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			To my father, Martin Schneider, a constant inspiration

			And to my son, Aaron Valentine, my partner in crime

			—Karen

		

	
		
			Crime takes but a moment, but justice an eternity.

			—Anonymous

		

	
		
			
			INTRODUCTION: HISTORY ENTANGLED

			 

			Pennsylvania is an old soul, settled by Europeans in the 1600s and by Native Americans long before that. In 1791, when Los Angeles was a dusty Spanish pueblo (population 139), Philadelphia was the capital of the United States and the fledgling nation’s largest city, boasting nearly forty thousand people.

			And, where there are people, there is crime. For every Daniel Boone, Margaret Mead, and Robert Fulton born in Pennsylvania, there was an Alfred Packer, Darlie Routier, and George Hennard.

			This book expanded both of our worlds. Karen gained new appreciation for her home state, and lifelong westerner Ron dove into a deeper past. Pennsylvania’s history, good and bad, has shaped America. From the congested streets in the City of Brotherly Love, to a lonely field near Shanksville, what has happened in Pennsylvania has changed, moved, and sometimes shocked us.

			This is a trip to Pennsylvania’s darker side, where seemingly idyllic places reveal secrets—the stone wall where a kidnapped child was last seen; the park where the first school-shooting in America happened; the birthplaces of outlaws who came to infamy in other states; and the graves of the innocent and the guilty.

			Let this book be your window to our past. Appreciation of history begins in the places where it happened. And through the magic of the Global Positioning System (GPS) you can stand in precise historic spots, as close as modern technology and imagination can put you. We’ve made every attempt to put you literally within inches of this past. 

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

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

		

	
		
			
			HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

			The entries in this book are divided into four chapters, encompassing one thematic chapter about the infamous Molly Maguires and three geographic chapters (Eastern Pennsylvania, Philadelphia Metro Area, and Western Pennsylvania, including the Pittsburgh Metro Area). Each entry has physical and GPS directions that will let you stand in the footsteps of history—not in the general vicinity, but literally on a spot relevant to one of Pennsylvania’s most notable and infamous crimes or figures.

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

			A word of warning: Many of these sites are on private property. Always seek permission before venturing onto private land. Don’t trespass. It’s not only rude, it’s illegal. And, as you will see, there’s already enough crime in Pennsylvania. 

			We made every effort to be precise in our facts and directions, but, being human, we might have erred. If you believe we should include a certain crime in future editions—or if you see an error that should be corrected—please send a note to Ron Franscell/OUTLAW PENNSYLVANIA, c/o Globe Pequot Press, 246 Goose Lane, PO Box 480, Guilford, CT 06437; or email editorial@globepequot.com.

			 

			A NOTE ABOUT GPS ACCURACY

			GPS readings are affected by many things, including satellite positions, noise in the radio signal, weather, natural barriers to the signal, and variations between devices. Noise—static, interference, your car roof, or competing frequencies—can cause errors up to 30 feet. Clouds, bad weather, mountains, or buildings can also skew readings up to 100 feet.

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

		

	
		
			
			1

			EASTERN PENNSYLVANIA

			THE MAN WHO WOULDN’T DIE

			Allentown

			The former Toto home is at 2420 Walnut Street, or GPS 40.59081, -75.50695. This is private property.

			Back in the early 1980s, Tony and Frances Toto owned a pizzeria together, but after suffering through seventeen years of Tony’s flagrant womanizing and physical abuse, Frances decided to kill him. 

			First, she laced his soup with rat poison. But Tony only got queasy and cured himself with a few doses of a common, pink digestive aid. 

			Then she rigged a trip-wire across the steep stairs outside their house. He stepped on it, and it broke.

			Then Frances hired a hit man to brain him with a baseball bat. But, as Tony walked past his would-be assassin, who was hiding behind some bushes, the assailant’s bat got tangled in the foliage, and Tony strolled on, oblivious. 

			Then the frustrated wife persuaded a friend to rig Tony’s car to explode when he turned the key. But the jerry-rigged device fizzled, and Tony drove off unexploded.

			Then Frances hired her daughter’s boyfriend, Anthony Bruno, to shoot Tony in the head as he slept. Although the bullet lodged in his brain, Tony still didn’t die. Frances “nursed” him back to health by putting an overdose of sleeping pills in his soup. Instead of killing him, the drugs probably saved his life by slowing his metabolism, allowing the wound to heal.

			Then Frances hired two delinquent teenage cousins to shoot Tony in the heart with his own gun while he lay in bed. But the dullard cousins weren’t exactly sure where his heart was, so they just shot Tony in the chest, managing to avoid every major organ. Tony even sat up and asked what the noise was.

			That night, the cousins bragged to their friends about being hired as hit men. On a tip, police went to the Totos’ house and found Tony wounded. 

