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MORNING AFTER

The alarm rang at five-forty A.M. in the bedroom of Judy Dykton; she was determined to get in some final licks for the neurology exam. She switched off the fan that had been working overtime against the summer heat and heard a noise that sounded like the whimpering of an animal, but paid no attention.

She walked to the basement of the town house, took some clothes that had been drying overnight, and returned upstairs. Again she heard a sound, and this time it was more distinct, like a little child crying or calling out. She opened a blind and looked out and saw a woman standing across the street, looking up at 2319, toward the crying voice. Opening the window, Judy could now clearly hear Cora’s cry:

“Oh, my God, they are all dead!”

Cover photos of the nurses are (top, from left) Mary Ann Jordan, Nina Schmale, Patricia Matusek, Valentina Pasion, and (bottom, from left) Gloria Jean Davy, Suzanne Farris, Merlita Gargullo, and Pamela Wilkening.

“Fast-paced detective work and high drama in the courtroom combine to make The Crime of the Century a first-rate thriller.”

—James R. Thompson, governor of Illinois 1977–1991
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For Julie

—Dennis L. Breo

For Dan Ward, John Stamos, and Lou Garippo for trusting me with the prosecution.

—William J. Martin


“God, please instill in the hearts of the people the understanding of the meaning of this tragedy. I plead for a purpose, a worth in so disastrous a loss. Why this death? Its reason I do not know. But in the years to come it will show. I trust in this.”

—A poem written by Gloria Jean Davy in 1963 after the assassination of President John F. Kennedy and read at her own funeral in July 1966


INTRODUCTION

A SCREAM OF TERROR

 

The first alarm clock went off at five A.M. Corazon Amurao had been huddled under a bunk bed for two hours. Now she began to untie herself, working her hands back and forth to loosen the double knots of the bedsheet that bound her. Then she untied her ankles. Another alarm sounded. It was five-thirty.

Crawling slowly on her stomach, she emerged from her hiding place and with great effort moved under another bunk bed, from where she could peek out the open door. Nothing moved in the hallway. She stood up and began to walk to her own bedroom. She saw the body of one of her roommates lying on the bathroom floor. As she walked across her own bedroom, she stepped over the bodies of three more, covered with blood. She closed her door, fearing the killer might still be in the house.

She climbed onto her top bunk, opened the window, and screamed almost continuously for five minutes. There was no reply. Dressed in pajama shorts and top, she crawled out the window and jumped down to a ledge of the town house facing 100th Street on the far southeast side of Chicago. She stood there screaming for twenty more minutes before anyone came, a scream that shook terror into the very heart of Chicago:

“They are all dead! They are all dead! My friends are all dead. Oh, God, I’m the only one alive!”

It was July 14, 1966, and Chicago awoke on that hot and sticky morning to reports that eight young nurses had been brutally stabbed, strangled, and sexually assaulted. The killings took place as the victims were settling in for the evening in the safety of their own beds. This murder of innocents shocked the conscience of the nation. It seemed that a monster was on the loose, that a crazed killer who walked on ten-foot stilts bestrode a terrified city. Doors were locked, strangers were scrutinized, parents checked on their children.

The monster, who was flesh and blood, was little more than a mile due east of the murder scene, toward the lake, in the rough Calumet Harbor area of the Southeast Side. Richard Franklin Speck, twenty-four, a heavily pockmarked, tattooed drifter from Dallas, was sound asleep in a small upstairs room at the Shipyard Inn, a tavern-rooming house catering to seamen and steelworkers. A small black pistol was tucked under his pillow. A stale can of beer sat on his nightstand, next to a crumpled pile of dollar bills. What had started out as a twenty-five-dollar robbery had turned into a crime that will never be forgotten.

Speck had swept through the nurses’ town house like a summer tornado, and his savage murders had changed the landscape of crime. Within a few weeks, Charles Whitman would take a rifle to the top of a tower at Texas University and kill sixteen; within a few years, Charles Manson would mastermind the “helter-skelter” killings in southern California. Speck’s legacy to us is the banality of today’s mass murders and serial killings.

This is how it all began.


PART I

THE MURDERS


CHAPTER 1

The Chicago thermometer hit 98 degrees on Sunday, July 10, 1966. It was the eleventh day in the past two weeks that the heat had been 90 degrees or higher, and the city was wilting from the oppressive stickiness.

In July 1966, the median annual salary in Chicago was $8,000. Truman Capote’s best-selling story of the brutal murder of a Kansas family in their quiet farmhouse, In Cold Blood, could be bought for $5.95—in hardcover. The sporty car of the hour was the gas-guzzling Pontiac GTO designed by John DeLorean and sold for $3,000. The big stories on Sunday were the widening war in Vietnam and the growing race rift in the United States. American soldiers chased Vietcong units into Cambodia and reportedly killed 238 elite enemy troops. The Reverend Martin Luther King pinned a list of fourteen demands for racial equality on the City Hall door of Chicago mayor Richard J. Daley. The action followed a freedom rally that attracted a crowd of thirty thousand to Chicago’s Soldier Field. King warned that there would be “many more marches this summer,” and that “We’ll fill up the jails, if that’s what it takes to get black people out of the slums.”

Meanwhile, Richard Speck was spending a quiet Sunday with his brother-in-law, Eugene Thornton, and his older sister, Martha Speck Thornton. Gene Thornton was a railroad switchman who worked nights and who had once served in the U.S. Navy. Speck’s sister Martha was a registered nurse who had worked in pediatrics before her marriage. The Thorntons had two teenage daughters and lived on the northwest side of Chicago in an apartment described by neighbors as “disgustingly neat.” The Thornton home was a second-floor apartment at 3966 North Avondale, in a working-class neighborhood just west of the Kennedy Expressway and not far from Wrigley Field, home of the Chicago Cubs. The apartment was decorated with expensive furniture and Martha Thornton’s crystal collection. The small apartment was cramped, and Speck was forced to sleep on his sister’s sofa.

Speck had been living with the couple on and off since he had boarded a bus for Chicago from Dallas, four months earlier. Since then, Gene Thornton had tried to satisfy Speck’s drifting life-style by arranging for him to stay with relatives near Monmouth, Illinois, and by helping him find a commercial ship on which to sail. At six feet one inch tall and weighing 160 pounds, Speck was a muscular, outdoorsy type who had arms as hard as a baseball bat. He had slicked-back dirty blond hair, light blue eyes, and a pale, angular face with a prominent aquiline nose. Some women found him attractive, and he might have passed as moderately handsome were it not for the deep pockmarks that pitted the sides of his face, and his occasional habit of staring stupidly into space with his mouth half open. He often appeared to be in a fog.

Speck had spent the weekend moping around his sister’s house. Martha Thornton, like Speck’s four other sisters and one brother, was a religious teetotaler, and Speck was not allowed to drink in her house. Able to blend into his surroundings, Speck always conducted himself as a perfect gentleman while staying with the Thorntons. A fastidious man, he indulged his daily habit of taking several showers and going through several changes of shirts. He left the house that weekend only to get a Saturday haircut, and to shoot a few games of pool in a nearby saloon. Speck had great dexterity with his strong hands, and he tinkered with his sister’s TV set and used his carpentry skills to build her some wooden household furniture.

That Sunday another one of Speck’s sisters, Erma Speck Holeman, and her husband, Kenneth, brought their son to Chicago to enroll at the Judson Bible College in Elgin, Illinois. The Holemans visited the Thorntons for Sunday dinner, and Speck was on hand, neatly dressed in black pants and a white short-sleeved shirt. He was mild-mannered and quiet, but preferred reading comic books to engaging his family in much conversation. He read with some difficulty, since he needed reading glasses, but he was too vain to wear them. All he offered in conversation was that he had his heart set on buying a new car. He told his two older sisters that he was going to ship out to make enough money to buy a new car.

Monday morning began with a bang. At one A.M., a heavy thunderstorm with tornado-force winds lashed through the Chicago metropolitan area, slashing a wide swath from the northwest to the southeast. The winds reached eighty miles per hour in suburban McHenry and at fifty miles per hour rattled the windows of the downtown Loop skyscrapers. Savage and vicious bolts of lightning lit up the night sky. Hail the size of marbles pelted the city and several funnel clouds were sighted, though none touched down. The torrential rains pounding down on Lake Michigan created a seiche, and tidal waves reaching six feet crashed against the lakefront, which had to be closed. The temperature dropped from 82 to 71 degrees in the two hours between one and three in the morning. Then, as the storm spent its fury, the sun rose and the heat began to build toward an eventual high of 93 degrees.

The Thorntons’ hospitality and patience with Richard Speck were running out. Speck had spent most of the past two weeks with them, usually holding court on the back porch and telling tall Texas tales of how tough he was to the teenage suitors of his two nieces, Kendra and Tennessa. He kept a large hunting knife hanging in a sheath from his belt. His switchblade was always in his pocket and he often brought it out to flash the three-inch blades. Eugene Thornton, a brisk, no-nonsense man, and his bright, animated wife had seen enough of the lazy ways of their young visitor. On Monday morning, Speck was asked to toss his entire wardrobe into a tan vinyl suitcase and a small red-and-black plaid carrying grip. He had an assortment of polo and sports shirts and wash-and-wear slacks, and his sister had washed and neatly folded all his underwear shorts and T-shirts. Gene Thornton also gave Speck a black corduroy jacket. Speck left behind a souvenir of his stay: On a backyard tree, he had carved the year “1966” and his initials, “R.S.” He added a few flourishes designed to resemble the logo of a gang to which one of his teenage buddies belonged.

Promptly at eight A.M., Martha and Gene Thornton loaded up their car and drove Speck to the National Maritime Union Hall (NMU), a hiring center for merchant seamen. The union building was located at 2315 East 100th Street, about an hour’s drive from where the Thorntons lived. The hiring hall was only a few doors east of three nursing residences. Because of a dormitory-room shortage, nearby South Chicago Community Hospital had rented three small, boxlike, two-story town houses at 2311, 2315, and 2319 East 100th Street for its senior nursing students and for a few Filipino exchange nurses. The three town houses rented by the hospital were part of a row of six town houses fronting on the south side of East 100th Street. The other three were private residences, scattered between the nurses’ quarters. In the middle town house, at 2315, the hospital had placed a housemother, to whom the nurses were required to report. The easternmost town house, 2319, was directly west across Crandon Avenue from the union hall, and the comings and goings of the “ladies in white” were a common sight to the seamen.

