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never did he want anything--you know, j= usually they want money
Fo éet out of.jail-—and then they tell you--you know, they want
something. That guy didn't ask for a thing. There are others--
we got a big murder that the papers will be playing for days--
headlines with all the developments--and crime stories used to
be the big stories of course, then. And people 'd walk in the
office and say, '"Well, your work is over, I did it, I want to
tell you about %m it." A man would come in, he'd look sensible,
and you'd have to take them someplace, a hotel room, you know,
run down everything he told you, because you couldn't afford
just to slough it off, and you'd find eventually after you'd
worked very hard on the things w he was kak telling ymm= you,

he didn't know a damn thing more about it than you did or that
had been in the newspaper. This was kke common. The bigger

the headlines, the more apt we were to get a convinving--it

was rarely a woman. It was almost always a man. Now I suppose
a psychologist or psychiatrist couldhave mamy theories regarding

this type behavior. And I suppose alsothat it varies with the



Q
¥’
0

O

Reel 6, Side 1
Page ¥ 3§

different people who do it--you know, their motive. But if they
want attention, they sure as hell get it, because we always took
them seriously, unless they were just obviously off, but they

one that I remember were convincing, seemed intelligent, and

were just doing the thing that they would explain to you that

they were doing this because they thought it was the duty of a
good citizen to do it. And the man in Chicago--I didn't want

him locked up, particularly, but @ just had to get his finger-
prints, to have him checked, to see who he was and what this was
all abouit/ So he did one night accept my invitation for a bottle
of beer, wkex we were on North Clerk Street, I think. We went in
kind of a beat-up bar and ordered a bottle of beer; or I ordered

a bottle of beer for him, I guess. And he drank it. I thought,
"well, I'll--" My plan was to get the bottle, get the bottle to
the police and kawwmxkhmm get the prints off of it and seewhat they
cotild go do with them. Resorting to getting him arrested. See what

they could do with the prints. Because the chances are, kmx you can
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drink a bottle of beer out of the bottle and ymmxzan lese- enough
prints to be identified. But he kept moving his hands when he'd
pick up the bottle so that any print that he would leave would be
completed smudged--oblitdrated. He'd never touch the bottle where
he would leave a print. And this, I think was not accidentdl--

I think this was by desigﬁ. 1 think he was determined not to
leave fingerprints anyplace. [There was always a completely
uniformed policeman assigned to.the Detroit Times to keep the
alley clear for the circulation trucks and to keep order around
thé building and the one I remember who was there the longest--

as ammmks a matter of fact, he was there when I first got there--
was a man we'll call Mike. And he didn't really have much of a
distinguished record in the police department, and this was sort
of a safe place,I guess, they thought, to put him. Well, theoretically,
they outlined what his duties were there, with traffic, and keep
order, but he was very hard to find, because he'd usually be @n

a blind pig in the neighborhood. He had--during the week he drank
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on the house--in other words, he wouldn't pgy for his drinks--
and on Sunday, however, he'd get all dressed up in civilian
clothes--he'd be in unform all wekk--in civilian clothes and
come down to the same blind pig and spend money all day long,
buyging drinks for other people and drinking himself. I don't
understand this way of line, but that was his way. Now he

only --in all the time I knew him, many years--he tried to
make one arrest--he wasn't very successful. He was chasing
someone he thought was a thief down Times Square, and he
started to shoot at this guy, fired a couple of shots, he didn't
hit him, but he did hit a girl on the third floor of the Book
Building across the street who kw was a stenographer sitting in
her office typing. And one of the bullets aimed at the man
running in the streeF hit her in the arm. Yeah--I mean this

is about the kind £ of cop he was. One day I had an attorney
call me--there had been a murder in Detroit--and this attorney

was a friend of mine--he kax said, "Ray, I've got New
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he was the man accused of the murder--and he said, "I'm going

ﬁo turn him in, I thought maybe you'd like the story.¥--Do

you want to take him in?¥ And then I'll show up later." And

I said, "Well, sure--at least I'll know that nobody else has

it that way, and I'll get the story." So I had met the two

of them--the axx man accused of the murder got in my car.