			Frances confessed everything . . . and Tony bailed her out of jail, hired her a lawyer, and even testified on her behalf. When asked how he could forgive her, he replied, “Everyone makes mistakes.” He pledged to wait for her until she served her time, saying, “We’ve got a lot of good years ahead of us.”

			In 1984, Frances was convicted but served only four years in prison, after which she was released into Tony’s open arms. At last report, they were still married.

			The 1990 film, I Love You to Death, starring Kevin Kline and Tracey Ullman, was based on this wacky case. 

			CULLEN’S KILLING GROUNDS

			Allentown, Bethlehem, and Easton

			St. Luke’s Hospital is at 801 Ostrum Street in Bethlehem, or GPS 40.60897, -75.39258.

			Charles Cullen was an Angel of Death—a registered nurse who murdered patients he was supposed to heal. He cut a deadly swath across two states, killing up to forty people in seven hospitals and one nursing home over a period of sixteen years before he was caught in 2003. Despite his spotty work history and lingering suspicions of wrongdoing, nobody ever raised a red flag. 

			Because of a nursing shortage and Cullen’s willingness to work odd hours in the most stressful departments, no one in authority checked his background too closely. If they had, they would’ve discovered twenty suicide attempts, two psychiatric admissions, an arrest for stalking a co-worker, missing medications, and an inordinate amount of patient deaths while he was on duty. 

			Cullen typically injected patients with an overdose of drugs like digoxin, insulin, and norepinephrine. Although most of his killings happened in New Jersey, he was responsible for at least eleven in Pennsylvania—seven at St. Luke’s, two at Lehigh Valley Hospital (I-78 and Cedar Crest Boulevard in Allentown, GPS 40.56712, -75.52397), and one each at Liberty Nursing Home and Rehabilitation Center (535 North 17th Street in Allentown, GPS 40.60448, -75.49587) and Easton Hospital (250 South 21st Street in Easton, GPS 40.68678, -75.24282). During his Pennsylvania period of mayhem, Cullen lived at 831 Fernwood Street in Bethlehem, or GPS 40.62587, -75.36325.

			The facilities later claimed they feared a lawsuit from Cullen if they’d given him bad references, but their inaction opened them up to millions of dollars in lawsuits from the relatives of his victims. Because of Cullen, new laws were passed in Pennsylvania and New Jersey that would hold medical facilities blameless for disclosing an employee’s bad work record.

			Between the two states, Cullen was sentenced to eighteen life terms.

			THE D-DAY BANK ROBBERY

			Bath

			The former First National Bank is west of the intersection of Route 329 and Airport Road, at GPS 40.70362, -75.42172.

			On June 6, 1986, Martin Appel and Stanley Hertzog burst into the First National Bank of Bath and started shooting, without asking anyone to give them any money. Two tellers—Janice Confer and Hazel Evans—were killed instantly. Secretary Jane Hartman ducked under her desk but was seen by Appel, who shot her dead. Office manager Marcia Hauser and customer Thomas Marchetto were wounded but survived. The robbers got a mere $2,280 for their bloody rampage. 

			The bank janitor got their license-plate number, and police soon arrested the robbers. In Appel’s trailer, they found the guns used by the robbers and the stolen cash in the refrigerator. The two were convicted. Hertzog received a life sentence, and Appel was sentenced to death. Appel, freely admitting the crimes, asked to be executed right away without appeals. The judge complied. 

			 But Governor Robert Casey, a death-penalty opponent, refused to sign the death warrant throughout his eight years in office. When the next governor, Tom Ridge, signed the death warrant, Appel immediately appealed. In prison, he’d received thyroid surgery and now claimed his defective thyroid had made him delusional, causing his death-wish. The new appeal process took fifteen years, until Appel and prosecutors agreed on a plea deal for three life terms. 

			The bank was closed and later re-opened as a Sovereign Bank, but it too is now closed. The empty building sits up on a ridge, abandoned and forlorn.

			BABES IN THE WOODS

			Carlisle

			Westminster Memorial Gardens is at 1159 Newville Road. To get to the gravesite, go in the middle entrance of the cemetery and straight down to a large marker on a traffic island between Sections C and G, or GPS 40.20390, -77.22381. 

			On November 24, 1934, the bodies of three little girls, huddled together, were found in the forest twenty feet off Route 233 North, two miles north of Pine Grove Furnace State Park, near Centerville. A historical marker is at the site at GPS 40.06587, -77.30507. A pathologist determined they had gone eighteen hours without food and had been strangled or suffocated. 