The previous Friday, Thornton had taken Speck to the NMU to obtain a seaman’s card and to register him for a berth on a ship. For a few moments, Speck and Thornton had gotten their hopes up that Speck would be able to hire out on the Flying Spray, a cargo ship scheduled to sail to Vietnam, but the coveted berth had gone to a seaman with greater seniority. Speck was only a deckhand with temporary sailing papers. Now, Speck was back to renew his search for a job. He was embarrassed, though, to have to go into the hall carrying all his clothes in the two bags, and he pleaded with his brother-in-law to help him find a room. Thornton, however, was adamant, insisting that they try the NMU first. The two entered the building together and learned that two ships were listed on the hiring board. Thornton assured Speck that he would be able to hire out on one of them. Speck cajoled, “Well, if I don’t ship out today, I’ll just sleep on the beach.” Thornton gave Speck twenty-five dollars and left him on his own.

Alone, Speck was a gathering storm ready to break. Unknown to the Thorntons, he was on the run from police in two states. Speck was the bad apple of a good family. His father died when he was only six, and Richard spent his formative years with a hard-drinking, hell-raising stepfather whose behavior he chose to mimic. While his six older siblings put down family roots near Monmouth, Illinois, the town 215 miles southwest of Chicago where Richard Speck was born, Richard and his younger sister, Carolyn, were shuttled off to Dallas to live with his mother and her new husband. In twelve years, the nomadic family would live at ten different Dallas addresses, all of them in poor neighborhoods. Speck’s stepfather, Carl August Rudolph Lindberg, was a Swedish traveling salesman and professional drunk who had lost his left leg at the knee in an accident, and was forced to walk on crutches. His drunken tirades were in stark contrast to Speck’s mother, the religious Mary Margaret Carbaugh Speck, who did not drink and who had raised her older children not to drink. Lindberg despised young Richard, told him often that he couldn’t stand the sight of him, and refused to adopt him. Speck’s mother was largely unsuccessful in trying to shelter her youngest son from Lindberg’s drunken physical abuse.

Richard took his first drink of whiskey at thirteen after breaking into the secret liquor cabinet Lindberg kept hidden from his wife. On many occasions, he threatened to take Lindberg’s crutches “and bash his head.” Aping his hated stepfather, Richard dropped out of school at sixteen to work at various odd manual jobs. During his youth he ran with a fast crowd of older men, spending most of his time bragging, drinking, lying, and whoring. Along the way, he acquired a variety of cheap tattoos, usually drawn while he was dead drunk. During his Dallas days, he was arrested forty-one times for break-ins, burglaries, forged checks, robberies, and violence against women, spending almost two years in the penitentiary and many other nights in local jails. In the meantime, he had married at nineteen, fathered a daughter, and divorced four years later. He had been physically violent toward both his ex-wife and his ex-mother-in-law. His probation officer had once described him this way:

“When Speck is drinking, he will fight or threaten anybody—as long as he has a knife or gun. When he’s sober or unarmed, he couldn’t face down a mouse.”

Although a young man, Richard Speck was, by July 1966, a total loner who usually sought out a twilight world inhabited by older hard-drinking men and women who, like him, were aimless and ambitionless. He was mad at the world and always looking for a chance to hit back. The Thorntons’ Chicago home was a temporary sanctuary for him—a place in which the police were not yet chasing him.

In Dallas, the police were looking for Speck in connection with the burglary of a grocery store he had broken into on March 6. If caught, this would be Speck’s forty-second arrest in his adopted home state, and would send him back to prison. The warrant for his arrest had forced him to pack all his worldly belongings into the large tan suitcase and the small red-and-black bag and board a bus for Chicago. His mother and his younger sister, his only protectors, had taken him to the bus station. They would no longer be around to take care of him, give him money, and bail him out of trouble. A return to his boyhood home of Monmouth was also out of the question, since Speck was a leading suspect in both the burglary-rape of an elderly woman and the murder of a thirty-two-year-old barmaid whose body was found in an abandoned hoghouse. Both crimes had been committed in April, and Speck had slipped out of town on April 19, arriving back at the Thorntons’ Chicago home with the wildly fabricated story that a crime syndicate had forced him out of town.

Lying was a Speck specialty. He had an uncanny ability to give the events of his life a fictional twist that would keep him out of danger, and although his formal IQ tested at only 90, which is barely low-normal for an American adult, his criminal skills were much more highly developed. He had the natural gifts of animal cunning and charm. Speck’s secret weapons were his gentle eyes and soft-spoken southern drawl, a disarming combination that usually put his male rivals at ease and his female victims off guard.

When he walked into that Chicago hiring hall on July 11, 1966, Speck had a growing hatred in his heart from his dismal status in life. Broke, friendless, homeless, and jobless, he was self-conscious about his disfiguring acne and suffering from low self-esteem. A loser in the major tests of maturity—failing to complete an education, find a job, and maintain a marriage—he was now separated from his family in Texas, Monmouth, and Chicago. Worse, he despaired of ever improving his prospects.

He was also a potential killing machine, with his trademarks already written into the criminal ledgers of two states: He was an expert at breaking and entering, usually with the aid of a screwdriver or the sharp edge of a knife, and he always had one or the other with him. He had threatened women with knives before, often attempting or completing a rape, and he usually spoke gently and softly, assuring the women he meant no harm.


CHAPTER 2

Boredom ruled at the National Maritime Union, as the seamen whiled away the hours in the cavernous warehouselike building, waiting for a ship. The commercial shipping center of Chicago was only two miles east, at Calumet Harbor in Lake Michigan. In 1966, the Calumet Harbor area boasted many steel mills and shipping and ship repair docks. Times were good, and the area was a melting pot of nationalities; factory time clocks were often explained in eleven different foreign languages. The ethnic enclaves were noted for their wide-open saloons and nonstop, around-the-clock heavy drinkers. When the workers or their families needed medical care, they were usually referred to South Chicago Community Hospital, which was located one mile north of the union hall.

Richard Speck had been in this neighborhood before. In April, after his flight from Monmouth to the Thorntons, Speck had been driven by Gene Thornton to the Chicago headquarters of the U.S. Coast Guard, in the heart of the Calumet Harbor area. In order to apply, he was required to be fingerprinted on all ten fingers and to provide a two-inch-by-two-inch passport photo, which he obtained at a photography studio around the corner. In addition, Speck had supplied a statement from a physician under contract to the Coast Guard, documenting that he was physically competent to perform his shipboard duties. Once his application had been accepted, Speck was given a letter of authority allowing him to be employed as an ordinary seaman on any U.S. merchant vessel weighing one hundred tons or more and engaged in trade on the Great Lakes. His application carried the name “Richard Benjamin Speck,” his birth name, although he usually preferred to be known as Richard Franklin Speck. Both middle names came from his late father, Benjamin Franklin Speck.

Armed with the application, Speck was driven to the National Maritime Union on April 30 and found a ship right off the bat. He signed on as a deckhand with temporary papers aboard Inland Steel’s ore-carrying ship, the S.S. Clarence B. Randall. The Randall sailed the Great Lakes with a crew of thirty-three, picking up ore to return to Inland Steel in Calumet Harbor. Ports of call included stopovers in Michigan, Wisconsin, and Canada. Within four days of his enlistment, however, Speck had suffered an acute attack of appendicitis and had been taken by the Coast Guard to a hospital in Hancock, Michigan, for an emergency appendectomy. Once recovered, he had rejoined the Randall on May 20 and worked steadily until the night of June 14, when he was fired for getting into fights when drunk and for assaulting a ship’s officer. His twenty-six days of continuous employment with Inland Steel were the longest he had worked in a year. His discharge papers were short and sweet:

“Steady drinker—warned on two occasions, but continues drinking. When drunk, is looking for trouble.”

After his firing, Speck had spent a week living in a fleabag hotel in the seamy Calumet Harbor world before returning to the Thorntons. The men and women inhabiting the bars and transient rooming houses of the Calumet Harbor area in 1966 constituted a demimonde, a shadowy world in which ambition and time had little meaning. Most were blue-collar workers or unskilled laborers who slid seamlessly from flophouse to flophouse, bar to bar, drink to drink, and sexual partner to sexual partner. Usually, they were either looking for work, about to begin a new job, or freshly fired from an old job. They made just enough money to finance the next drinking bout, and in their own way they hung together. Speck felt completely at home. He took a room at the St. Elmo, named in honor of the patron saint of seamen. It was a Southeast Side version of Chicago’s fabled Skid Row flophouses. The downstairs bar, Pete’s Tap, was a dirty hillbilly dive where police were called regularly to break up fights. This joint reeked of stale beer and cloudy cigarette smoke that hung permanently in the air. It was Speck’s favorite hangout.

Now, he was back on the Southeast Side, again looking for a ship. Speck spent the morning of July 11 at the union hall playing cards with other seamen. Bored with sitting around, Speck inquired about a room for the night and was directed to Pauline’s, a rooming house located a few blocks away. It was operated exclusively for sailors by a kindly, soft-spoken Croatian. The Croatians ran many of the working-class bars, restaurants, and rooming houses in this tough shipping and steel neighborhood.

Speck visited Pauline’s twice that afternoon. The first time he was told that no room was available, but he was allowed to leave his two bags and check back later. He was also granted permission to use the washroom, where he changed from a black polo shirt to a white one. Then he adjourned to a nearby bar, the Rafter Lounge, where he told bartender Michael Gerbis that he was from Dallas and had to catch a boat at two-thirty P.M. It was already one-thirty P.M., and shortly later Speck announced, “Fuck it, I’m not going.” He continued to drink until he returned to Pauline’s at three-thirty P.M. “I got bad news for you,” Pauline told him. “There’s no vacancy. Nobody shipped.”

