Herman “Beansie” Rosenthal was going to die that night, “go on the spot,” as Damon Runyon later put it and he later intimated that he was present in the bar that night. The Metropole was teeming with Runyon characters, the very prototypes who would later people his Guys and Dolls and other Broadway tales. Oddly, Rosenthal sat down next to Christian “Boob” Walker, one of the goons who worked for his arch nemesis, Bridgie Webber. Other Webber cronies, Fat Moe Brown and Butch Kitte sat down for a while while Rosenthal ordered a steak and a horse’s neck (ginger ale and a lemon twist). The Metropole had a number of unique drinks created by its gambler patrons. Billiard Ball Jack Rose, hated by Rosenthal, had created his own drink which was forever after known as a “Jack Rose,” this being a cocktail containing a jigger of applejack, juice of half a lemon, and a half ounce of grenadine, which was all shaken with cracked ice and strained.


When the steak came, Rosenthal wolfed it down, keeping his eye on the door, as if expecting someone to come in at any moment. Boob Walker later stated that “Herman ate as if he could take it with him.” Finishing his supper, the gambler excused himself, got up, and shuffled into the lobby where he bought the latest editions. He was on the front pages bigger than ever. He bought a copy of the World which blared the headline: “GAMBLER CHARGES POLICE LIEUTENANT WAS HIS PARTNER.” He tucked this under his arm and ambled back to his table in the restaurant which was near one of the large windows that faced the street and still gave Rosenthal a clear view of the front door. He spread the newspaper out in front of him and the other gamblers at his table took one look at the headline and quickly excused themselves. A group of gamblers at the next table stared at him incredulously.


Rosenthal shot his French cuffs blazoned with huge gold links, shoved his chair back so that his stomach bloated forward over a huge gold belt buckle which featured his initials in large letters reading HR, and smirked at his friends sitting at the next table. “What do you think of the papers lately?” he said in a conspiratorial voice. “You boys aren’t sore at me, are you?” Rosenthal asked this question without really expecting an answer. One of the gamblers shook his head and said: “Herman, you’re a damned fool.” Ignoring this remark, Rosenthal ordered a cup of coffee and began to read the newspaper, dwelling on every word that dealt with his accusations. Some of the gamblers sitting nearby who had been whispering among themselves looked up at the entranceway to the dining room and suddenly fell silent. At the doorway was a police detective named William J. File. He glanced about the room and then disappeared into the crowded lobby which, instead of emptying out at that time of the morning, was actually filling up so that standing room was getting scarce. It seemed as if everyone in the know on the Main Stem wanted to be there at the kill, or, at least, that was the image of the thronged Metropole that many writers later created. Other plainclothes NYPD detectives were also on hand that night, and out on the street, no less than six–some said more than a dozen–patrolmen strolled the sidewalk on both sides of the street on the block where the Metropole was located, its bright marquee lights flooding light up and down the street. The public killing of Herman Rosenthal was undoubtedly an event no one wanted to miss. Someone in front of the Metropole, a man in a dark suit and a straw boater, his voice full of authority, began to order the taxicabs parked there to move on and he continued to have the cabs pull away from the entranceway for twenty minutes, until the front of the hotel was completely clear of parked vehicles right up to the moment Herman Rosenthal stepped outside to meet his terrible fate.