His picture had been on the front page of the paper seveal

days and I wanted to tell my office that development--that

I was on my way, because it was getting kind of late in the

day--and I had written the whole story in the past tense--

and it was being held and typed--so we could come right out

as soon as we got to police headquarters. So I went in the
them

office to tell kim that, also to take another reporter with

me who could get on the phone assoon as we got to headquarters,

and when I drove up-- had been quick on the *=g telephone,

because there wasn't a phone there--when we got up to the side

of the Times there wasn't a place to park, but Jake happened to

be out--Mike--pardon me--Mike happened to be out there. And I
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said, "Look, Mike, come here, I'm going to triple park. Here watch
this car and don't let anybody tow it away, or come near it,
police or anybody else." So Mike for the 15 minutes or so I
was out there stood guard over the most wanted man in Detroit
and never, never, knew until the day of his death that he was
standing over the most wanted man in Detroit, he thought this
was some freind of mine. And afterwards, I didn't have the
heart to tell him--well, if I had, I don't think he wouldv'e
understodd it anyway.

This is September 4, 1981. Réy, there is a further story

that has some connection with the Detroiter--also known as

the LaSalle Hotel.
Yes, I know, it got a big play in the newspapers at the time,
and I covered it and recall quite a big about it. A man named

Carter Dickinson, who was New York attorney from a top law
ﬂyuxﬁkbﬂ
firm was in Detroit to settle an estate. The Yalke estate, it

was a very big one. And he was having dinner at this then--Book

cadillac Hotel where he was staying, and at the next table were
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three girls and a man. They got acquainted in the dini@ng room.

Now, the girls had--questionable backgrounds, to put it mildly,

and so the man --they joined parties and took Mr. Dické&nson for

a ride around Detroit, to show him the scenery. When they got to
Rouge Park, Schweizer, who was the man with the three girls pulled
out a gun to hold him up. Now it developed i n the trial that the
girls were not surprised by this holdup, they rather expected that;
but what they didn't expect --none of them--was that Schweizer then
killed the man in cold blood and left his body =zmstx in Rouge Park.

It was found, and the detectives went to work on it right away, and
they didn't have to work too eerribly kast hard, because these people
were pretty bad--you know, pretty incompetent thieves and murderers--
they left clues all over the city. They --many people had seen
Dickinson and them ating together--say them together in Eown, and
the three girls and Schweizer lived at the Detroiter Hotel. Right
after the murder, they all four of them hurried back to the Detroiter
Hotel and in the middle of the night--checked out. And told the room
clerk they had to leave town. So the mother--by this time they were

identified--the police had no --not too much trouble identifying all
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four of them; their having been with Dickinson, and therefore
being the prime suspects. They =mmkExsE&-the mother of two of
the girls, they were sisters--lived in Detroit--and the police
intercepted a telegram from the sisters sent from Ft. Wayne
Tndiana to the mother, assuring her #&hat they were all right
and they'd be in touch with her again very soon. The Detroit
police then had the Ft. Wayne police arrest them because the
girls even gave their Ft. Wayne address in the telegram. And
arrested all of them. They were brought back to Detroit, and
theie trial was in Recorder's Court and it was one of those
wild ones because the girls were screaming throughout the trial
that --they were scared to death, they were overcome by their
emotions, they didn't think that they should be tried for
murder, because they didn't understand that the death caused
in the connection of a felony is murder in Michigan; they were
found guilty quickly. The only question in anybody;s mind was

of course--I think the jury felt a little sorry for the girls

because while it wasn't past them, according to testimony, to
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agree to the robbery, certainly murder was something they
didi't consider and would not condone. But they were all
sentenced to life in prison, and Schweiﬁzer was sentenced
first and he yelled and fainted when the sentence was

passed; these two sisters were then called forward to the
bench, sentenced to life in prison; they both screamed and
fainted, and the next girl was called up, sentenced to life
and she screamedand uttered what I k%kx think was one of the
most classic lines ever heard in a courtroom. The judge pro-
nounced the life sentence, and she said, "I'll never live to
serve it." I haven't figured that one out yet. But --
Further point of information, Ray--wasn't the victim, Mr.
Dickginson, the nephew of the--

--0f the United States Supreme Court Justice, yes.