			Within a day, ten thousand people came to the Ewing Funeral Home in Carlisle to view the bodies, but no one recognized them. The story became an instant sensation, and offers came in from the public nationwide to pay for a decent burial for the children. They were all politely declined, and the local American Legion raised the money for a funeral.
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					Historical marker at the site of the discovery of the “Babes in the Woods”

				

				

			

			On the same day the girls were found, the bodies of a man and woman were discovered near Altoona, an apparent murder-suicide. The dead couple was Elmo Noakes and his lover, Winifred Pierce, who had driven from California seeking jobs. They’d brought along Noakes’s two young daughters, Dewilla and Cordelia, and his step-daughter, Norma Sedgwick.

			Police theorized that Noakes killed the girls to spare them from starvation. He and Pierce then drove as far as their old junker would take them before it broke down in Altoona. With their last few dollars, they bought a rifle to kill themselves.

			The family was reunited in death at Westminster Memorial Gardens in Carlisle. Noakes and Pierce are in unmarked graves in Section E, about 100 feet from the girls.

			A WOMAN SCORNED

			Catasauqua

			The former Katrinak house is at 740 Front Street, or GPS 40.65559, -75.47794. This is private property.

			When Patricia Rorrer called for the umpteenth time to speak to her ex-boyfriend, Andrew Katrinak, his current wife, Joann, reached her limit. She told Rorrer in no uncertain terms that Andrew was now happily married to her, they had a little baby, and she was never to call again. In North Carolina, where she was then living, Rorrer seethed as Joann hung up on her. She got into her car and began driving north.

			A short time later, on December 15, 1994, Joann called her mother-in-law to reconfirm their shopping date with four-month-old Alex. Unknown to her, Rorrer had broken into the basement and was listening to the conversation. When it was over, the ex-girlfriend cut the telephone wires and confronted Joann at gunpoint as she was settling Alex into his car seat. 

			Rorrer forced Joann to drive to a remote rural area near where Rorrer had once stabled her horse. In the woods, Rorrer ordered Joann to her knees and shot her once in the head, then smashed her skull with nineteen vicious blows. She left the baby alone beside the corpse to die, returned the car to the house, and went back to North Carolina.

			When the bodies were found, Andrew fingered his jealous ex-girlfriend as the likeliest suspect, partly because he knew she was familiar with the remote site of the killings. Eventually, Rorrer was convicted and sentenced to two life terms. 

			Joann and Alex are buried together at Saints Cyril and Methodius Roman Catholic Cemetery, Williams Street, just south of Crest Park Court, South Bethlehem. Their common plot, with a beautifully engraved headstone, is on the right side, halfway down the hill from the cemetery entrance, at GPS 40.60435, -75.34863.

			THE LAST DAYS OF THE GENTLEMAN BANDIT

			Coatesville

			The former Cammie house is at 2 Spruce Street, or GPS 39.970241, -75.854657. This is private property.

			Despite the fact that he never got rich robbing trains, Bill Carlisle (1890–1964) was one of the most popular—and longest lived—bandits of the Old West. 

			Born Walter Cottrell to an aging Civil War veteran and his young wife, toddler Walter aka “Bill” was sent to an orphanage in York, Pennsylvania, after his mother died. At fifteen, he joined a circus, and soon moved to Denver. In 1915, he bought a little glass gun that he planned to fill with candy as a Christmas gift for his niece, but it proved to be an infamous career move.

			After wrecking a train, he reportedly held up passengers with his candy-filled glass pistol. After another robbery, he sent a telegram to the Union Pacific, thanking them for the loot. In the 1940s—after getting out of prison—he toured as a promoter for Hollywood westerns. Once, he even stopped at the Union Pacific Museum in Omaha to confirm that a gun they displayed was, indeed, the one he used in the hold-up.

			Going straight and becoming an honest citizen proved easier for Carlisle than robbing trains. He married Lillian Berquist in 1937, worked a few jobs, and then owned a popular campground in Laramie, Wyoming, where he ran a little cafe. His customers were often travelers who just wanted to meet the last of the Wild West’s train bandits.

			In 1946, he wrote a book, Bill Carlisle: Lone Bandit, illustrated by famous artist Charles M. Russell. Today, only 177 original copies are known to exist.

			Carlisle once told his young great-nephew that his favorite TV western was Gunsmoke, because it came closest to representing the authentic Old West.

			When his wife died in 1962, Carlisle moved in with his beloved niece, Hilda Cammie of Coatesville. In 1964, at age seventy-four, he died of cancer at her home. For fifty years, Carlisle’s final resting place was unknown because a surviving sister was embarrassed by her bandit-brother’s past and buried him in a secret grave, creating a half-century mystery.

			But using interviews and never-before-seen family records, we found him for this book: He was buried under his legally-assumed name, Will Carlisle, beside his father at Riverview Cemetery, 3300 North Main Street in Wilmington, Delaware. His grave, marked simply “WBC,” is in Section C, Lot 139, or GPS 39.759115, -75.530604. 