Oblivious to his own impending execution, only a half hour away, Rosenthal went on bathing in his press glory. He was the talk of the town and he knew it, reveled in it, glorified in the danger he had brought to his own door. He feared nothing, his expression told everyone; he alone would clean up New York. Even when his arch enemy Bridgie Webber sauntered into the hotel dining room a little after 1:30 a.m., Rosenthal gave him a slight smile. Webber walked casually up to Rosenthal and placed his hand on the pudgy gambler’s shoulder, saying affably: “Hello, Herman, how’s everything?” Rosenthal nodded and said: “Fine, everything is just fine. How is it by you?” Webber did not reply, merely stood there for a moment, then he patted Rosenthal’s shoulder several times, turned around, and walked quickly out of the hotel. This was the signal to waiting gangsters outside who could see through the dining room window which of the diners was to be their victim. Months later, at Becker’s prolonged trial, Webber sat calmly in the witness stand and was asked: “When you went to the Metropole, for what purpose did you look for him (Rosenthal)? Was it for the purpose of having him murdered?” The answer was a quiet, unperturbed “Yes, sir.” Webber’s pat on the shoulder was his kiss of death. After making sure that Rosenthal was at the Metropole, Webber went outside to inform the eight men waiting there, four of them gangsters with guns bulging in their pockets, that their victim was almost ready for the slaughter.
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It was almost 2 a.m. when a waiter carrying a tray of dishes stopped at Rosenthal’s table and told him that “there is a man in the lobby who wants to see you,” Rosenthal looked through the dining room door to see Harry Vallon, a gambling henchman of Webber’s–a man with the face of a bloody hatchet. Vallon stood staring at him, impassive, his hands jammed into his coat pockets. Rosenthal got up and slowly walked up to Vallon in the lobby. “Can you come outside for a minute, Herman? There’s someone outside who wants to see you,” Vallon told him. The utterly unsuspecting Rosenthal shrugged and followed Vallon outside into the sultry, steaming night. The heavyset gambler followed Vallon outside to the sidewalk, standing under the bright lights of the Metropole, a perfect target. Vallon suddenly stepped back, out of the light and into the shadows. Several gamblers Rosenthal knew stood nearby, including Dave Mendelsohn, Sigmund Rosenfeld, and Chick Beebe. They stood off in the distance and in the shadows, twenty feet or so from the hotel entrance. Also standing in the shadows talking with cronies was Billiard Ball Jack Rose, talking with another gambling intimate, Sam Schepps. Down the block several uniformed policemen could be seen milling about. The street was crowded but no one seemed to take any notice of a huge 1909 Packard that was idling almost in the middle of the street. A dark, swarthy man sat at the wheel. Four other dark, swarthy men (some reports said five men), all described later as short in stature and dressed in dark suits and wearing soft felt hats, stood in front of the car, forming an arc before the hotel entrance.


One of the men shouted: “Over here, Herman!” Rosenthal, who had lit a cigar when crossing the lobby, squinted into the darkness, unable to identify the man who called out to him with an unfamiliar voice. Rosenthal took a hesitant step forward, saying: “Who’s that?” The killers closed in on him, just barely entering the glaring arc lights from the marquee, and five shots rang out, striking Rosenthal at close range (powder burns were to blacken his face). The bullets struck him in the neck, the nose and two in the head. One wild shot struck the door frame of the hotel. Rosenthal, spouting blood, fell dead in the street, the newspapers he had been carrying flying upward and then settling over his crumpled, prostrate body.


Eyewitnesses later claimed that the chief killer, the fierce Gyp the Blood Horowitz, had stepped forward before the fusillade erupted and hailed his victim with the words “Hello, Herman.” After Rosenthal collapsed from his lethal wounds, Horowitz leaned over to make sure the gambler was dead, then stood up, and said, “Goodbye, Herman.” He then casually stepped over the body and joined his fellow gangsters, getting into the Packard which quickly roared down the street. (One witness swore that Gyp the Blood had sneered at his fallen victim and snorted the word “Gotcha!”) Rosenthal lay in the street for some minutes, the many witnesses on the sidewalks frozen in a murder scene motif. In a doorway down the street, some later insisted, mob leader Jack Zelig lit a cigar and walked away from the scene. Then the street exploded with shouts and panic. Police came running from everywhere and witnesses raced to patrolmen to give varied descriptions of the killers and several versions of the license plate on the Packard.