The girl who said she'd never live to serve her life sentence
didn't have to serve it--live until she died--because she, as
well as the other girls, were given new trials after they were

in the House of Correct on for about five years. and they were free.
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And the man served an awful lot of time. He might still be in

Y
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prison, I haven't checked. But I éouﬁdrthe last time I was up
at Jackson Prison, so he served a lot of time.

It appears that he might live to serve it--

He might live to serve it, yeah! He might live to serve it.
Ray, let's talk about the Tony Sabbatoris case.

Well, Tony Sabbatoris was a bank robber who with a partner
stuck up a bank in Midland, Michigan, the summer of 1936.
Question mark. To be verified. And while bhhe holdup was in
progress, a dentist whth offices on the second floor of a
building immediately across the street from the bank knew
something --knew something was going on--took his deer rifle
and stationed himself in the window and when the bank bandits
came out shooting, he shot and killed Sabbatoris' partner.
Sabbatoris was confused--as to where the bullets were coming
from--and saw the sun reflect on the visor of a bankguard--

the cap visor of a bank guard--shot and killed the bankguard--
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Sabbatoris thought he was the one who killed his partner--

add then Sabbatoris got in the car and drove it himself, but
was cuaght before he got out of town by some local police, so
the whole job was bubgled. He, incidentally, was slightly
wounded--Sabbatoris. It was a federal case--the bank Wad
federal insurance. It was a federal case, of course, the

bank being under Federal jurisdiction--so he was--Sabbatoris
was tried for murder in Bay City, Michigan, where a Federal
judge from Detroit often held court. In this case it was
Arthur J. Tuttle--the late Arthur J. Tuttle--and Sabbatoris

had no defense to speak of. He was quickly found guilty of
murder on Federal property by tje jury and this makes the

death penalty pcs sible because of the Federaljurisdiction,

even though the State of Michigan kk does not have capital
punishment and no one had been executed since 19--or before,
rather, 124 years. Sabbatoris was kept during the trial and
the night after the verdict came in in a jail in Saginaw, which
is a town near Bay City...like 12 miles away, because it's a newer

jail and is considered much more secure. So I --I don't know, but
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many of us--all of us--reporters from Detroit--had the same
hynch--one that his sentence was going to be death. Becuase
knowing Judge Tuttle, we felt that he wanted that on his
record, he wanted to km hang somebody before he retired as

everything
judge-- done =mykkiwg but hang em before, and

he never had the law to invoke capital punishment until this
case., Then-- by doing everything up to that, I mean We was
always going up to the limit on sentences--despite any
circumstances at all; it was invariably the limit. A man
stole a ham, for instance, from a railroad car, during the
depth of the depression, to feed his starving family, and
he was caught and Tuttle sent him to Federal prison for oh,
some ungodly numberof years. This man was not a thiéf,
naturally, he gust stole out of desperation to feed his
family. No previous record--at any rate, he --we also
felt that Sabbatoris would try to kill himself. So I--

3 Carde
talked with George STewart--some newspaper people who were

friends--practiced--did practice, do practice now--a thing

they call syndicaténg. That is, one protects the other.
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You can't be two or three places at once; you might have two
or three people and you have an agreement that if anything
happens, you'll let the others know. So I said to Stark,
"Look, I'll go to Saginaw" (George Stark of the News).

mand make a connection with the jail and if he tries to

commit suicide tonight, I'll call you. You in the meantime
keep in touch with the judge and all the attorneys, both
Federal and Defense attorneys who were staying at his hotel

in Saginaw, in case anything happens--

...Bay City.