Speck called upon his manipulative skills. Pauline’s retarded son was in the room when she gave Speck the bad news. Ignoring what Pauline had told him, Speck engaged her in a conversation about her son. He took an empty cigarette pack and placed it in the boy’s hand. When the boy threw it, Speck picked it up and returned it to the boy. A game was in progress, and Speck was friendly and sympathetic to the retarded boy. He spoke in a low soft voice. Pauline relented and told Speck he could sleep in the enclosed front porch.

Speck promptly changed into a striped shirt and headed off to Ann’s Tavern in the neighborhood. Bartender Mary Crnkovic noticed that Speck had a knife in a leather sheath hanging from the left side of his belt. He was freshly shaven, perfectly sober, and “talked real nice.” When Speck returned to Pauline’s for the third time that afternoon, he learned that someone had now shipped out and he could have the man’s room. This inspired him to hit the Southeast Side taverns, including his old hangout, Pete’s. Drunkenly weaving his way back to the rooming house at twelve-thirty A.M., Speck waved to one of the seaman he knew on the front porch, complaining, “Damn, there’s no action and no girls around here.” Then, he went to bed.

Tuesday, July 12, was a scorcher, reaching a high of 100 degrees. On the city’s near West Side, a young black boy opened a fire hydrant to get some relief from the heat and a crowd gathered. The police soon arrived on the scene to close the hydrant and disperse the crowd. A melee ensued and ten people were hurt, including one police officer. There were twenty-four arrests. Commenting on the incident, Dr. King announced, “This is the beginning of a long, hot summer.” On the international front, Defense Secretary Robert McNamara told a press conference that he “anticipated” more U.S. air and ground forces would soon be needed in Vietnam. In Europe, Brigitte Bardot married German playboy Gunther Sachs. In Hollywood, Frank Sinatra announced that he was engaged to Mia Farrow, who was thirty years his junior. On both East and West Coasts, adventurous young women were beginning to wear the latest look—miniskirts.

In the midafternoon of July 12, Richard Speck received an assignment to report to the Sinclair Great Lakes, a ship that was arriving in East Chicago, Indiana, a thirty-minute drive from the union hall. Saying that he was broke, Speck managed to bum a ride from Bargellini, a small, kindly veteran sailor who spoke with a pronounced Italian accent. On the way, they stopped at Pauline’s, where Speck claimed his two bags. Bargellini and Speck arrived at the dock at five P.M.

Speck was unable to get the berth, however, because another seaman with more seniority had claimed the position. It turned out that the hiring hall had simply sent Speck out as a backup, in case the other man did not show up. After a meal aboard the ship, Speck was forced to leave. Sore about not getting the job, Speck was angry and disgusted. Bargellini gave Speck a ride back, part of it in the company of another seaman, George Mackey, who had just walked off the Sinclair. During the drive, Speck told Mackey, “Oh, hell, I’m going to New Orleans to ship out.” In spite of Speck’s anger, however, Mackey recalled him as “just another ordinary guy.”

After dropping Mackey off, Bargellini began driving Speck back to Pauline’s, but Speck said that he wanted to return to the union hall. Bargellini told him the hall was closed, but Speck insisted, so Bargellini dropped him off across the street from a Tastee-Freeze stand that was one block east of the hall. As Bargellini drove away at five-thirty P.M., he saw Speck cross the street toward the ice cream stand, which was frequented during summer by the student nurses from down the block.

As the disgruntled Speck walked past the union hall, he noticed some commotion in the alley behind the nurses’ town house at 2319. One of the nurses, Pamela Wilkening, was being picked up for a blind double-date, and some of her classmates had come outside to check the man out. As the nurses stood around the car, Speck had a chance to notice that one of them appeared to be wearing a yellow dress. While the nurses laughed and talked, Speck changed direction and headed east, away from the town house and in search of a gas station where he could drop his bags.

He first tried the Clark Service Station on East 100th Street, where he was refused by the manager, David Wilhelm. During the conversation, Wilhelm noticed that Speck had a tattoo on his left forearm inscribed, “Born to raise hell.” Wilhelm joked, “Born to raise hell, hey?” Speck replied, “You bet. I’ve raised plenty in my time, too.” Then, he continued walking east, carrying his two bags and a black jacket slung over one arm. He finally got permission to leave his bags at the Manor Shell Station on South Torrence. Then, he called Gene Thornton, explained his bad luck, and asked Thornton to come to the union hall the next day to use his influence to help Speck gain an assignment.

At eight-thirty that night, Speck walked into the Casino Lounge a few blocks from the gas station and ordered a breaded veal dinner. The food was slow in coming, and Speck got angry, asking the owner, Zika Djordjevic, “Who runs this place?” Djordjevic was a Serbian who spoke little English and left conversations to his wife, who was not there. “None of your business,” the Serb grunted. Speck jumped up and walked out of the restaurant, refusing to wait for the meal.

Speck didn’t have money for another room, so he returned to the area of the union hall and slept there, perhaps on a bench in Luella Park, the small grassy area directly behind the three town houses where the student nurses resided. The park was separated from the buildings only by a metal fence, a cinder alley, and a paved parking area behind each town house. Speck had a troubled sleep. He had come close to shipping out, only to be rejected at the last moment. His rage was building.

Early on the morning of July 13, Speck arrived at the Manor Shell Station to claim his two bags. Station attendant Dennis Ryan noticed that he approached from the southwest—the direction of the nurses’ town houses. Speck made some light conversation about the weather and referred to the ship he had missed. To midwesterners used to nasal twangs, Speck’s soft Texas drawl was hard to pick up, but Ryan heard him say something about a “damn ship” or an “ammunition ship.” Speck was allowed to use the station’s rest room to wash up. He doused his head in water, slicked back his short hair, shaved, and dabbed on some of the Old Spice cologne he always kept in his carrying bag. Then, he headed back to the union hall.

It was going to be another hot day, again soaring above 90 degrees. The heat would help trigger full-scale race riots on the West Side, resulting in seven policemen injured by snipers and thirty-five arrests. Relief, at least for the weather, was predicted for July 14, when a “cool front” was expected to drop temperatures into the 80’s.

Meanwhile, at eight-thirty that morning, another seaman, Sam Barger, sixty, a slender wrinkled man who walked with a limp and boasted a full head of gray hair, arrived at the hall and found Speck sitting with his two bags in front of the building, waiting for it to open. After a short conversation in which Speck again referred to his missing the ship assignment, Speck asked Barger to watch his bags while he went for a drink of water. Barger watched Speck walk the thirty feet or so southeast to the fountain in Luella Park, which was immediately behind the nurses’ town houses.

Straightening up from his sip of water, Speck was staring directly at the large picture window of the back upstairs bedroom at 2319, where four nurses slept. It was a very short walk from the fountain to the back door of the town house. Speck had been in the neighborhood for three days now, time enough to observe his prey. The nurses were brought to and from South Chicago Community Hospital, which was located only a mile away at 2320 East Ninety-third Street, by a hospital jeep. In their leisure hours, some of the nurses would sunbathe in the area directly behind the town houses, right across from Luella Park. Some would stroll east down 100th Street—past the union hall—to the corner Tastee-Freeze. Most wore shorts or light summer dresses.

Within a few minutes, Speck returned from the fountain and thanked Barger for watching his bags. When the hall opened, Speck raised hell with the union agent, William Neill, for dispatching him to a job previously assigned to another seaman. Neill recalled, “He was really pissed off, and I had to tell him to drop it.” Later that morning, Gene and Martha Thornton arrived to console Speck about his missed assignment. He sat in their car and talked for about thirty minutes, again managing to coax twenty-five dollars from Thornton by saying that he was prepared to sleep on the beach, “just in case a job didn’t show up.” The car was parked directly across the street from one of the nurses’ town houses.

After the Thorntons left, Speck inquired as to where he might find a room, and was directed this time to the Shipyard Inn, a tavern-rooming house on South Avenue N, in the same Southeast Side area as the St. Elmo. The Shipyard Inn was considerably more upscale, though, for the neighborhood. Now that he had both money and a place to go, Speck promptly announced, “Fuck it! I’m tired of waiting around for a ship.” It was only ten-thirty A.M., prime time to find a job, but Speck left the union hall and walked to a more comforting environment—Pete’s Tap in the St. Elmo.

Bartender Ray Crawford recalls that Speck spent nine dollars on drinks, but was unwilling to redeem the Benrus wristwatch he had pawned for seven dollars a few weeks earlier. Speck pretended he had a $1300 check coming from his previous ship assignment, and that as soon as he got it, he would pay for the watch. He bragged that he was fired because he’d stabbed the first mate, another lie. Crawford described Speck as being relatively sober, and as “a very neat man, a very polite man, a very soft-spoken man.”

Speck soon left Pete’s to register at the Shipyard Inn, stopping first at the establishment’s downstairs bar. Owner Agnes Budak, a bespectacled, portly, fashionably dressed Croatian, was told that the man at the bar was looking for a room and she approached Speck. Budak had the gruffness typical of a woman running an establishment catering to hard-drinking sailors and steelworkers and came quickly to the point: “By the night or the week?”

Speck replied, “I’m waiting for a ship, but I don’t know when I’ll get one. I’d better take it for a week.” Speck was wearing dark wash-and-wear slacks and a red polo shirt. Budak noticed his tattoos. On his right arm she saw he had a knife with a snake entwined around it. But she inquired about one which struck her as looking odd. It was a skull with a pilot’s helmet. “That’s my mother-in-law,” Speck joked. Beneath the skull was the word “Ebb,” Texas slang for “Fuck you!” Capable of droll humor, during a Texas arrest Speck had once given the officer the name Ebb Dangler as an alias.

Budak took Speck to the second floor and showed him room 7, which he found acceptable. The room rented for ten dollars a week, and Speck paid her on the spot, plus one dollar as a deposit for two keys. The rooming house could be entered either from 100th Street, by first walking through the bar and then climbing the stairs, or with a key through a private outside entrance on the building’s N Street side. When the transaction was completed, Budak gave Speck a receipt and he returned to the bar.

