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






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


—C. J. Box, New York Times bestselling author of Cold Wind and Back of Beyond


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


—Steve Jackson, bestselling author of Monster


PRAISE FOR 
THE CRIME BUFF’S GUIDE TO OUTLAW TEXAS






“The ultimate guilty pleasure book.”


—Columnist Scott Stroud, San Antonio Express-News


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


—Skip Hollandsworth, executive editor of Texas Monthly


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


—Fort Worth (TX) Star-Telegram


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


—Houston Chronicle


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


—San Antonio (TX) Express-News


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


—True West Magazine


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


—Beaumont (TX) Enterprise


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


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


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


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


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


—Kim Cantrell, editor of True Crime Book Reviews


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


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


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


—Syndicated reviewer Terri Schlichenmeyer of BookWormSez


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


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


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


—Western Writers of America’s Roundup Magazine
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“Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win.”


—STEPHEN KING






“Evil often triumphs, but never conquers.”


—JOSEPH ROUX








CAPITAL CRIMES:
 An Introduction


As a child, I saw Washington, D.C., as a sort of Emerald City, a wondrous place where great men gathered to do great deeds in the great halls of our exceptional nation. This city of soaring marble and extraordinary possibilities, in my young mind, was a place where good things happened. I knew from my early fascination with the Lincoln assassination that bad things happened, but I presumed they were exceedingly rare. After all, even Oz had its Wicked Witch and flying monkeys.


Then I grew up. The miasma of the Vietnam War, which dominated my grade-school years, seemed to emanate from Washington like swamp gas. After JFK, Bobby, and King, I began to imagine it as a place where assassins lurked. The final betrayal of Watergate inspired me to become a journalist. The city I once imagined turned upside-down. I began to see our capital city as far more complex, far less noble. The Wizard had bedbugs.


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


This book will take you to the intimate little playhouse where American history was changed by a single bullet. It will let you stand in a hotel where our confidence was shaken—maybe shattered—more than one hundred years later. It will point the way to spots where famous and infamous crime figures—J. Edgar Hoover, Beltway Sniper John Allen Muhammad, assassins John Wilkes Booth and Charles Guiteau, Eliot Ness, and the Black Sox’s Chick Gandil, among many others—once stood. And it will take you to places where our crime history took unexpected, momentous, macabre, or even whimsical turns.


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


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


Washington (and its environs) is so full of history that you can hardly walk a block without stepping over it. So slow down and take some time to find it. History is how we know, how we learn. And being there makes all the difference.


—Ron Franscell 
San Antonio, Texas








HOW TO USE THIS BOOK


The entries in this book are divided into four chapters: two geographic regions (Washington, D.C., and Maryland) and one segment each about the Lincoln Assassination and Arlington National Cemetery. Each entry has physical and GPS directions that will let you stand in the footsteps of history—not in the general vicinity, but literally on a spot relevant to one of the Washington area’s most notable and fascinating crimes or outlaw-related figures.


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


A word of warning: Many of these sites are on private property. Always seek permission before venturing onto private land. Do not trespass. It’s rude and illegal, and as we know from Washington’s criminal reputation, everybody has a gun or a lawyer.


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








A NOTE ABOUT GPS ACCURACY


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


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







ROOTS OF A CANNIBALISTIC SERIAL KILLER
 

The former St. John’s Orphanage is now known as George Washington University’s Old Main at 1922 F Street NW, or GPS 38.897159, -77.04459.


Albert Fish (1870–1936) was a sick puppy. Students of serial killers recognize him as one of the cruelest and twisted child killers in American history, a real-life Hannibal Lecter who often ate his victims after inflicting unspeakable atrocities.


And it all started during a perverse childhood in Washington.


He was born Hamilton Fish in 1870 to a family with a history of alcoholism and mental illness. Fish’s childhood home was on B Street NE (now Constitution Avenue) between Second and Third Streets, around GPS 38.891947, -77.00267. His elderly father, Randall, was a Potomac riverboat skipper who died when Hamilton was only five years old and was buried in Congressional Cemetery (1801 E Street SE in Range 96, Site 89 of the Grand Lodge Grounds, or GPS 38.88197, -76.98049).