T beg pardon, Bay City. And Lawrence McCracken was covering
for the Free Press. He had gotten his work done early, so
when a derdict came in, he just had to phone in a lead, because
it was late at night, and for the first time during the whole
trial, which lasted about three weeks, he was drinking that
night, and drinking pretty good. So, you know, he was through
work, khmmghxkexkmewx no reason why he shouldn't--except his

liver--and I went to bed quite late--and just got in bed when
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two things happened; I heard a siren and my telephone rang,
almost at the same time. Thsx I answered the phone--it was
the jail, telling me that Sabbatoris had cut his throat and
wrists with a razor blade he found in his cell. It seems
there's always a razor blade in the cell, in every jail in
the world. And that they were taking him to the hospital‘
and the siren I heard was the ambulance. So'I called Stark
and toldhim and told him I was going to the hospital right
away and told him also to tell McCracken. Now it was too
late for McCracken to do anything With the story because
the Free Presc was @}l through printing for that night;

but I wanted him to know it anyway, so he wouldn't be
embarrassed by his office having to tell him the next

day. I went to the hospital, saw that Sabbhtoris was

in pretty bad shape, but there was alchance for him to
live. ‘And they took him to surgery fight away. George
Stark came down and I said, --I told him what the situation

was and said, "Where's McCracken?'" And he said, "That son
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of a bitch, he's been banging on my door all evening, I was
going to write my story--and then I called him and told him
what happened-—Sabbanris tried to commit suicide, and he

said, '""Get outta hére, I ;tarted that rumor" and went back

to sleep, so I can't get him up. He wouldn't believe it.

He had been running around drunk, telling everybody earlier
that Sabbatoris had killed himself, and that was before the
verdict, but Sabbatoris then was xkam taken very good care

of, and lived. It seems that the government %= was getermined
to get the best possible medical attention so Judge Tuttle
wouldn't be disappointed. And he wasn't; they took him--
Sabbatoris--out to Milan, a Federal prison, near Detroit,

some miles from Detroit--Ann Arbor, really--and kept him there
and built--to cheer him up daily--built the scaffqld a few feet
from his cell window--so be could watch the progress. The date
was--the sentecne had been passed; he was to bé hanged on a
certain date at daylight, and hell nor high water couldn‘t

get in the way of it. And didn't. You want this story? Knock
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this off and then go on the hanging later?

All right.

Because that--Judge Tuttle, of course, didn't seem to be
satiated with this one hanging which did take place. Later

he sentenced another man who during WWII--who was found guilty
of harboring an escaped Nazi flier. Escpaed from a prison camp

in Canada. Sentencing him to be hanged; and I wasn't here at

)

" Negede T
the time that--I covered the sentencing, and Gowerner Roosevelt

later commuted that sentence. And the first fianging seemed to
whet Tuttle's appetite, and they tell me that he sort of went

all to opieces when Roosevelt took his decisive act in saving

the guy's life, and he didn't live too long after that--

Course, I suppose he took the philosophy, his ﬁhilosophy was,
what the hell do expect from a Democrat like Roosevelt, anyway.
He's--you know, a Communist and a Nazi, and all--he was that kind
of a man, he was a fine, fair-minded man I always remember with

great admiration.
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We might mention that that case involved Mack Steffan.

Yeah, FEé%?Steffan was a man he sentenced to be hanged
because he helpéd'this Nazi flier. Steffan was a boob-
he_had a little restaurant on East Jefferson Avenue, and
befofe and at the beginning of WWII he had Bund meetings

in his--in the back room of his restaurant, and of course
everybody in Detroit knew about it, and looked at him more

as a clown than anything else; he really didn't accomplish
anything --didn't help the flier to any degree. He took him--
when the guy got to Detroit he 1ookedvhim up--because he wag
the most prominent Nazi in town, I guess --and he took the
flier for a meal and then to a whorehouse, and then after

a couple of drinks, and then the FBI grabbed him. So--but

it was a hanging offence. Judge Tuttle wasn't going to over-
look it.