Later that afternoon, Speck returned to Pete’s Tap and struck up a conversation with Harold “Fats” Christian, a twenty-six-year-old millworker and a resident of the St. Elmo. Christian was with his girlfriend, who happened to be married to someone else. Speck walked over, put his arm around both Christian and his girlfriend, and joked, “Is this your wife or your girlfriend?” He bragged to the girl about the $1300 check he had coming and how he was blackballed from the ship because he had stabbed the first mate.

Relieved of his immediate financial worries and uninterested in finding work, Speck was back to his old tricks. Bragging, drinking, and lying sure beat hanging out at the union hall waiting for a job.


CHAPTER 3

Ella Mae Hooper was a short, skinny mother of ten who was originally from Tennessee, where she dropped out of school in the eighth grade. She looked much older than her fifty-three years. She had a wrinkled face, stringy salt-and-pepper hair, dirty fingernails, skinny legs, and a Southern accent. She was a barfly who drank anything and everything. She fit in perfectly at Pete’s Tap.

Ella Mae lived in the Calumet Harbor neighborhood with her daughter, Betty Hooper, but spent most of her nights with a man ten years her junior in a house that was an absolute mess. On July 13 she started her day by sleeping late and visiting a girlfriend, where she drank three cans of beer. She was wearing a cheap green housedress and tennis shoes, and carrying a large white imitation straw purse. After leaving her girlfriend, she took a bus to the Soko-Grad Tavern at Ninety-ninth and Ewing, which was directly across the street from Pete’s Tap and only a few blocks from the Shipyard Inn.

She had come to the Soko-Grad, another Croatian operation, to get her gun. Ella Mae had obtained the .22 caliber black Rohm pistol for sixteen dollars from a mail-order house in West Virginia. The gun was Ella Mae’s birthday gift to herself, and it was delivered to her by parcel post on March 10, 1966—her birthday. She had subsequently pawned it to Sam Petrovich, owner of the Soko-Grad, and now, she told Sam, she wanted it back.

Sam offered to buy the gun for fifteen dollars, but Hooper replied, “I better take it. I might need it sometime.” Paying him off, she put the pistol, which had six live cartridges in its clip, into her large straw bag and walked across the street to Pete’s Tap. Several regulars were at Pete’s, including Richard Speck, who was a total stranger to Ella Mae. She played the jukebox and had four or five beers at Pete’s.

Mrs. Hooper was a habitué of the many taverns that adorned the commercial strip on the Southeast Side. After two or three hours at Pete’s, she departed for the Ewing Tap and some more drinks. Next, she began walking east on 100th Street in the direction of the Shipyard Inn.

Suddenly, Speck, who had been following her from bar to bar, walked up behind her and asked, “Where are you going?” When she didn’t reply, he added, “When I talk, I want answers.”

Hooper did not respond and started to walk faster. Speck pursued, saying, “Let’s go somewhere and have a drink. Let’s go to the Shipyard Inn and have a drink.”

“No, I want to go home.”

“What if I force you to have a drink?”

“Nobody forces me to have a drink. If I want one, I just take one.”

By now, the middle-aged woman and the pursuing young man had reached 100th Street and Avenue L, a short distance from Speck’s room at the Shipyard Inn. Speck walked directly behind her and threatened, “You are going to the Shipyard Inn to have a drink. I have a knife stuck in your back. You don’t see anybody around, do you? I could stab you right here and nobody would know who did it. Do what I tell you and I won’t hurt you. All I want to do is ask you some questions.”

The weather had turned cloudy, prelude to a sudden brief thunderstorm that would cool the night air. Speck repeatedly told Hooper that he would not hurt her if she did what he told her, “He must have said this twenty-five times,” she would later tell investigators.

At one point, Speck asked, “Where do you think I’m taking you, somewhere to rape you?” He answered his own question: “I’m not going to rape you. If I can make you go to bed, I’m going to give you twenty dollars.”

Hooper told Speck that she had ten or twelve dollars in her purse and he was welcome to have it. Speck haughtily answered, “I don’t want your money. I have a check for thirteen hundred in my pocket.” Speck took her to the side door of the Shipyard Inn, which he opened with his key, and had her walk up one flight of stairs to his room on the second floor. He opened the door to room 7 and told her to put her purse down. She put the purse on the dresser and sat on the bed.

Speck flipped open the tabs of two cans of beer and handed one to her over his shoulder. As they sipped their beers, Speck conducted a strange interrogation. He spoke with a Southern accent in a very slow and calm manner. He began by asking if she had an apartment, if she had kids, inquiring:

“Do you like young men?”

“I got nothing against young men.”

“Would you like to live with a young man?”

“I hadn’t thought of that.”

“If I was to tell you to pull your clothes off and get in bed, would you?”

“Yes.”

“If I let you out of here, would you tell anybody about this?”

“No.”

“I’m a sailor and I make lots of money. If you want an apartment, I’ll get you one. I’ll give you two hundred dollars tonight, if you meet me up at Peck’s to get you an apartment.”

Ella Mae said she didn’t know Peck’s.

“Yes, you do. You go in there and drink all the time. That is the tavern before you came out of the last one.”

“That’s Pete’s.”

“Well, Pete’s, whatever it is, there’s where you better meet me if you want to live.”

With that, Speck ordered Hooper to take off her clothes and get into bed. There followed a minute or two of automatic sexual intercourse. Speck had not touched her at any point before she got into bed.

Afterwards, Speck suddenly jumped out of bed, pulled up his pants, and ordered, “Get your clothes on.” A bag was sitting on the dresser and Speck handed it to Hooper, saying, “Take this bag with you and do what I say and you won’t get hurt.” She took the bag. As they were climbing down the stairs, Speck said, “If you ever tell this, I’ll kill you and your kids, if it takes me a hundred years.

“When we get outside the door, you just turn left. I’m going the other way. I want to go cash this thirteen-hundred-dollar check and go to a nine-thirty union meeting. You’re going to meet me later tonight at Peck’s and I’m going to give you two hundred dollars. Don’t forget, if you don’t meet me there at Peck’s, you’re in trouble. I don’t like no woman to lie to me.”

When they hit the sidewalk, Speck turned right, crossed the street, and walked into Kay’s Pilot House, a restaurant-lounge. For Speck, it was time for a hamburger and a beer. When Hooper arrived at her daughter’s home, she opened the paper bag and found three unopened cans of Hamms beer. She opened her purse to get the gun and put it in her basement. There was no gun.


CHAPTER 4

July was a happy time for the young student nurses. They were only weeks away from graduating and taking wing from the cramped and disciplined lives they had had to live for the past three years. There were thirty members in the South Chicago Community Nursing Class of 1966, and half were living in the town houses across from the seaman’s hall. They offered more freedom than the hospital’s nursing dormitories, but not much more.

The hospital’s director of nursing education was Josephine Chan, a Filipino who ran the nursing program like military boot camp. Her “girls” were required to follow a strict code of conduct, and many referred to it as “living in a convent.” Students were subject to a long list of rules and demerits, and violations brought various restrictions, including expulsion. For example, improper conduct or dress in the library brought five demerits; failure to keep rooms neat, three; use of the laundry washer on days other than designated, two. Any student who accumulated more than eight demerits in one month was required to appear before a judiciary board, which would mete out “a penalty to suit the misdemeanor.” Minor penalties ranged from “written composition on designated subject” to grounding to the residence except for work duty. A barrage of memos reminded town house students that lights were out at one A.M., that no phone calls were allowed after one A.M., and that “dishes must be washed, dried, and put away one hour after meals.” Town house Rule #1 was, “Students must not allow anyone into the town houses without the housemother being there.” Rule #2 was, “All students in residence at the town house must take the jeep leaving at six-thirty A.M. If unable to take the six-thirty A.M. jeep, you must then plan on your own transportation.” The typical work day was seven A.M. until three-thirty P.M. Still, seniors enjoyed additional privileges, including late leaves until twelve-thirty A.M. and overnights when not assigned to duty the following morning.

On July 13, 1966, there were five student nurses assigned to the easternmost town house, number 2319: Gloria Davy, Suzanne Farris, Patricia Matusek, Nina Schmale, and Pamela Wilkening. Also living there were three Filipino exchange nurses: Corazon Amurao, Merlita Gargullo, and Valentina Pasion. The eight young women lived in crowded dormlike surroundings, sleeping on bunk beds in the three upstairs bedrooms.

The three Filipinos were in Chicago as part of a program to recruit Filipino nurses to enter the U.S. as exchange visitors for up to two years. The program allowed the nurses both to improve their skills by learning American medical methodology and technology and to live in faraway and romantic places—like Chicago. For American hospitals, the program helped meet a shortage of nurses. South Chicago Community Hospital had an agent in Manila who recruited the three Filipinos living in 2319, and three other nurses. On May 1, 1966, the excited group of young women left Manila for Chicago. It was an eight-thousand-mile journey, but the psychological distance was even greater. When the Filipino nurses arrived at Chicago’s O’Hare Airport, a bus from the hospital was waiting to take them directly to the town houses. For the next three months, that ride on the expressway was to be almost all they would see of Chicago and its cultural attractions. Their time was spent working on the surgical floor at the hospital and living in the town houses, where their time was spent writing long letters back home, cooking Filipino food, and doing laundry.

There was very little kinship between the Filipino nurses and the American nursing students. There was no friction, but there was no closeness, either. The American students were bonded by their three years of school together and their common interests; they wanted little to do with the clannish and homesick Filipinos. By July, the Filipinos had lived in the townhouse for only ten weeks. They had displaced some of the American nurses’ friends, and were thought of as “spies” for Josephine Chan, the Filipino who was director of nursing for the hospital. The Filipinos stuck together, usually shopping at the nearby Grocerland to buy food to prepare their favorite home-cooked spicy dishes at the town house, while the Americans usually ate out or ordered chicken or pizza. Finally, the Filipinos were working nurses and were paid a living salary, while the Americans were still students and scraping by on nickels and dimes.

Among the Americans, Gloria Davy, Suzanne Farris, and Nina Schmale were part of the seniors’ “in-group.” Gloria and Suzanne both sported slender good looks, and their forceful and independent personalities had marked them from the start as student leaders. The sophisticated and well-dressed Nina was probably the most popular of the town house students. Stocky Pat Matusek and heavyset Pamela Wilkening were both earnest students who were dedicated to careers in nursing and who were well liked by their classmates.