One unlikely witness to this gory murder was none other than the esteemed drama critic for the New York Times, Alexander Woollcott, who would later become a best-selling author and remembered for his radio appearances as the Town Crier. Recalling the Rosenthal murder twenty-two years later when writing While Rome Burns, Woollcott summed up the livid scene: “I shall always remember the picture of that soft, fat body wilting on the sidewalk with a beer-stained tablecloth serving as its pall. I shall always remember the fish-belly faces of the sibilant crowd which sprung in a twinkling from nowhere, formed like a clout around those clamorous wounds. Just behind me an old timer whispered a comment which I have had more than one occasion to repeat. ‘From where I stand,’ he said, ‘I can see eight murderers.’”


As evidence and the testimony of several gamblers scrambling to save their necks would later prove, there were four murderers, plus the man who ordered the killing, all of whom would later sit down in the electric chair for their blatant display of firearms. The killers and their driver fled down 43rd Street in the large Packard sedan. As the car turned onto Broadway with a squeal of tires, Detective File raced from the hotel, his .38-caliber revolver in his hand. He took a look at Rosenthal’s body, the left side of the face blown away, and ordered two patrolmen nearby to follow him. They ran down the street to Broadway where Police Lieutenant Edward Frye met them. The four officers jumped into a cab and order the taxi driver to follow the Packard which was fast disappearing down Broadway. It soon outdistanced the taxi and disappeared. Fortunately, a young, unemployed cabaret singer, Charles Gallagher, had been walking toward the Metropole when the shooting occurred and had the presence of mind to write down the license plate of the car as it sped past him. He later had to argue with policemen to give them the number “NY-41313.”


District Attorney Whitman was awakened at home by the indefatigable Swope who told him that his star witness had just been murdered. Whitman climbed out of his pajamas and into street clothes, going immediately to the 47th Street Precinct Station where the body of Rosenthal lay on a slab in the back room. Some minutes after the bleary-eyed Whitman arrived at the station, he turned to see Charles Becker enter. Becker later claimed that he too had been awakened by a newsman giving him the news of the killing and rushed to his own precinct station to verify the slaying. He took one look at the body and then he met the eyes of Charles Whitman glaring at him. For a moment the hardboiled crooked cop tried to stare down the district attorney but Whitman’s eyes narrowed to slits of contempt and Becker, without a word, lowered his eyes and turned around, leaving the station quickly. He later met with Rose, Webber, and Vallon to congratulate them on the killing, telling the gamblers that he had just gone to the station house and how “it was a pleasing sight to me to see the squealing Jew lying there, and, if it had not been for the presence of Whitman, I would have cut out his tongue and hung it on the Times Building as a warning to future squealers.”


An hour later, Whitman returned home, beside himself with anger over the killing of Rosenthal, telling his wife that “I’m going to get Becker if it’s the only thing I ever do. New York is supposed to be the greatest city in the world…But as long as Becker and all those like him are allowed to defy and corrupt every law by which decent people live, New York will never be anything but a human sewer!” He vowed to send the killers, including Becker, to the electric chair. Whitman was greatly aided in his goal by soon receiving word that the license plate of the murder car had been traced to a rental garage. The killers could not have selected a more conspicuous auto to use in New York’s most sensational murder of the decade. It had once belonged to the great fighter, John L. Sullivan, and was easily traced. It had been rented by a number of gamblers and these–Vallon, Rose, and Webber–were soon under arrest. They were housed in the Tombs but refused to admit to anything until it appeared quite obvious to them that they, not the actual triggermen, would be charged with the killings.