We got enough to finish it.

Judge Tuttle's infallibility was somewhat limited, except in his

own appraisal of himself. One day he was--sentenced--ag man for
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representing himself as a Federal office--he'd been found guklty
by a jury--and , well some people thought --couldn't differentiate
between a jury finding him guilty and Tuttle finding him guilty--
because Tuttle usually to ok over the case; anyway, a well-

knw defense lawyer who had defended this man apep appeared with
him and the lawyer, the late P;Jl ML Alley, was very well-dressed,
in a white suit in the summertime, and obviously tailor-made,

and obviously expensive clothes. And Judge Tuttle took great
umbrage at it,because he thought he mistook Alley for the
defendant. And he got him up to the rail, and bawled him out

for daring to come to court with those expensive clothes,

that he'd purchased with money obviously stolen, and he

ripped Alley up and down the back, thinking he was the

defendant. Halley didn't say anything until Judge Tuttle

passed sentence. And the sentence was the limit. T don't

remember now Wow many years one can get for thatt, but whatever

it was, he got it; there was ges great regreat on the part of

1t
Tuttle because k= couldn't be more. But then, Halley said,
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"A mistake has‘been made. I'm the attorney for the defendant,
who is this man standing here.'" And Tuttle did get a little
fuffled; he adjourned the sentencing for a week or so; and
when they came back for the sentence, he sentenced the proper
person. But it was about half of what the original sentence
had been. Obviously, he wanted to get rid of that one fast
and didn't want appeal and various things to happen to bring
this aip again.

end of tape
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This is Reel 7, September 19, 1971.

. MK: Ray, do you have a further episode on the life of Harry Fleisher?
Well, yes. A}S
RG: Episodes, really. There are many connected with k=&, uh, life; he UL
Al
gorqd ™

was very adept at ducking the police when the police wanted him/ I

50 }’)Le.
remember that duting the Lindbergh baby kidnapping skme of the geniuses
in the eaktt who were working on the case --and actually, anlot of the
police who were involved in that were very incompetent-- I saw them in

<oty

action; hut they had heard something about the Detroit Purple Gang that
made Harry Fleisher a suspect in the kidnapping of the Lindbergh baby
because those of us who knew him, and his associates knew that they
just weren't capable of doing anything like that; it never entered
their minds, they wouldn't kidnap anyone, let alone a child--a baby.
However, he made himself very scarce at that time--he wasn't around;
just to save himself the trouble of being arrested, I suppose, and

questioned. But another time he was being sought because the Supreme

Court had upheld his conviction in the holdup of this Aiiiizfrat Club-

e qQAAALc/ééVI_

c—\/1

a gambling place in Pontiac--and we talked about b WS fen

a long time in prison. And whether he got advance word on what the Supreme

‘ Court was going to do or not, I don't know. But when the police whnt

to pick him up, he was gone. And he stayed gone for a long time,
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while they werd looking for him. It developed that he was arrested

L
during that time by the Cincinnati police. He was living in
Cincinnati--and taken to the police station. He was arrested
on a traffic violation, but taken to the police station, and
before they could do mulf¢ about his fingerprints, he talked to
them real earnestly, and convﬂgﬁbd them hhat he was a long-time
resident of Cincinnati, that his wife was going to have a baby
any minute, and he had to be released to get home to her so he
could take her to the hospital because she was in very delicate
_. condition. So the police released him and he didn't know what they
hhd had, because fliers had gone all over the country about him
because he was a fugitive, the FBI was looking for him; everybody was;
(»/ml/b(f L
so theyﬂPut him in Jackson Prison. The Cihncinnati police released him; L
I don't think that they drove him home, but they practdcally did
everything else because they felt so sorry for a man whox was so
upset because his wife was going to have a baby--I don't think Harry
was married even at that time--he was living alone in Cincinnati, at
least. I had to go to--I wrote quite a bit about that in the Times--