All the Americans except Pamela were planning to marry in the near future. Suzanne Farris, in fact, had set aside Wednesday night, July 13, to go over her wedding plans with Mary Ann Jordan, another senior nursing student and sister of Suzanne’s fiancé, Phil Jordan. Mary Ann, who lived at home with her parents, was the other charter member of the 1966 in-group, and Suzanne had arranged for her to spend the night at 2319, where three other residents—Gloria, Nina, and Pat—were all scheduled to be members of the Farris-Jordan wedding party.

Valentina Pasion, twenty-four, came from the tiny Philippine rural town of Jones City, 150 miles north of Manila. She was one of six children born to a schoolteacher and his wife, and the family was so poor that she had to wait two years to enter college while her older brother finished his education. Although shy and reserved, she had two admirers in Manila, a doctor and a dentist, and she wrote often to both. Once, she had sent the dentist a recording by American singer Jerry Vale, who was a favorite of theirs, and was teased for it by her friends in America. In response she joked, “It will be my first and last gift to him.”

The Filipino nurses were paid $350 a month, and Pasion regularly sent more than half her salary back home. Her letters, too, often focused on money. “If I send you money, you will be able to fix the house,” she wrote in one. She rarely complained, but once wrote to her younger sister, “Sometimes I can’t help but shed tears. You know it’s really hard to be a thousand miles from home.” Another time she reported: “The weather is really terrible … but work is easier than in the Philippines … only the patients here are as big as water buffalo.”

Merlita Gargullo, twenty-three, grew up on Mindoro Island, the oldest of nine children in a very poor family. Like Valentina, she was shy and reserved, but she had a beautiful voice and loved to sing and dance. She had taught her Filipino friends how to do the latest American dance crazes, the hully-gully and the jerk. She wrote home about how she was being treated at the hospital: “I receive such remarks as ‘You’re so pretty’ … and whenever I meet male patients, the first thing he’ll ask is, ‘Do you have a boyfriend?’ Well, I can’t answer at once and if I didn’t answer, he’ll say, ‘Do you want me to fix you up?’ … One of the nurses here told me that it means he is going to look for somebody for me.” Merlita, however, had boyfriends in the Philippines and was quite homesick. She had recently enjoyed a Fourth of July ceremony in Chicago and written home, “Well, it was a fine, dizzy, exciting, and wonderful weekend, but I still believe that there is no place like home.”

Corazon Amurao, twenty-three, grew up in the tiny agricultural village of Durangao, a rough, rural area fifty miles south of Manila. She was one of eight children born to Ignacio and Macario Amurao, a superstitious and unsophisticated couple. Ignacio ran a small clothing store, but the family was dirt poor. Cora grew up as a bright, hardworking girl who enjoyed the simple pleasures. She was fun-loving, open, and a deeply religious Roman Catholic. Like Merlita and Valentina, her native language was Tagalog, a high-pitched and singsong Filipino dialect, but she and the others had studied English since the first grade and so spoke and understood it.

Pamela Wilkening, twenty, was known as “Willie” to her friends. She loved small children and fast cars. She often baby-sat for a woman next door to the town house and became very attached to the little girl, even attempting to teach her how to play the piano. Because she was so fond of her older brother Jack, she often followed him to his road races and watched him compete in the Porsche and Lotus racing cars he owned. Around her wrist, she wore a bracelet with an automobile racing insignia, a gift from Jack. She had once told a friend, “I want to be a nurse more than anything in the world.” She joined all class activities and tended to blend in with her classmates. She was the class representative to the Student Nurse Association of Illinois, and had helped select the class motto (from a Robert Frost poem), “And miles to go before I sleep….”

Gloria Davy, twenty-two, was the class golden girl. Gloria had always been a leader with an independent turn of mind. In high school in Dyer, Indiana, she had been “Sweetheart of the Future Farmers of America.” She had also been head of the cheerleading squad, written a column on teenagers for the local paper, and volunteered to work as a nurse’s aide in Our Lady of Mercy Hospital. Before enrolling as a nursing student, she had attended Northern Illinois University in DeKalb. She was president of the Student Nurses Association of Illinois for 1965–66, and was considering joining the Peace Corps. A perfectionist, she would resew buttons that were slightly out of line on her blouses and jackets, and she looked forward to graduating and being able to custom-tailor her nursing uniforms. The ones provided by the hospital were always slightly off, in her opinion. In her free time, Gloria liked to study philosophy and write poetry.

Suzanne Farris, twenty-one, was especially fond of children, and had planned a career in pediatric nursing. She was high-spirited and liked Irish jokes and spontaneous pranks. She often said about herself, “Suzie is Suzie—and she’s always Irish!” That past winter, she and two of the others at 2319 had put on some old bridesmaids’ dresses they had saved, and for no particular reason had a sizeable “coming-out” party in the town house. This consisted of strapping on roller skates, putting classical music on the stereo, turning it up full blast, rolling up the rugs, and skating throughout the whole house. The production was such a noisy success that the girls were grounded for a week.

Although she lived at home, Mary Ann Jordan, twenty-one, was in on most of the fun and pranks played by her close friends, Suzanne Farris, and Pat McCarthy, who lived at 2311. She was a talented mimic and loved music and rock ’n roll. She was very athletic, not especially preoccupied with boys, and spent much of her free time with her youngest brother, who was retarded. The two often visited her friends at the town houses on 100th Street.

Nina Schmale, twenty-three, was very devout. Noting that her Catholic friends all wore religious medals, she had one made stating, “I am a Lutheran.” She came from a prominent family in Wheaton, Illinois, and had studied chemistry at Elmhurst College before enrolling as a nurse. Her brother was a physician, currently completing a residency in pathology. She wanted to be a psychiatric nurse and hoped to work with children. During her free hours, she was inseparable from Peter McNamee, her boyfriend of seven years and the man she was engaged to marry. Nina was the nurse who, in the words of classmate Judy Dykton, “seemed to really have her act together. She was very mature and poised.” She was also the girl whose memory brought the greatest delight to her classmates. One recalled, “She had a real dragged-out voice … It was just like she was sitting on a swing.” The other nurses all admired Nina’s relaxed bedside manner while giving patients baths. “She could toss wet washcloths across the patients into distant basins without ever spilling a drop,” a nurse said in wonder. Another recalled, “She loved pets and once ended up with twenty-three seahorses because one of the pair of males she had bought turned out to be pregnant.” A third recalled, “One day she came to me and asked for a mop. I asked her what for and she said, ‘I had this glass, see. I threw it in my drawer. I forgot it had water in it!’ ” Before entering nursing school, Schmale had done volunteer work in a county home for the aged. After entering school, she continued to make regular calls on her elderly friends. When she visited, they would show her photos cut from magazines of beautiful girls they thought looked just like her.

Pat Matusek, twenty, was ecstatic when she returned to the town house that Wednesday after a visit home. The Matusek family was very close knit. Her younger sister, Betty Jo, suffered from scoliosis and her father, Joe Matusek, ran a neighborhood saloon, with the family living in an upstairs apartment. Her father had driven her back to the town house. Pat had just been accepted at Children’s Memorial Hospital in Chicago and had become engaged to a male nurse, Robert Hinkle. They had spent that previous Sunday making wedding plans and going out to see the movie Doctor Zhivago. The couple liked to go to concerts and to swim together. Pat Matusek was a champion swimmer. She liked to do things her own way, and had decided to have her engagement diamond put into a special setting that was patterned after her grandmother’s. Her thick, shiny hair was a special source of pride, and she brushed it every night with great care and precision.

July 13 was a typical day at 2319. Pamela, Pat, and Valentina had taken the day off. Corazon, Gloria, Suzanne, Merlita, and Nina had all taken the six-thirty jeep to begin their eight-hour work days. After their work was over, they took the hospital jeep back to 2319, arriving at about four P.M. Pam and Pat were out enjoying their day off, and the other American girls soon also left to do their own things. Cora and Merlita found Valentina already hard at work in the kitchen, whipping up her pancit, a Philippine dish of noodles, pork, and vegetables. Because the American nurses were not as neat, the three Filipinos had bought their own set of glasses and were planning to buy their own pots and pans as well.

At four-thirty, the Filipino girls sat down for their home-cooked meal. After dinner, the three went upstairs for a nap. Cora and Merlita were best friends and bunked in the northeast bedroom, with Cora sleeping on the top bed. Valentina slept in the large back bedroom. At about six, the three awakened and pursued their usual activities. Valentina watched TV in the living room; Merlita sat down at one of the living room desks, writing letters home; and Cora washed her nursing uniforms by hand in the upstairs bathroom. It was eight P.M. before Cora had finished washing her clothes and hanging them to dry in the basement. Then, she got her own paper and pen and joined Merlita at the writing desks.

As Merlita and Cora wrote their letters home for hour after hour, some of the American girls drifted back to the town house. Suzanne and Mary Ann stopped in the living room for about five minutes, dressed in Bermuda shorts. Mary Ann had her parents’ car and the two were soon off for a prearranged meeting with Pat McCarthy, their nursing friend from 2311. Gloria Davy, too, had taken a late leave. She was out on a date.

At about ten-thirty, Cora locked the front door and went upstairs; Merlita had preceded her by five minutes. The hallway light was on and Cora glanced inside the big bedroom, noting that Valentina, Pamela, and Pat were all lying on their beds. The bedroom light was off. The door to the northwest bedroom was slightly open, but Cora did not look inside. Nina and Suzanne slept in this bedroom and there was an extra bunk for Mary Ann. Returning to her own bedroom, Cora found Merlita lying on the bottom bunk, dressed in white pajama shorts and top. Cora locked the bedroom door and was about to turn off the bright overhead light when Merlita asked her to wait. She wanted to say her prayers first. Cora climbed into the top bunk and closed her eyes. Moments later, she drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 5

Richard Speck arrived at the downstairs bar of the Shipyard Inn at eight-thirty P.M., wearing black slacks and a red polo shirt. Taverns like the Shipyard Inn and Kay’s Pilot House across the street catered to the nearby factories and shipyards. In 1966, times were good, the factories worked three shifts, and the bars were usually crowded with hungry and thirsty customers.