Rose was the first to crack, giving Whitman his famous thirty-eight-page statement in which he liberally quoted Becker’s “Croak Rosenthal” decree. Realizing that Rose was saving his own skin, Webber and Vallon soon joined the chorus, corroborating every damning word Rose said, all, of course, with the promise of immunity extended to them. Through the cooperation of the gamblers, the killers, Harry Gyp the Blood Horowitz, Lefty Louie (Louis Rosenberg), Whitey Lewis (Jacob Seidenschmer) and Dago Frank Cirofici, were all convicted by a jury that took twenty minutes to make up its collective mind on Nov. 19, 1912. All four young killers were electrocuted in Sing Sing on Apr. 14, 1913, a Monday. The previous day, the three Jewish men, Horowitz, Rosenberg, and Seidenschmer, were fed a Passover Dinner prepared in an Ossining hotel, which consisted of stuffed Hudson River bass, chicken soup and macaroons, roast chicken, mashed turnips, matzos, hard-boiled eggs, and peaches. All claimed to be innocent, saying that Vallon was the real killer. Dago Frank Cirofici called for a Catholic priest, then later “confessed” to warders, saying that Vallon and Gyp the Blood had done the killing. He was innocent, he claimed, being at home that night. The men swaggered to their deaths, heroes to the underworld in their own weird code, dying without begging for mercy. Their end came long before that of the man who had ordered them on their murderous mission. It took three years for the law to run Charles Becker to ground.


Once the gamblers made their confession, District Attorney Whitman allowed them their freedom, provided they would testify against Becker at his trial which was scheduled for Oct. 7, 1912. Whitman took no chances. Knowing that he must have corroboration for all the damning statements made chiefly by Rose, he brought another gambler named Sam Schepps into the picture. Schepps was assured immunity and confessed his part in the Rosenthal killing which he too claimed was ordered by Lieutenant Becker. The once-powerful Becker was by then suspended from the NYPD and had been locked in the Tombs to await trial. His attorney, John F. McIntye, was able and quick-witted, but he was up against an almost predetermined case since the shocking, brutal statements by Rose, which revealed Becker to be nothing more than a bestial and inhuman creature, had been broadly printed in the press. Moreover, Whitman was an eloquent and formidable opponent who was by now imbued with a messianic crusade to rid the world of police corruption and that particular venality was personified by Charles Becker. To Whitman, Becker was evil incarnate and he had taken it upon himself to eradicate this scourge personally. He was no less inspired in seeking this legal goal than was the mythical Sir Perceval who had hunted through the bogs of hell to find the Grail.


For his part, Becker exuded confidence from his prison cell. It was all a frameup, the gamblers had lied to save their own skins, Whitman was using him as a scapegoat in winning the governorship. He told his wife the trial would come to nothing and he would be back on the job before Christmas. What reasonable jury would take the word of such Broadway trash as Vallon, Rose, Webber, and Schepps over that of an upstanding police officer who had received his department’s highest commendation for valor? He expected aid from Mayor Gaynor and, of course, his gentle superior, Commissioner Waldo. Yet, curiously, support from these totemic government officials was absent. Also, no one in the department, other than Becker’s brother John, by then a lieutenant on the force, had come forward to lend strong support. There was a silence that befell Becker, ominous and knowing. And all but Becker, his blindly loyal wife, and some close relatives, accepted this man’s doom.


A quicker death awaited Becker’s gangster chieftain Big Jack Zelig. One day before Becker’s trial began, Zelig, the most feared thug in New York, was murdered by an obscure goon whose motives were as absurd as the manner he chose to rid the city of a crime czar. Zelig was to testify at Becker’s trial; he was listed as a defense witness, but Whitman, as he later stated, intended to have the gangster speak on behalf of the prosecution. If this was known by members of the underworld at the time, the presence of Zelig’s killer was not a lone act of an unthinking thug, but a planned killing ordained by the leaders of the system.


Zelig acted in the last moments of his life as if he hadn’t a care in the world. On the night of Oct. 5, 1912, Zelig had dropped into Siegel’s Coffee House on Second Avenue and there enjoyed the company of a half dozen gangsters under his command. He drank heavily, downing several glasses of gin. He decided to get some air and stepped outside, lit a cigar, and looked about for the two detectives whom he knew had been assigned to watch him–since he was now an important witness in the Becker trial–and also to gather information on his on-going illegal activities. Zelig had been off-handedly grateful for this police surveillance since he knew he had been marked for death by a fierce new rival for his underworld territory, Jack Sirocco.