So Fish’s much younger mother abandoned him to the St. John’s orphanage, where the little boy’s life went from bad to worse.


Other boys nicknamed him “Ham and eggs,” which he hated, so he adopted the name of a dead sibling: Albert. Discipline at the orphanage wasn’t just strict, it was brutal . . . but little Albert discovered he actually liked the pain. By age twelve, he’d had his first homosexual tryst and was introduced to voyeurism, urophagia, and coprophagia (just look them up). By age twenty, he moved to New York City to become a male prostitute and began raping little boys.


[image: image]


Over the next forty-five years, Fish evolved into a sadomasochistic serial killer, cannibal, and child-rapist of the most extreme kind. Accounts of his sexual festishes are too grotesque and startling for polite company. Although he later claimed hundreds of victims, only a handful have ever been confirmed.


Known as the Brooklyn Vampire or the Werewolf of Wysteria, Fish was finally arrested for the 1928 murder of a little girl after he sent a taunting, cruel letter to her parents six years later describing how he killed and ate her over a nine-day period. He was convicted and executed in 1936 at age sixty-five in Sing Sing’s electric chair in New York, and his unclaimed body was reportedly buried secretly somewhere on prison grounds.
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Sadistic serial killer Albert Fish


INVASION OF THE BODY-SNATCHERS
 

Ryder’s Castle was at 419-423 New Jersey Avenue NW, or GPS 38.895427, -77.010955. It no longer exists, but it was just a few steps from the city’s old Police Precinct No. 6, which is now a fire station.


For most of the nineteenth century, American medical schools were opening at a brisk rate, educating doctors for a growing nation. And to teach anatomy, they required a supply of a commodity that wasn’t especially rare but was hard to come by: corpses.


Before the Civil War, eighty-five medical colleges were operating in the US—all hungry for fresh cadavers—and body-snatching was illegal in only three states. Records show that some five thousand American corpses were dissected every year by medical students, and most are presumed to have been supplied by shady gangs of body-snatchers. By the time New York passed its “anatomy law” in 1854, up to seven hundred New Yorkers’ bodies were disappearing every year. Each corpse might be worth $15 to $25, or about $700 in today’s dollars.


The only law in Washington, D.C., against this ghoulish practice was larceny. So if a body-snatcher merely stripped the corpse of its clothing (the only thing deemed worth stealing), he or she was unlikely to face any serious criminal charges.


Grave-robbing became such a problem that in 1878, an ohio casket-maker sold “torpedo coffins” rigged with small bombs that would explode if anyone trifled with the grave. (Just to be safe, tread lightly in ohio cemeteries.)


Several body-snatching rings—they preferred the term “resurrectionists”—operated in Washington in the late 1800s. Among the most notable were the brother-and-sister team of Percy and Maud Brown, two Russian immigrants.


The Browns lived in a subterranean warren beneath a frame house near the intersection of Massachusetts Avenue and Third Street NE, described by a visiting Washington Post reporter as “a cave for dead bodies.” Here, they blithely stored their “product” until they could sell it.


Among the graves they robbed in 1888 (along with many others) was the final resting spot of the recently departed Mrs. Ann R. Smith. Digging up her fresh grave at Mount Olivet Cemetery (1300 Bladensburg Road NE) in Section 14, Lot 143, or GPS 38.91013, -76.98149, they left her clothes in the hole and sold her body to the National Medical College (then at 1335 H Street NW, or GPS 38.900342, -77.031171). A private detective traced the body to a dissecting table at the college, and Percy Brown briefly faced charges before being released for lack of evidence.


But the Browns decided to change addresses. They moved to a building known as Ryder’s Castle—several row houses connected by hallways and tunnels—where a small cabal of resurrectionists and other lowlifes operated until the city finally cracked down in the 1890s.


After that, the Browns disappeared. Because no record exists of their deaths, it is possible they legally donated their bodies to science.


JFK PARAMOUR SLAIN
 

The crime scene is on the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal towpath in Georgetown, at GPS 38.928958, -77.111567.