The Shipyard Inn had three booths against the wall, with a pool table in the center of the room. A game was in progress. Patrick Walsh, a twenty-six-year-old construction laborer, had arrived at the bar accompanied by his brother, Jim, and U.S. Army Sergeant Richard Oliva, who was on leave from Vietnam. The Walsh family lived in the neighborhood. Patrick Walsh, a solidly built Irishman with slicked-back black hair, was a streetwise kid from the Southeast Side. He had broken his ankle three weeks before on a construction job and had a walking cast up to the knee on his right leg. This cast kept him from playing pool, but he sat at the large end booth and watched as Oliva, Jim Walsh, and his other brother, Michael, shot a round of pool.

While waiting for his shot in the game, Sergeant Oliva, an intent, muscular man with olive skin, noticed Speck enter the tavern. Speck went right to the bar and ordered a Jim Beam and Coke; moments later, Oliva’s attention was distracted when he heard something fall to the floor with a large thud. He turned and saw Speck bend over to pick up a black switchblade. Speck took “his good sweet time” in doing this, slowly putting the knife back in his left-hand pants pocket.

Speck took his drink to the bar’s middle booth, settled in, and looked over the crowd. Shortly afterwards, he strutted over to play the jukebox, and lifted up his polo shirt, which was hanging outside his black slacks. Oliva noticed that Speck was wearing a six-inch-long hunting knife inside a scabbard on the left side of his belt. Speck glanced slowly at the pool table and, in Oliva’s opinion, was “showing” him the knife. Speck then dropped his red shirt down over his belt, played some rock ’n roll, and returned to his booth, where he continued to menacingly stare out at the scene.

When the Walsh brothers and Oliva concluded their game, Speck started up a game with Michael Compateso, a welder for the American Shipbuilding Company, which was located across the street. Compateso was on his twenty-minute break, and agreed to play. Speck concentrated on his shots, knew how to bank the ball, and won the game, despite the fact that Compateso was an experienced pool player and played often on the Shipyard Inn table. Speck then returned to his booth and continued to nurse his drink.

Moments later, Patrick Walsh looked up from his end booth and noticed that Speck was staring intently at him. This went on for several minutes, prompting Walsh to ask, “Do I know you from somewhere, or do you know me?” Speck said nothing, but continued to stare. Walsh propped himself up in the booth for a better look, and as he did, he saw Speck reach into his waistband and pull out a gun. Speck held the gun beneath the table of his booth and clicked the trigger.

Walsh swung his casted leg out of the booth, stood up, walked over to Speck, and looked at the gun, which was a black .22 caliber revolver. “What’s the matter with you?” Walsh asked him.

“Nothing. I didn’t know your leg was broken.”

“You should watch who you pull a gun on, or some people might sneak up behind you.”

Speck put the gun away. He asked Walsh how he had broken his leg, and Walsh replied that he had fallen off a scaffold at work. The two men then talked about construction jobs and construction unions. Speck offered to buy Walsh a drink, but he declined. Speck persisted, “I wish you would have a beer. I am sorry for pulling out the gun. I didn’t know your leg was broken.” Walsh declined again, and left to call his fiancée so that she could come and pick him up. He also asked his fiancée’s brother, to come along and keep an eye “on this guy who pulled a twenty-two on me.”

Walsh then went to tell his army buddy, “Rich, that goofball pulled a gun on me!”

“You want me to get him?” Oliva asked. “If you want, I will get him with the pool stick.”

Walsh decided that since they were there to have a good time, there was no sense in starting trouble. He told Oliva, “Forget it! The guy seems like he’s OK.” Walsh rejoined Speck at the booth and told him that he was a fool for pulling out a gun in a place like the Shipyard Inn. “I have never seen you around here before,” Walsh told Speck, “and you probably don’t know what kind of a neighborhood you’re in. Some of these people play rough, and you should really watch what you’re doing.”

Speck replied, “I got to watch out for myself.”

A few minutes later, Walsh met his fiancée at the door, took her to the middle booth, and introduced her to Speck. She was a slender woman with flaming red hair. She and Walsh sat across from Speck in the booth and talked for about thirty minutes. As they talked, her brother sat at the bar to keep an eye on things. Speck told the couple that he had been on a barge, had an attack of appendicitis, and that the U.S. Coast Guard had taken him by helicopter to a hospital. He also talked about his divorce, and his ex-wife and child back in Dallas. Speck told Walsh he reminded him of a gang leader he had known back in Dallas.

As they talked, Speck took out his billfold to find the photos of his ex-wife and daughter and his seaman’s card. As he did so, he spilled the second Jim Beam and Coke he had ordered. The fussy Speck cleaned up the mess and promptly ordered a new drink. He also insisted on buying a beer for Walsh, explaining, “Let me buy you one. I want to show you that I am sorry about pulling the gun.” Walsh relented and allowed Speck to buy the beer. As the conversation continued, Speck referred to his ex-wife as a “son of a bitch. I am sorry I used that word, but that is what she is,” he said, turning to apologize to Walsh’s girlfriend.

Her brother came over to visit the booth while they were talking and brought with him a small puppy belonging to another patron. He showed the dog to his sister and Speck commented, “That’s a nice-looking pup.” Walsh later described Speck as “Not intoxicated and not acting goofy, except for pulling the gun, which was stupid. Spilling the drink had to be an accident, because he was not drunk or even high. He just kind of looked lonely, sitting there all by himself.” His fiancée agreed that Speck was neither drunk nor high. She considered him “harmless.”

At nine-fifty P.M., the young couple stood up to leave and join her brother outside at his waiting car. Speck accompanied them to the front door, where he was introduced by Walsh to Oliva. Walsh told Oliva, “Rich, I want you to meet Rich, Rich Speck. He’s a good friend of mine.” Walsh was amused by the fact that both men were named Rich. Speck shook Oliva’s hand. He then patted Walsh’s back and shook his hand, saying, “I’m sorry again about pulling the gun.” Walsh replied, “Well, OK, take it easy.”

A few minutes later, Speck managed to pick up a quick game of pool with Michael Walsh, Patrick’s brother and a mechanic at American Shipbuilding. Speck won the game by sinking five balls in a row and running the table. “He played with such skill that he did not seem the least bit intoxicated,” Walsh recalled.

Having practiced his signature characteristics of first demonstrating superior weaponry and then engaging in drink buying, handshaking and friendship seeking, Speck decided to try to further impress people by creating tales of his fictional exploits. Shortly after ten P.M., three employees from American Shipbuilding dropped in for their break, just as Speck was running the pool table on Michael Walsh. Speck struck up a conversation with the three strangers, explaining that he had just returned from Vietnam on a freighter carrying high explosives.

In great detail, Speck then wove a story about how he had been in a tough bar in Vietnam while carrying two .45’s—one in a holster and one in his belt. Trouble developed, Speck claimed, when one man showed up with a can of gas and another one with a torch. Speck said that he feared that he would be incinerated, but U.S. Army personnel intervened to get him safely out of the bar. He concluded with a smile, “Next time, I want to be stationed somewhere peaceful—like Hawaii.” Speck also told the three shipyard workers that on the way back from Vietnam, his freighter stopped at an island—“possibly Cuba”—and he had “a great time.” Laughing and smiling, Speck said that girls were available for three dollars a night.

When the three coworkers left at ten-twenty P.M., Speck was standing at the bar, grinning widely, with one foot resting on the bottom rung of a barstool. Armed with Ella Mae Hooper’s .22 caliber pistol and his own hunting knife and pocket knife, and lubricated with enough alcohol to be able to talk glibly to strangers, Speck was now ready for his night’s work. He left the bar and returned briefly to his upstairs room. He grabbed his black corduroy jacket to cover the tattoos on his arms. He left behind the hunting knife, which was bulky and visible, and kept the gun and switchblade on his body. There was no public transportation heading west on 100th Street to cross the Calumet River Bridge and cover the one and a half miles from the Shipyard Inn to the nurses’ town house at 2319 East 100th Street, and Speck did not want a cabdriver as a witness to his destination. It would take Speck, dressed all in black, only thirty minutes to walk from his dumpy room to the back door of the nurses’ town house.


CHAPTER 6

The nurses’ town houses were in an area of Chicago formally known as Jeffery Manor, a middle-class, white-collar community where almost half of all residents were children under eighteen. Although this quiet area was little more than a mile from the rough-and-tumble of the Calumet Harbor shipyards, it was a world away. The middle-class executives who worked in the South Chicago industrial complex of shipping and steel lived in Jeffery Manor. The neighborhood had a distinctly sedate middle-class texture, and the annual family income was a distinctly 1966 middle-class average of $8000. Most of the homes were neat single-family bungalows, and residents described the neighborhood as “the kind of place you can walk day or night … bicycle thefts are a bigger problem than muggings.” Nevertheless, on all three town houses rented by the hospital, both the front and back doors were double-locked, with either a lock and chain or a deadbolt. The hospital’s manual advised that the doors always be kept locked.

The six town houses fronting on 100th Street were flanked at both ends by three town houses built back from the street at a perpendicular angle to the others. In the middle of this horseshoe of boxy, buff-colored town houses was Luella Park, which was illuminated only by a few streetlights.

The town house at 2319 was very isolated. Behind it was an alley and the dark, empty expanse of Luella Park. The town house to the immediate west, 2317, shared a common brick wall, and on July 13, as the nurses knew, its residents were away on vacation. The common solid-brick walls between houses muffled noises, and the nurses living at 2315 were not likely to hear anything going on in 2319, nor were the other nearest neighbors around the corner on the southeast. At the front of the house was 100th Street, and across it was an elementary school and schoolyard that took up the entire block. On July 13, it was completely empty. To the immediate east was the empty union hall.

It was now about eleven P.M. While the nurses in 2319 slept, the ones in 2315 were hard at work. Sitting at the kitchen table just inside the back door were seven student nurses studying for final exams. The housemother, Mrs. Laura Bisone, a woman in her midfifties, was in the living room watching TV. She had just returned from a game of pinochle with neighbors who lived in the town house right around the corner from 2319, and she was now staying up to log in the girls who had taken late leaves. The nurses were required to report in to her to prove that they had returned by the required twelve-thirty A.M.