and kiddingxmz, the Cincinnati police in a way that made them look

kind of bad--well, they did look bad in the thing, they didn't check
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the guy out. So right after that while the story--the ink was
almost dry on the paper--I had to go to Cincinnati on a murder
story and deal with the police; and I walked in--I wasn't the
most welcome person in that police station because they'd been
reading the stories I'd been writing about them. However-- it
didn't take long to get along with them--they're a good bunch of
fellows down there, and we all laughed about it, really. Fleisher
was picked up later and served his time. He --I think that's the only--
his arrest in Cincinnati was in '49 and he was With in Cincinnati--

D~

he was living alone--it later developed that he was with Johnnie
Gotch(?) who was ## known as J.J. Johnny, and was one of the best

of

with a reputation, at least, &@sa being one of the most competent

and
burglars that Betroit ever produced--that says a lot. Gotch made a

Sl

specialty of finding out--in those years there wasﬂa lot of hot money

Oﬂ-szl @c%(/t/

around; people were cheating on their income tax and would keep e=##h

in their saloons or night clubs or blind pigs or gwdbling establishments--
&

their homes--amd they might be legitimate people--you know, so-called

1egitim(ate, except for the income tax--professional people) doctors,

lawyers, whatever. And he made it a practice to find out about thase

people and burglarize and their places, and of course, they were very
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reluctant to report it. But a lot of us knew some of the scores
he made in those burglaries. And they were 50, 60 thousand dollars.
'3
And Johnny would spend it about as fast as he would get it; so he
had to keep working; he met a sudden and tragic ending. He was
burglarizing one place on a Sunday afternoon and something he didn't
know--the man who had the hidden money in his house--this was the
i
house he was burglarizing--heard him trying to getﬂthrough the
front door and shot him to death with a shotgun. This was in the
an
very early’SO's and this ended a quite interesting career of Johnny
N
Gotch. There was a colony of these fellows who were convicted and
they stayed by themselves pretty well in Jackson; I used toffsee
them when I'd go up there--Mike Sellik--they were all convicted in
the Pontiac Aristocrat Club thing--if it ever was robbed--I was sad,
2l
maybe I've said it beforg, but it was said that to me it Wasnridiculous,
because Harry Fleisher, with his reputation, could have held that place
@ up by telephone--in other words, he could've called them up--the Aristo-
caat €lub, and told them to bring their money down to Detroit, and

they would have because he was pretty generally feated. He was a

pretty tough guy. He --but up at préson, there was Fleisher and Max
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lam--he wasn't found for quite awhile, and then he was found dn a
burglary in New York, in one of the big hotels; he wags arrested
and sent back to Detroit. Pete Mahoney was a Detroit gambler;
and a gambler only--he certainly was not a hold-up man. TI--many of
us were very skeptical of the evidence of conviction of thse people--
but they nevertheless served the time. They probably rationalized

the state crimes
that they owedAthat much time for other gximm= anyway. So when I
seen them at Jackson they didn't seem to be doing very hard time;
they seemed to be getting along well and were kind of the inmate
bosses up there. Did I put down about--?
ot

Strange Uoice: Mike--didn't he work in the greenhouses there # Jackson

me7?
when he went to visit?

RG: You're thinking of Pete Mahoney.

Py,
MK’ SV: Wheee was Fleisher? Didn't I see him in the kitchen there?

RG: Yes. Fleisher's previous prison term was in a Federal penitentiary
where he served most of five years for coonunterfeiting. That was
just about --in the mid-'30's. TLet's see--how the hell could that

gMQL’

have been the thirties?

% 146(0\
MK: We were talking, Ray, about the Jeamme Gillespie murder--the

WA
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spelling is Jo Ann Gillespie.