Mary Pinchot Meyer (1920–1964) was an enigma. Born into a wealthy family of Pennsylvania socialists, the path of her privileged life meandered among some of the most famous people of her day: Justice Louis Brandeis, Mabel Dodge, Katharine Graham, Timothy Leary, Ben Bradlee, and, eventually, a lover named John F. Kennedy.


A Vassar graduate, Mary Pinchot met Marine Lt. Cord Meyer in 1944, and they married a year later. Although Meyer led several leftwing groups after the war, there’s evidence he was also working secretly for the CIA. By 1951, he was officially a CIA employee running operation Mockingbird, designed to influence American media and put many reporters on the CIA payroll. Mary, a sometime journalist, was briefly considered but was ultimately judged to be a risky asset because of her spontaneous love affairs.


In 1954, a new young senator from Massachusetts named John Kennedy and his wife, Jackie, moved into a sprawling estate just down the road from the Meyers’ home. Mary and Jackie became quick friends and often walked together. At the same time, Meyer’s sister Antoinette had married Newsweek reporter (and future Washington Post editor) Ben Bradlee.


The Meyers divorced in 1958, and Mary began a series of flings and resumed an abstract-expressionist painting hobby. For a studio, she was given a bungalow on the grounds of the Bradlees’ home, the historic Laird-Dunlop House (3014 N Street NW, or GPS 38.90667, -77.05944). Eventually, she moved into a nearby townhouse at 1523 34th Street NW (GPS 38.90936, -77.067767).


In late 1961, the single, charming, and notoriously frisky socialite visited her old friend and now president John Kennedy at the White House. An intimate affair began. She told friends that she and JFK had been together about thirty times and often enjoyed marijuana or LSD that she brought to their trysts.


JFK was assassinated in November 1963. Eleven months later (and two days before her forty-fourth birthday), Mary Pinchot Meyer finished a painting in her borrowed studio and took a walk on the C&O Canal’s towpath. Two men changing a tire nearby heard a gunshot, a woman’s cry for help, then a second shot. Running to the sounds, one of them saw a black man standing over Mary’s body, his pants unzipped.


Moments later, police arrested a black man named Ray Crump near the scene. He was sopping wet and claimed he had gone in the river to retrieve a lost fishing pole (later found at his home). The eyewitness identified Crump as the man he’d seen with Mary’s body. The circumstantial case against Crump was strong, but the murder weapon was never found. Crump was eventually acquitted for lack of evidence.


Although Crump went on to a prodigious life of crime with twenty-two arrests in the Washington, D.C., area, including assault with a deadly weapon, arson, and rape, the conspiracy theories sprouted like weeds. When news of her affair with JFK became known, some believed Mary was killed by the CIA to cover up anything she might have known about his assassination. Some have even surmised it was the KGB. Nonetheless, Mary’s murder remains officially unsolved.


After a funeral in the National Cathedral (GPS 38.93057, -77.07087), Mary was buried in the Milford Cemetery in Milford, Pennsylvania, where she grew up. Her ex-husband, renowned CIA operative Cord Meyer (1920–2001), is buried in Section 60, Site 7942 (GPS 38.87571, -77.06393) at Arlington National Cemetery.


PRESIDENT RONALD REAGAN SHOT
 

The Washington Hilton Hotel is at 1919 Connecticut Avenue NW. The president was shot near the T Street NW exit, just west (left) of the portico at GPS 38.9161, -77.045421.


On March 30, 1981—a mere sixty-nine days after he was sworn in—President Ronald Reagan emerged from the Washington Hilton after a speech to a local branch of the AFL-CIO and waved to onlookers. But among the crowd that stopped to see the new president was an assassin.


At 2:27 p.m., a troubled young man named John Hinckley, standing just twenty feet away, fired all six shots in his .22-caliber revolver into the president’s entourage, grievously wounding D.C. Metro Police Officer Thomas Delahanty in the back, Secret Service Agent Timothy McCarthy in the belly, and press secretary James Brady in the head. Hinckley’s sixth bullet ricocheted off the presidential limousine’s door and lodged in President Reagan’s left lung, just an inch from his heart.