CHAPTER 7

As Merlita Gargullo prayed, and the nurses in 2315 studied at the kitchen table, Speck made his move. Springing from the shadows, he walked quickly across the soft cinders of the alley to the back door of 2319. Using the blade of his knife, he pried open the back window, slid the screen aside, and reached inside to unlock the door.

Moments later, Corazon Amurao was awakened by four knocks on her door, “done in a normal manner.” The ceiling light was still on. A clock on the dresser showed the time to be eleven P.M. Cora unlocked the bedroom door and started to open it, only to have the intruder push the door open. Amurao, at five feet two inches and 98 pounds, was face to face with Richard Speck, six feet one inch and 160 pounds. He was standing in the center of the doorway and was illuminated by the bedroom light. Cora stared at him for a few moments and saw that he was dressed in black from shoulder to shoes. His short sandy hair was combed straight back, and his face was deeply pockmarked. She also saw that in his right hand, he held a small black gun. Cora lowered her head, turning away from it. It was the first time the young nurse had ever seen a gun.

Speck asked, “Where are your companions?” Then he grabbed her forearm. Her roommate got out of bed, and at gunpoint, Cora and Merlita were walked down the corridor to the large bedroom at the rear of the floor. The nurses jokingly referred to the large back bedroom as the “ward” and to the two front bedrooms as the “semiprivates.” The gunman turned on the light and found three women sleeping. In the meantime, Cora, Merlita, and an awakened Valentina Pasion rushed into a large walk-in closet off the bedroom’s west wall. For five minutes, the three frightened Filipinos, all dressed in white shorts and tops, held the door tightly closed.

Soon, there was a knock on the closet door, and a female voice said, “Come out of the closet. He is not going to harm you.” The three Filipino nurses emerged to find that Speck had turned on the light and awakened Pamela Wilkening and Pat Matusek. Cora also saw Nina Schmale for the first time. Speck had his left arm around Pamela’s waist and with his right was pointing the gun at Pat and Nina. He turned off the bedroom light, and the only illumination in the room came from the lights in Luella Park through a gap in the bedroom drapes. Pamela was dressed in white shorts and a blue-and-white pajama top. Pat was in panties and a yellow nightgown. Nina’s nightgown was brightly colored and sheer.

Speck motioned with the gun for the women to sit on the floor in front of the twin dressers under the large window looking out over Luella Park. They were told to sit facing him, with their backs to the window, pressed up against the dressers. Pamela was seated immediately to Speck’s left. Seated next to her in a row were Nina, Valentina, Pat, Cora, and Merlita. Speck was standing, leaning against the double bunk just inside and to the right of the door. This bunk belonged to Pat, who slept on the top, and Pamela, who slept on the bottom. Next to it near the west wall was another double bunk, where Gloria slept on the top. On the south wall was a third double bunk, where Valentina slept on the bottom. Nina had been sleeping in the other “semiprivate” bedroom before the noise had awakened her.

As Speck made the nurses sit down in the upstairs bedroom, Suzanne Farris entered the town house from the back. She, Mary Ann Jordan, and Pat McCarthy had just driven Mary Ann’s car into the paved parking area immediately behind 2319. Suzanne walked quickly to the kitchen house phone and called 2315 to check in. One of the studying nurses took the call and logged Suzanne in before curfew, prompting Mrs. Bisone, who was still in the living room watching TV, to complain, “If I’m in the house, she should check in with me.” Suzanne quickly walked back out of 2319 to meet her two friends.

Upstairs, Speck was not aware of Suzanne’s brief appearance. He heard nothing, due to the commotion he had created. Now, one of the American girls asked him, “What do you want?” Speck answered, “I want some money. I’m going to New Orleans.” Cora had read about New Orleans in her history classes back in the Philippines, but this was the first time she had actually heard the city mentioned.

Speck sat facing the women, his back to the door and his face to the window. His legs were stretched out along the sliding closet that lined the east wall. The women were now in a sort of semicircle sitting around him. It looked a little like a powwow of Indians. Speck talked softly with a Southern drawl. His eyes looked “gentle,” Cora thought.

“How did you come in?” one of the Americans asked. Speck answered, “Through the door.” Pamela volunteered, “We are going to give you some money.” Speck did not say anything, but he motioned with the gun, as if he did not want anyone to make a move. But he continued to talk to the women, and one of the American nurses giggled at something he said in his soft, soothing voice. Speck was smiling, always smiling. Another of the American nurses spoke up, saying, “We are going to give you some money.”

Then, Speck asked each of the six, “How much do you have?” The women answered: “I have five dollars.” “I have four dollars.” “I have two dollars.” Cora said, “I have ten dollars.” Pat said, “It’s on my bed,” pointing to the upper bunk just inside the bedroom door. She stood up, took some money from her purse, and handed it to Speck who remained seated, the gun pointed at her. He took the money with his left hand and stuffed it in his pocket. Pat sat back down in the same position.

Pamela asked, “Can I stand up to get my purse?” She stood up, got the money, and handed it to Speck, who remained seated, his eyes and gun trained on her until she sat down again. This procedure was repeated for Valentina. Then Nina asked if she could get her purse. Speck asked, “Where is your purse?” Nina replied, pointing toward the door, “It’s on my bed.” Suddenly, Speck stood up and walked to the bedroom door, which was slightly open. He looked down the corridor, turned around, and told all the women to stand up.

At gunpoint, Speck marched the six in single file the few steps required to reach Nina’s bunk. A sign on her bulletin board proclaimed, “Sleep well tonight … your National Guard is awake!” Speck took Nina’s money. Then, he marched the six nurses back down the hall and ordered them to sit in the same positions. Speck counted them by waving and clicking his gun: “One, two, three, four, five, six.”

Pamela, at five feet six inches and 160 pounds, was solidly built. Pat, at five feet six inches and 155 pounds, was a stocky, strong girl who kept in shape with swimming. Nina, at five feet seven inches, 130 pounds, was frailer than the other two Americans. Each of the Filipino nurses was petite, standing roughly five feet and weighing about 100 pounds. Now, the six nurses, three American and three Filipino, sat facing Richard Speck, wondering what he would do next.

It was eleven forty P.M., and Gloria Davy was sitting in a car outside the town house. She had just returned from a date with her fiancé, Robert Stern. Gloria was a tall, slender, dark-haired beauty and an outspoken leader. Bob, thirty-one, was an athletic, clean-cut young man who was vice president of a Chicago distillery company. They had just finished a dinner in Stern’s apartment on South Shore Drive, celebrating both their engagement and the recent discharge of Stern’s mother from the hospital. Mrs. Stern had been there too, and the trio had celebrated with champagne and steaks. Now, the couple was sitting in the car and listening to the music of Jay Andres’s popular Music ’til Dawn show on WBBM, when their favorite song, “You’ll Never Walk Alone,” came on the air. The young lovers sang along with the lyrics:

When you walk through a storm,

Hold your head up high,

And don’t be afraid of the dark.

At the end of the storm,

There’s a golden sky

And a sweet silver song of a lark.

Walk on through the wind,

Walk on through the rain,

Though your dreams be tossed and blown,

Walk on, walk on, with hope in your heart,

And you’ll never walk alone.

As the lyrics died away the couple kissed, and Bob waited in the car while Gloria walked to the front door. When she had unlocked the door, waved good-bye, and entered the town house, Bob drove away.

Upstairs, Speck was still seated on the floor, eyeing his six hostages, when he heard a female voice. Gloria was calling Mrs. Bisone, the housemother, to check in. Then, slightly tipsy from the champagne, she began climbing the stairs. After hearing the voice, Speck walked back and forth on tiptoe from the bedroom door to the window looking out over Luella Park. As he heard Gloria begin to climb the stairs, he moved to the door, holding the knob. When Gloria put her hand on the knob, Speck opened the door for her. Surprised, she screamed in a low voice. Speck thrust the gun against her body and ordered her to sit down between Pamela and Nina. She became the seventh young woman in the bedroom.

Speck asked, “Do you have any money?” Gloria answered, “Yes, I have two dollars,” adding, “Do you need coins? It might help you.” Speck said, “No, I just want bills.” Then, for five minutes or so, Speck talked in a very low voice to the American nurses. “Don’t be afraid,” he said. “I’m not going to kill you.” As he reassured them, Speck again sat on the floor and casually smoked a cigarette. As he smiled and joked with the American girls, Cora, incredulous, was too frightened to pick up the banter.

Suddenly, Speck stood up and took the bed sheet off Pat’s top bunk and began to slice it into long strips with his knife. It was the first time the women saw his black switchblade, and Cora noticed the shiny reflection of the three-inch blade. By now, the nurses were completely paralyzed by fear.

It took Speck only about five minutes to slice the bed sheet into three-foot strips, placing each ribbon around his neck. While he did this, he put the gun on the top bunk, within his reach. Then he squatted in front of Pamela Wilkening, who was seated closest to him, and began tying her ankles with the bed sheet. He tied the knots very tightly, first tying a strip of sheet completely around one ankle, knotting it once, and then looping the ends around the other ankle and knotting it twice. He then politely asked her to turn around and face the window, so he could tie her wrists. Placing her hands together behind her back, with the palms facing outward, he tied a strip of sheet completely around both wrists, knotted it once, and then looped it over one wrist and knotted it twice. He told her to turn around and face him, which she was barely able to do.

Speck needed only a minute or two to tie Pamela into a position of total helplessness. As he tied her, he kept his gun on the floor closely within reach. Then, still in a squatting position, he moved with a crablike crawl over to Gloria Davy and began tying her in a similar manner, the gun kept on the floor beside him.

“Why are you doing this?” Gloria asked. “We are student nurses.” Speck smiled again, replying, “Oh, you are a student nurse.” Since, after being tied up, Gloria was unable to obey Speck’s command to turn away from the window and face him, he picked her up and placed her on Pamela’s bottom bunk.