Although he had been expected to return to his men at Siegel’s, Zelig inexplicably strolled a block or so and then, seeing a streetcar going uptown, jumped on board, walked to the back of the car, and squeezed his large frame between an old man and a young woman. As the car moved away from the Fifth Street stop, Zelig noticed from his bench seat a young, tall man racing after the car. He took the cigar out of his mouth and encouraged the passenger to catch up with the car, saying, “C’mon, you can make it, old boy!” The young man reached out, caught the outside handle bar, and swung himself onto the running board of the streetcar. Instead of entering the car, the slightly breathless passenger worked himself behind the last bench on the outside of the car so that he hung from the rear, standing behind Zelig. He reached into his pocket and withdrew a .38-caliber revolver. Zelig and the others in the car were facing the other direction and no one saw the killer place the muzzle of the gun behind Zelig’s left ear. He fired one shot. Zelig leaped forward with the impact, his face a mask of blood, crashing to the streetcar floor where his dying body gave one shuddering spasm and went limp. Screaming women and shouting men in the car pointed frantically to the sour-faced killer hanging at the end of the trolley.


The killer wasted no time, leaping from the car as it moved on. His jump was ill-chosen for he landed almost at the foot of a startled patrolman, banging into him, his revolver still in hand. The cop raised his nightstick and instinctively began clubbing the killer until he lay senseless on the sidewalk. He was identified a short time later as 30-year-old Philip “Red Phil” Davidson, who had occasionally worked as a fruit peddler but had a long criminal record as a narcotics pusher, gambler, and white slaver. He laconically told police that he had killed Zelig because the gangster had stolen $400 from him earlier that day. Later Davidson changed his story, saying that he had misstated the amount. Zelig had cheated him out of $18 and that is the reason why he felt compelled to murder the man. Of course, it was all nonsense. Zelig was a wealthy man who gave $20 to bootblacks for a mere shine and would not have spent a second bruising his knuckles over such a paltry amount. Davidson, after a brief trial, was given twenty years in prison and was released in twelve.


Whitman made much of Zelig’s killing, claiming that the gangster would prove that Rose and the other gamblers had been telling the truth and that Becker was guilty. McIntyre, for the defense, said that such statements were ridiculous, that Zelig would have proved that Rose, Vallon, and Webber, all sworn enemies of Zelig’s, had planned the killing of their worst competitor on their own and had used Zelig’s best killers to do it and that Becker had no connection with the Rosenthal murder. It was, however, with Big Jack dead on a morgue slab, a moot issue. Becker’s trial went ahead as planned and was over in twelve days.


Judge John Goff, a no-nonsense law-and-order magistrate, argued throughout the trial with defense counsel McIntyre and seemed to show a decided interest in having Becker found guilty. He allowed Whitman every opportunity, and made McIntyre battle himself into illness to make the meagerest point. Goff had long been a conservative foe of political graft and police corruption in New York, challenging the powers of Tammany as early as the 1890s during the Lexow and Mazet hearings. (Goff, during this trial, as was his habit with any other, took his lunch inside his chambers; this consisted exclusively of milk and crackers which he always washed down with a long swig of Irish whiskey.) His conduct was much in question and it drove Becker, outwardly calm during the entire course of the trial, to near rage when talking with his attorney in his Tombs cell. At one conference with McIntyre, Becker shouted at his beleaguered attorney: “Between that judge and your inability to stop the DA, I’m going to fry! I could have done better by myself.” He insisted on taking the witness stand to clear himself but McIntyre persuaded him against this, assuring Becker that Goff’s high-handed ways would prejudice the case and assure a victory for the defense in the Appeals Court. “It doesn’t matter what the jury does,” McIntyre told his client. “No conviction will ever survive an appeal.”