Uh, yes--this was an 18-year-old girl who lived on Fisher Avenue

on the East Side of Detroit--and on the night of January 2, 1953,

she and a girl friend had gone to the DeLuxe Motion Picture Theater

on Kercheval near Hamilton--no, pardon me, pardon me. She--the girl,
after the movie, the girls had went their separate ways, and arranged
to telephone each other when they arrived home to report that they'd
gotten home safely. JoAnn never got home. Someplace on Fisher Avenue
<~ a man jumped from the bushes, dragged her befween the houses and
choked her and beat her over the head and apparently atéempted to rape
her but didn't get very far beyond disarranging some of her clothes
when a couple people in the neighborhood heard the commotion and turned
their lights on and he ran. The girl, however, was dead from the

blow on the head wikk which was believed to be a heavy limb from the
tree which had fallen down. Now, hundreds of people were quest ioned

in connection with this murder which shook Detroit, really. And i%was

5“%§here

played very big in the newspapers. Xk wasn't a clue--the%—in those days

the police used to just round up people, bring them in, hold them for
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investigation, question them, put them on the polygraph, and

if they couldn't connect them, turn them out again. Let them go.
pnl .

There didn't to be any charge? they were arrested for investi-

gation of a murder. And nothing turned up. Many times they thought

they had the right person, only to prove wrong. Four years later

a man who was an ex-marine named Philip Singer who lived in that

neighborhood and who was well-known in the bars there as a guiet,

happy beer-drinker. He worked in a linen supply company and was

unmarried; lived in a rooming-house--was urinating on the sidewalk

when two police arrested him; they asked him who he was; he gave

his name; they said "where do you live?'" and he says, "I live across

it
the streef--this was 4 years after she was killed--I live across the

it
street from where Jo Ann Gillespie was killed. They immediately

1Y : —

;M[bfujkﬁ

)ﬂuﬂi-he did it. Because actually, the case was still open,
and police were still working on that murder--not full-time, but
part-time. So they took him down to the homicide squad-—two@%etectives

/j"t; /q”[e(")

who were assigned to the case, and began questioning him. Bayer came
out-~-he was hit once, theeatened--he was given a lie detector test

which the head of the homicide squad said was proof positive that

he was lying when he denied that he killed the girl--which he did
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at first, after he got down to homicide. After a couple of days
of questioning, and threats and suggestions, he said yes, he did
kill her. And then he gave something of a detailed fonfession.
But before the confession, they gave him a polygraph--but the man
who was in charge of the homicide swWquad said it was the most startling

Jve

polygraph test he*d ever seen--mmky when they asked him about the
offense for which he was arrested, he answered--it showed a straight
line. When we asked him if he killed Jo Ann, the line jumped all
over. We showed him the results--we showed him he had lied about

showed
having been in a hotel with another woman that night--shaxkst k= he

I
u

1ied about that--finally he said yes, ke did it, I want to tell you
all about it.u Then when we put him on the polygraph again, when e

f
askedhim about Jo Ann, he said yes, he killed her, and the polygraph

{
showed a straight line again. This of course is another of the
many instances I was thinking zk of a polygraph test being completely
unreliable. 1It's called a lie detector--it dods not detect a lie--

it rarely works; I've seen so many people beat it one way or the other.

Now this--in this case--it victimizes a man. They then questioned

him and he said that he had followed Jo Ann GilZespie that night
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as she was going up Fisher, going west on Fisher, and he jumped out
A
and grabbed her by the throat andAwaist and pulled her between the
houses, and in the darkness he groped around and found a stone or
N ﬂ/d
a brick or a chuilk of concrete--how these are--this is what he said.
And he had a stick in his hand, and with that he battered the girl's
head. Now the police up to this point had been maintaining that
a part of a tree was the lethal weapon that he had found there.
Because they did find the night they recovered her body--a club
like tree trultk and they decided that was the murder weapon. Never
had they said anything before in the 4 years about a brick or a
stone or a piece of concBete. But at any rate he didn't know that