Speck was now on automatic pilot and he moved methodically from woman to woman, ritualistically tying each into helplessness. Several times, he promised, “Don’t be afraid. I’m not going to kill you.”

While he was tying Pat Matusek’s ankles, the doorbell rang downstairs. Speck motioned for Cora and Merlita, the only two not yet bound, to stand up. At gunpoint, he followed the two tiny nurses down the stairs, walking on tiptoe.


CHAPTER 8

It was now midnight. Merlita went down the stairs first, followed by Cora, Speck’s gun stuck in the small of her back. When they reached the front door, Speck pressed the gun harder into Cora’s back and ordered her to open the door. She did, staring out at the emptiness of 100th Street. “There’s no one here,” she told Speck. Satisfied, he marched the two women back up the fourteen stairs.

The bell had been rung by Tammy Sioukoff, who was standing at the back door. Tammy, who lived next door in 2315, had worked the night shift and had just been driven home in the hospital jeep. As was her custom, she had been talking on the town house pay telephone with her boyfriend when she suddenly got hungry and decided to make a sandwich. Finding that there was no bread at 2315, she had put her boyfriend on hold and scooted out her back door to the back door of 2319, only a few steps away. Each town house had one downstairs house phone and one pay telephone for outside calls; the hospital had vetoed the nurses’ request for upstairs phones.

Tammy peered through the back door and saw only that the living room was faintly lit by the night light of a hospital lamp and that a slight draft was rustling the living room drapes. She heard some footsteps on the second floor, but since she was in a hurry to resume her call and since no one had responded to her buzzing, she decided to scoot west on the alley to the back door of 2311. There was no bread in 2311, either, she was told. Tammy returned empty-handed to 2315, which was still a beehive of activity among the late-night students.

Meanwhile, Speck was back at work. He quickly finished tying Pat Matusek, and finally Cora and Merlita. When Speck tied Cora, she smelled alcohol on his breath. As he tied Merlita, Speck asked, “Do you know karate?” She did not reply. Before and after the buzzing by Tammy, Speck had frequently tiptoed to the bedroom window and peered outside through the drapes. As he talked to the nurses, he constantly clicked the gun, revolving the cylinder from chamber to chamber.

As Speck continued his routine, a car drove slowly into the alley behind 2319. Another senior nursing student, Kathy Emmons, who lived at 2311, was returning from a date in time to beat the twelve-thirty curfew. She had asked her boyfriend to drive slowly past the back of 2319 to see if anybody was up. Earlier that day, Kathy had borrowed a typewriter from Nina Schmale to type her boyfriend’s term paper. The typewriter was in the car and she wanted to return it. Ironically, Kathy’s boyfriend was a target shooter and had taught her how to handle a pistol. He had also persuaded her to carry one for protection. In her purse, Kathy was carrying a loaded Derringer, and she had the temperament to fire it if threatened. However, since all appeared dark and still in 2319, the two continued driving on down the alley to 2311.

It was now twelve-fifteen A.M., and in the upstairs bedroom of 2319 all seven women were tightly bound. Speck had the run of the house. He stood up and walked over to Pamela Wilkening. He untied her ankles, grabbed her forearm, pulled her to her feet, put the gun in the small of her back so she would not scream, and walked her out of the room. The door to the south bedroom was left only slightly open. Several strips of bed sheet were still wrapped around Speck’s neck, as he walked Pamela down the hall to the northeast bedroom.

After one minute, Pamela could be heard to say, “Ah.” It was like a sigh. Nothing was heard after this. Speck stuffed a wad of white cloth into her mouth and secured it in place with two strips of bed sheet. One was wrapped around her face and tied in a double knot at the back of her neck, the other wrapped around her neck and tied in a double knot over her mouth. Then, Speck spreadeagled her on the bedroom floor. Intent on rape, he ripped off the retaining strap on her sanitary napkin belt.

As Speck hovered over the prostrate body of Pamela, a debate was going on among five of the nurses in the back bedroom. The sixth, Gloria Davy, had fallen asleep. The Filipino nurses wanted to fight for their honor, to scream or to push a lamp out the back window or to do something. Cora had been raised in a rough rural hamlet where the natives carried the balisong, or “long knives,” and she knew a criminal when she saw one. Speck, she thought, was up to no good and she urged her fellow hostages to fight.

Unfortunately, the lack of closeness between the Americans and the Filipinos got in the way of any joint action. The Americans overruled the Filipinos and called for calm. The American nursing students had all taken classes in “psych,” and, in their minds, this situation was a little like handling an unruly patient in the emergency room. Unable to agree on a plan of action, the nurses remained silent.

There was a lot of talk going on at 2311, the westernmost of the three nurses’ dorms. In an upstairs bedroom, Suzanne Bridgett Farris and Mary Ann Jordan had been talking for about an hour with Pat McCarthy, who lived in the room. The three were fast friends, and, flush with the prospects of their coming graduation and Suzanne’s marriage to Mary Ann’s brother, Phil, they were in high spirits. Although Mary Ann lived at home with her parents, she had decided to spend this evening with Suzanne to look through wedding books and talk about the upcoming wedding. Earlier that evening, Suzanne and Mary Ann had picked up Pat McCarthy, who had been at home on a sick day, and the three had driven to a nearby Burger King for hamburgers and Cokes.

At eleven-ten P.M., Jordan had parked the car at the rear of 2315, only ten minutes after Speck had entered. Suzanne had momentarily entered 2319 to call the housemother, then rejoined the others. Pat McCarthy had returned from home with an armload of books and packages and some clothes on hangers, and Suzanne and Mary Ann helped their friend carry her stuff inside 2311. The three had settled down for a long talk.

Shortly before the twelve-thirty curfew, Suzanne and Mary Ann asked McCarthy to sneak out and join them for the night at 2319. Feeling tired, McCarthy decided to stay where she was. Before the three said their good-byes, Suzanne walked into the adjacent bedroom to find some aspirin on the nightstand of Kathy Emmons. At exactly this moment, Kathy returned from her date and was irked to find Suzanne in her bedroom. “Sorry,” Suzanne explained, “I have a splitting headache.”

So did Kathy, it turned out. She had just thrown an engagement ring back in the face of her boyfriend after a sudden argument the couple had while sitting in his car in the parking lot behind 2311. The boyfriend had angrily peeled rubber pulling away from the alley. Now, Kathy was in no mood for pleasantries with her fellow nurses.

Shortly afterwards, Suzanne and Mary Ann decided it was time to go. Before leaving, they chatted a while with four other student nurses who were still studying at the kitchen table. Moments later, the girls in 2315 looked out the window and saw their two classmates heading down the alley. Since Mary Ann was not supposed to be spending the night, she and Suzanne were anxious to avoid seeing the housemother, and they crouched low as they whizzed by the window of 2315, making faces and waving happily at their friends. They looked like twins, Suzanne dressed in bright floral-patterned Bermuda shorts and a solid halter top, and Mary Ann just the reverse. The tall, thin, dark-haired Suzanne was a “clotheshorse,” and one of the brightest girls in the class. The auburn-haired, fresh-faced Mary Ann was the all-American girl and a talented softball and volleyball player. She was looking forward to staying in Suzanne’s room, because she knew that Nina Schmale kept an air-conditioning unit there, the only one in any of the dorms. At twelve-thirty, they entered 2319.


CHAPTER 9

Suzanne and Mary Ann rushed up the stairs, where, through the open door of the northeast bedroom, they saw a gagged and spread-eagled Pamela Wilkening and a startled Richard Speck, the strips of bed sheet still around his neck.

The pair tried to run, but Speck blocked off a retreat down the stairs. The two then burst into the back bedroom, with Speck in hot pursuit. The gun was still in his hand. The other six nurses sat tightly bound. “You two come here,” Speck said. Neither moved. Speck called in a louder voice, “You two come here.”

At gunpoint, he herded the pair out of the south bedroom, closing the door behind him. He forced them to walk down the corridor to the northeast bedroom where Pamela was still lying, gagged and helpless.

The Irish girls fought, and the women in the back bedroom suddenly heard a yell, as if Suzanne and Mary Ann were resisting. Speck reacted violently. Lashing out powerfully with his switchblade, he killed them quickly and brutally. He stabbed Suzanne eighteen times, eleven in the front of her chest, seven in the back. Then, he took a white nurse’s stocking and strangled her. He smashed Mary Ann’s left eye with his knife, which he then plunged into her chest three times. Speck could take a while longer with Pamela, since she was helpless and gagged, and, with precision, he stabbed the prostrate victim in the heart. Within minutes, Speck had snuffed out the lives of three young nurses.

He took a light woolen blanket from the bed and tossed it over the faces and upper bodies of Suzanne and Pamela. Mary Ann was left uncovered, lying on her back, her face oozing blood. In her right hand, she clutched a strip of bed sheet. Speck closed the bedroom door and, moments later, the remaining six helpless women heard water run in the bathroom.

The cunning Speck was acting with calculated care. His next victim would see neither the blood on his hands nor the bloody condition of the friend who had preceded her. He returned to the large bedroom and pointed the gun menacingly at the remaining six. The engine of destruction was gathering momentum and there was nothing to stop Speck from continuing his repetitive, ritualistic killings. Now, he was also eliminating witnesses.

Speck walked over to Nina Schmale, untied her ankles, and led her at gunpoint from the room. He took her to the front, northwest bedroom, where she, Suzanne, and Mary Ann had expected to spend the night. After about one minute, she said, “Ah,” just like Pamela.

It was now too late for the other nurses to do anything but try to hide, and all except Gloria Davy managed to change their positions on the bedroom floor. Gloria’s blood-alcohol was at 111 milligrams, only slightly below the then-defined legal intoxication limit of 150, and she had fallen sound asleep on Pamela’s bunk. The others, flopping about like beached fish, desperately struggled to find shelter.

Pat Matusek, a stocky woman, crawled between the two bunks on the north wall of the bedroom, lying on her stomach, facing the window. Valentina Pasion and Merlita Gargullo, both very small, fought their way to the west wall, on the far side of the bunk where Gloria normally slept. They were flat on their stomachs, facing the picture window overlooking a quiet Luella Park.
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