Becker came to believe that the prosecution’s case would not hold up, that the jury would reason that a bunch of murderous gamblers were obviously trying to frame a police officer who had persecuted them. He became so confident that he would be acquitted that he told his wife to wear her best dress on the last day of the trial. They would go to one of the best restaurants in town to celebrate his release. No one was more shocked when he was found Guilty and later sentenced by Goff to reside in Sing Sing where he would later be executed. McIntyre, however, was proved correct. The Appeals Court overruled the conviction, citing Goff’s conduct and other discrepancies in the trial. Becker was tried again, and brought back from Death Row to the Tombs.


Judge Samuel Seabury who was as famous as Goff in combating New York corruption, presided over Becker’s second trial which began on May 2, 1914, Whitman’s choice in that he was more even-handed and careful in his supervision of the trial. Whitman did not want another reversal. Becker had to die in the electric chair and that meant that the second trial must end in a conviction that would be upheld at any judicial level. W. Bourke Cochran, an exjudge, served as Becker’s attorney, but he was no match for Whitman who once more paraded his gamblers before the jury with their inflammatory but utterly memorable testimony. Seabury avoided the pitfalls of Judge Goff and was extremely cautious in his instructions to the jury. On May 22, 1914, the jury took one hour and fifty minutes to convict Charles Becker of the murder of Herman Rosenthal. Becker was later sentenced to die in Sing Sing’s electric chair on July 6, 1914. But one appeal after another postponed that date with death.


While Becker and his lawyers fought for his life, Whitman ran for the governor’s office and, with the Becker conviction as the single most important achievement in his career to bolster support, he was swept into the Albany mansion with a tremendous Republican landslide on Nov. 3, 1914. Now Becker and his attorneys were faced with seeking Whitman’s mercy after all other appeals failed. This Becker found intolerable, saying: “My life has been sacrificed on the altar of Whitman.” But, as Becker’s final date for execution approached, July 30, 1915, the condemned man found himself writing a pleading letter to the very man who convicted him, begging Whitman to commute his sentence. Whitman, through an aide, stated: “The Governor cannot pardon a man he convicted.” Whitman himself, just before the execution, after denying Becker’s plea for clemency, said: “As far as Becker’s conviction is concerned, there was never a criminal case more perfectly proven in the annals of crime. I have never had any doubt about Becker’s guilt. If I had any now I would pardon him.”


In a dramatic last minute effort, Mrs. Helen Becker went personally to Governor Whitman and begged for an interview. Whitman, through an aide, agreed to see her but when she appeared at the Governor’s mansion in Albany only twelve hours before her husband was to die, she found the governor gone. She learned he was in Peekskill reviewing a military event. She trailed him there only to learn he had gone to Poughkeepsie. She found him at the Nelson House. Here the governor, cornered, as it were, by the desperate wife who had never given up on her husband or lost a second of belief in his innocence, was forced to face Helen Becker who implored him to consider her husband’s last plea for a review of his case. Whitman only stood in the center of the Governor’s suite, arms clasped behind his back, saying nothing. Mrs. Becker, understanding his silence to be a final refusal, broke down.


Nothing stopped Becker’s execution on July 30, 1915. He entered the death room at Sing Sing and stoically, some reporters later stated “arrogantly,” approached the electric chair, sitting down while staring ahead, his chin up, his eyes glaring at the twenty-odd witnesses. He repeated the litany being said by the prison chaplain, Father James Curry. The convicted killer looked massive and powerful as he sat in the chair, thick, muscular legs that were exposed at the calf where the trousers had been slit for the electrodes, an expanding chest that breathed evenly. Charles Becker insisted upon his innocence to the end and decided to show himself unafraid. He held a crucifix and when the first jolt of electricity was thrown into him, 1,850 volts of current, his large body of 215 pounds lurched against the straps with such force that the leather creaked and groaned, almost bursting their anchors. In ten seconds the current was shut off but an examining physician, Dr. Charles Farr, reported that Becker was still alive. Another ten-second jolt was thrown into him. Again his body strained against the straps. The doctor listened again to Becker’s heart with his stethoscope and announced that the man was still alive. For a third time the body was given another jolt and this time Dr. Farr, after listening closely for a heartbeat, turned and said: “I pronounce this man dead.”