Four minutes later, Reagan was rushed into the emergency room at George Washington University Medical Center (900 23rd Street NW, or GPS 38.901741, -77.050269). This is where the wounded president famously joked to his distraught wife, “Honey, I forgot to duck,” and later quipped to his surgeons, “Please tell me you’re all Republicans.” But Reagan’s humor masked the fact that the seventy-year-old man’s breathing was labored, and his internal injuries were bleeding so profusely that he’d lose about half his blood supply in the next twenty-four hours.


Reagan lived, the only sitting American president to survive an assassin’s wounds. The emergency room was later renamed the Ronald Reagan Institute of Emergency Medicine in his honor. Delahanty and McCarthy also survived their wounds. Eerily, the assassination attempt came just nine days after the Reagans had visited Ford’s Theatre (511 Tenth Street NW, or GPS 38.896667, -77.025833), where Abraham Lincoln had been shot 115 years earlier.
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Would-be assassin John Hinckley shot President Reagan and three others on this spot outside the Washington Hilton in 1981.


James Brady’s head wound permanently disabled him and confined him to a wheelchair. He and his wife, Sarah, became active in gun-control issues and, in 2001, a coalition of gun-control lobbies renamed itself the Brady Campaign to Prevent Gun Violence (1225 Eye Street NW, Suite 1100, or GPS 38.901532, -77.029261).


The near-tragedy set in motion the long, strange story of would be assassin John W. Hinckley, a troubled twenty-four-year-old man who nursed an unhealthy obsession with actress Jodie Foster. Hoping to impress Foster (who’d played a teen hooker in the movie Taxi Driver, in which a troubled young man tries to assassinate a politician), Hinckley made his plans to kill Reagan.


He arrived in Washington by bus the day before, then checked into Room 312 at the Park Central Hotel near the White House (1800 G Street NW, or GPS 38.898188, -77.041814). The next morning, he wrote a letter to Foster explaining his impending “historical deed,” left it in his hotel room, then took a cab to the Washington Hilton.


After the shooting, Hinckley was found not guilty by reason of insanity, sparking a national debate over the insanity defense. He was committed to St. Elizabeth’s Hospital (1100 Alabama Avenue SE, or GPS 38.8492, -76.9896), where he could be released as soon as a federal judge believes he has been cured of his obsession with Foster, his schizophrenia, and depression. He enjoys occasional unsupervised visits with family and friends outside the hospital, and he has even married twice while institutionalized.


In 2011, a forensic psychologist told the court, “Hinckley has recovered to the point that he poses no imminent risk of danger to himself or others.”


For a detailed historical account of the assassination attempt, see Del Quentin Wilber’s 2011 book, Rawhide Down.


See also Lincoln Assassination chapter, and “Assassination Archives and Research Center” (this chapter).


NATIONAL MUSEUM OF CRIME AND PUNISHMENT
 

The museum is at 575 Seventh Street NW (half a block south of the Gallery Place-Chinatown Metro station) or GPS 38.896747, -77.021799. It is primarily open 10 a.m. to 7 p.m. daily, but hours vary by season. Admission charged; www.crimemuseum.org.
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“Old Smokey,” the Tennessee electric chair that executed 125 killers from 1916 to 1960, is displayed at the Museum of Crime and Punishment.


This privately owned, 28,000-square-foot museum explores the colorful history of American criminology and penology in America, from pirates to gunslingers to gangsters to white-collar criminals. Visitors can see Tennessee’s “Old Smokey” electric chair and a colonial pillory, experience driving and shooting simulations, and learn real-life CSI techniques in a crime lab. No funky roadside attraction, this upscale museum has a load of fascinating artifacts, from a real Colt police revolver and serial killer John Wayne Gacy’s oil paints to a wax figure of the G-Man himself, J. Edgar Hoover.


Co-owned by TV’s John Walsh, the three-floor museum also houses the studios for America’s Most Wanted.


9/11 PENTAGON MEMORIAL
 

This memorial is at 1 Rotary Road, beside the western wall of the Pentagon, at GPS 38.869788, -77.059414. It is open twentyfour hours a day every day of the week. Free admission.


On September 11, 2001, American Airlines Flight 77 slammed directly into the western wall of the Pentagon (at approximately GPS 38.871061, -77.058213). Not counting the Islamic radicals who had hijacked the jet, 184 people died.