so he supplifd the weapon, battered her head. Said he fooled around

with her as she was dying and disarranged her clothes. But abruptly,

according to his confession, he went into a panic and ran away. He walked

to his car and drove around for awhile, and at last and later he went

to a hotel and stayed about 3 hours--he said he hadn't known Jo ann

Gillespié and he didn't offer any reasons whyxx for his sudden attack.
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The newspapers got calls after this so-called confession--or confession--
@ﬂy%yvuh114l‘”‘
and from many of his friends, who said he was a mild-mannered man ané
oS T A i Teads
pable of murder, incapable of hurting anyone--he was well-liked;
he lived, as I say, in a rooming house, and it was only by drinking
beer and going with girls wk --an occasional girl--to an occasional
hotel. He was arraigned and put in the county jail. I printed his
confession, and it was released kg the police, and I talked to him
at the same time, and he said yes, the confession was true, that's
what happened. So after he was in the county jail aj couple of days
after being arraigned on a charge of murder--I went over to see him,
and there was a little doubt in my mind by this time that he had
killed kimx her. I think the doubt was the fact that he was a mild-
sort of person, and from--I had talked to a lot of people in the
neighborhood who knew him--and from hearing what they had to sgy

it sl X

about him--also ngQ&f;lgyyer=-that he was a kindly person, and

d
as I say, he was always doing things for people. And T4 d}n't let
him know that I had any doubt about his confession at all, and he

went in and told he the same story over again. So I went back and
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another--oh, like four or five days--and he &£ill told me he did
it--hadn't changed his story--but I could see something happening
to him; he waj getting--it was quite obvious, his appearance was
changing because he was getting the alcohol out of his system.
He was a man who drank a lot every day. And there was a physical
i
change in him--his skin cleared up--and he had a little blow that
went away, and mentally, he was smarter. So I left and I came
back in about a week. And just visited him again. And hdsaid,
"You know, I didn't kill tha#girl." And I acted as if this was
indeed a great surprise--and said "How do you know that?" He said,
"hell, I know where I was that night. I was so confused when the
police told me I did it andkhey told me that that lie detector couldn't
D
be wrong, and it showed I did it-ﬂthat‘l believed when I told =k thdm
that, that I had done it. But #x thdn during the questioning, I
thought, no, I didn't, but they keep insisting that I had done it,
and that machine that they put me on, they told me, said I did it.
So T must've done it, I must've killed her and not remembered it.

But he said,"T know now that I didn't, my mind is clear--he'd then

been in jail a couple of weeks or so, without anything to drink--
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and he said, "I know what I did that night. I did what I told
them I did. I was in such-and-such a hotel, on Jefferson, a
small hotel in that neighborhood and I was with this girl. ”And
he named her. Gave me her address. He said "they won't believe
me, but that's the truth. I didn't kill Miss Gillespie or anybody
else." I went to see the girl and she backed up what he'd said
completely. That she'd been with him all that txswm time. Now
she was a waiteess someplase, but she did have a reputation, and
1 thought it was kind of noble of her to say that she'd been
sleeping with him when she knew it mxmiden eventually it would
he
get in the papers. She said she'd testify if ®e went to trial.
I had gone to see his attorney previously and I got fhe feeling
this man was innocent; I got kind of a shock when I went in and
saw the attorney's office--he was a court-appointed attorney, by
7L
the way, because had no money. He --the first thing I
biq

.

saw was a pig picture of Herbett Hoover in his office-- and then
when I talked to him, he seemed very stuffy and I thought--and it

came out that he had never, in his long career as a lawyer--he was

in his late 50's, maybe 60 --that he had never tried a criminal case,
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and that he wanted to try one, he asked for this assignment, so
--he was gomhg to retire--
that he could end his legal careerA having tried one eximinat case.
And I thought, Oh God, help Singer, you know. He'd& never survive
the trial, even though I think he's completely guilty--this man knows

nothing about the jungle that is Recorder's Court. #MKnows nothing
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