By then the witnesses were exhausted with the shock of Becker’s awful death, one that had taken nine minutes and was later considered one of the most “botched” executions in Sing Sing history. The nine minutes had seemed like an eternity to the witnesses, one of whom was a World reporter who later wrote: “To those who had sat in the gray-walled room and watched and listened to the rasping sound of the wooden switch lever being thrown backward and forward and had seen the greenish-blue blaze at the victim’s head and feet, and the grayish smoke curling away from the scorched flesh, it had seemed an hour.” The Crookedest Cop in the World was dead.


 


Becker, Marie Alexander, b.1877, Belg. A native of Liege, Marie Becker, fifty-three, was a bored housewife, married to a cabinetmaker. While buying vegetables at a street stall in 1932 she was approached by Lambert Beyer, a middle-aged lothario who propositioned her. She accepted without qualification and was soon involved in a deep love affair, convinced that the only way to recapture her youth was to murder her husband and go on with her girlish affairs. Becker poisoned her spouse with digitalis and, after tiring of Beyer, poisoned him with the same lethal drug. The once proper Becker, much to the shock of neighbors, became a nightlife creature, haunting dance halls and nightclubs, wildly dancing with men half her age. She paid these gigolos to accompany her to her bed and was soon out of money. Becker had opened a dress shop some months earlier from the proceeds of her husband’s insurance and, to obtain money for her expensive affairs, she began to poison her female patrons with digitalis, dropping this in a cup of tea in the back of her shop while discussing a new order with a customer. She would steal whatever money her patrons possessed and then, while the customer was in a drugged condition, manage to get them home where they shortly died of “unknown causes.”


[image: Mass poisoner Marie Becker.]


The number of murders committed by the homely housewife totaled ten known homicides, but there may have been twice that before Becker was arrested. She brought suspicion to herself when a woman friend casually remarked that her husband was aggravating her so much that she wished he were dead. “If you really mean that,” responded the poisoner, “I can supply you with a powder that will leave no trace.” The friend went to the police who had long suspected Becker because of the number of her clients who had mysteriously perished after visiting her shop. She was arrested and, while in detention, the bodies of her husband, Beyer, and some of her customers were exhumed and traces of the poison were found.


Witnesses at Becker’s trial told how they had seen the killer attend the funerals of her victims, kneeling at gravesides and weeping hysterically. She would later be seen that night doing erotic dances in Liege nightclubs, spending the very money that she had pilfered from her hapless victims. Becker held back nothing at her trial, gloating over the murders and describing with arch disdain the way her victims died. One of her victims, she said, “looked like an angel choked with sauerkraut.” Another she described as “dying beautifully, lying flat on her back.” Convicted, Marie Becker was sent to prison for life, there being no death penalty in Belgium at that time. She died in prison sometime during WWII.


 


Belachheb, Abdelkrim, 1945- , U.S. When a woman in a Texas bar refused the sexual advances of the man she was dancing with, he went out to his car and returned to shoot her, killing six other people at the same time.
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Charles Becker, executed.
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Judge John W. Goff
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Becker henchman Bridgey Webber, front left.
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Mass poisoner Marie Becker.
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Gertrude Baniszewski
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Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Armstrong; the major fed his wife poison.
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Linda Agostini, the victim known as
The Pajama Girl.
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Herbert Bayard Swope
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Christine Bradfield
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Antonio Agostini, wife killer.
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Margaret Allen murdered an old
woman out of whim and went to the
gallows.
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Big Jack Zelig, gangster.
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D.A. Charles Seymour Whitman
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Investigative reporter Don Bolles,
murdered for his news probes.
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The crooked NYPD Lt. Charles Becker.
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Religious zealots, Frank and Harald Alexander, at their mental hearing;
they had slaughtered family members because they were "unclean.”
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Gambler Arnold Rothstein
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