This somber memorial, opened on September 11, 2008, features 184 lighted benches, each engraved with a victim’s name, arranged across 1.93 acres in order of the victims’ ages, starting with three-year-old Dana Falkenberg and ending with seventy-one-year-old John Yamnicky Sr. As you read each victim’s name, you will be facing the plane’s fatal path. Benches facing the Pentagon commemorate people killed inside.


One piece of charred limestone from the pierced Pentagon wall was incorporated into the renovations.


All but five of the victims were identified. The cremated ashes of those who were unidentified were placed in a single casket and buried within view of the Pentagon beneath a five-sided granite marker bearing the 184 names. For more about that memorial, please see the Arlington National Cemetery chapter.
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This somber memorial commemorates the 184 men, women, and children who died in the 9/11 terror attack at the Pentagon.


FUTURE BLACK SOX RINGLEADER’S HOME


The Maxwell apartment building is at 1419 Clifton NW, or GPS 38.922755, -77.032733.


In 1912, the Washington Senators signed a rising minor-league first baseman named Arnold “Chick” Gandil, who proved to be just what the hapless team needed. Over the next 117 games in 1912, he batted .305 and led all American League first basemen in fielding.


And he got even better in 1913, when he hit his career-high average of .318. Over the next few years, he became the slugging heart of the Senators’ offense and extremely popular with home fans at Washington’s Griffith Stadium (demolished in 1965 and now the site of Howard University Hospital at the corner of Georgia Avenue and W Street NW, or GPS 38.9175, -77.020278).


Gandil led a celebrity’s life. He lived in Apartment 11 at The Maxwell, a luxury apartment building in the city’s upscale Columbia Heights neighborhood. He also invested in some local businesses, including a bowling alley in the Arcade Building at 3134 14th Street NW (GPS 38.929304, -77.03281). The popular amusement center—with theaters, dance hall, soda fountain, a market, billiards, and more—came long before today’s indoor malls. Razed in 1948, it is now the site of . . . an indoor mall.


He also befriended Joseph “Sport” Sullivan, a Boston gambler and bookie, who cultivated relationships with ballplayers to harvest profitable inside information.


But in 1916, the Senators sold Gandil to the Cleveland Indians, who in turn sold him in 1917 to the Chicago White Sox, who hoped Gandil would lead them to a World Series that year. But the chronic malcontent Gandil played without any special luster in 1917 and 1918.


Gandil’s life changed in 1919. Most baseball historians agree Gandil approached his old bookie buddy Sport Sullivan with a wild proposal: If gamblers would pay big money, Gandil promised to arrange for his heavily favored team to lose the World Series.


Gandil recruited six other players—including superstar “Shoeless” Joe Jackson—to accept gamblers’ money to throw the 1919 Series with the weaker Cincinnati Reds. The game-fixers eventually received far less money than they had been promised, although Gandil reportedly pocketed $35,000 in bribes. A 1921 criminal trial in Chicago acquitted the seven White Sox players—plus one who knew about the fix but didn’t participate—but baseball commissioner Kenesaw Mountain Landis still banned all the players, including Gandil, for life. The “eight men out” became known as the Black Sox.


Gandil (1888–1970) played secretly under assumed names for various bush-league teams and eventually retired to a quiet life as a plumber who wanted to be known for fixing leaky pipes, not baseball games. In 1970, he died at age eighty-three in Calistoga, California, and he was buried quietly in the St. Helena Cemetery (2461 Spring Street, St Helena, California, in Row 20) before the world learned that one of baseball’s greatest cheaters had died.


See also “A Ride on the Legal Carousel,” Glen Echo (Maryland).


LINDBERGH BABY SCAM VICTIM


Rock Creek Cemetery is at Rock Creek Church Road NW and Webster Street NW. Evalyn Walsh McLean’s mausoleum is in Section 14 at GPS 38.946935, -77.012757.


When the toddler son of heroic aviator Charles Lindbergh was kidnapped from his crib in New Jersey in March 1932, it was instantly dubbed America’s most heinous crime ever. The intrigues that followed—ransom notes, clandestine meetings in cemeteries, even a fictional investigation by comic-page cop Dick Tracy—kept headlines and newsreels crackling for months and fixated the public.
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