			For more about Carlisle, see The Crime Buff’s Guide to the Outlaw Rockies.

			ANN RULE’S CHILDHOOD HOME 

			Coatesville

			The former Stackhouse home is at 922 West Chester Road, or GPS 39.98174, -75.80509. This is private property.

			The reigning queen of true-crime writing, Ann Rule has over thirty best-selling books, all of them still in print. But the former Ann Stackhouse has Pennsylvania roots: She graduated from Coatesville High School, Class of 1949, and her yearbook shows she was quite an achiever. She still is, producing a new book about every nine months.

			In 1971–72, she worked at a late-night suicide hotline­ alongside a personable young man named Ted Bundy. When their shift was over, Bundy graciously walked Rule to her car and warned her to be careful, because he didn’t want anything bad to happen to her. They maintained a friendship even after they both quit the hotline.

			Rule’s ordinary freelance-writing career was launched into a new orbit in 1974, when she got a contract to write a book about an unknown killer who was abducting and murdering beautiful young women around Seattle, where she lived. Soon Rule discovered, to her horror, that Ted Bundy was that murderer.

			Her book about Bundy, The Stranger Beside Me, was an immediate smash, and she became a staple on TV and the lecture circuit. The Justice Department called on her to help develop the Violent Criminal Apprehension Program (ViCAP), the nationwide program to coordinate information on active serial killers. 

			Ann Rule still lives in the Pacific Northwest.

			THE LYNCHING OF ZACHARIAH WALKER 

			Coatesville

			Hephzibah Baptist Church Cemetery is at 2237 Strasburg Road. Victim T. Edgar Rice’s grave is in Section 4, east of the church and near the top, or GPS 39.95218, -75.80940.

			Zachariah Walker was one of hundreds of black laborers recruited from the South to work in the Worth Steel Mill in Coatesville. But although they were now in the allegedly tolerant North, he and the others soon realized they were regarded with the same disdain by an entrenched white citizenry and were segregated to dilapidated shacks on the edge of town. Unable to participate in the town’s acceptable activities, Walker and his brethren spent most of their off-time drinking in the local bars. On August 12, 1911, this pastime would prove fatal.

			Stumbling home drunk after a day-long binge, Walker spotted some white millworkers on the road near the mill. Pulling out his handgun, he fired over their heads, intending just to scare them. Nobody was hurt, but the shots attracted the attention of the mill’s security guard, T. Edgar Rice. He and Walker scuffled, and Walker shot the guard dead. Too unsteady to make it home, Walker crawled into the hay loft of a nearby farm and fell asleep. 

			Rice’s body was soon discovered, and a posse set out to find Walker.

			The next morning Walker awoke to the sounds of his pursuers and fled into the woods. Climbing a tree, he watched the posse pass beneath him and finally decided to kill himself rather than be caught. He shot himself in the jaw and dropped wounded to the ground below.

			After his arrest, he admitted he’d killed Rice, but in self-defense. He was taken to Coatesville Hospital, where he was bandaged and chained to a cot. Only one policeman guarded him. 

			Into the night, two thousand angry townspeople gathered in the streets and talked of a lynching. Fired up, several masked men burst into the hospital and overpowered the cop and nurses. Finding Walker chained to the cot, they dragged him and his bed down the street to a neighboring farm to the cheers of the following throng. Along the way Walker pleaded for mercy, but there would be none.

			At the farm a large pile of wood was set on fire. Walker (still chained to his cot) was thrown into it. Screaming in agony, Walker tried to crawl out, but several men pushed him back in with rakes. Twice more, Walker emerged from the flames only to be forced back into them. The crowd watched calmly as his horrific death-cries finally faded away. When the fire cooled, onlookers picked the place clean, gathering pieces of Walker’s body, clothing, and bones as souvenirs, along with the chains, charred wood, and even blades of grass. What was left of him fit into a shoe box.

			Fifteen men and teenagers were tried for the lynching but all were acquitted.

			When a historical marker about the lynching was dedicated in 2006, the people of Coatesville had mixed emotions about it. Some felt that it would help race relations, while others thought it was honoring a murderer. In any event, it stands today on Doe Run Road (Route 82), southwest of Coatesville at GPS 39.97099, -75.83183.

			THE MANDERACH MURDERS

			Collegeville

			The former Your Kidz and Mine children’s clothing shop is now a phone store at the Collegeville Shopping Center, South 2nd Avenue, near Charles Street, at GPS 40.18330, -75.45203.

			When Lisa Manderach entered the kid’s store with her toddler daughter, Devon, on September 10, 1995, manager Caleb Fairley was astounded. For the game of “Dungeons and Dragons,” Fairley had created a love-object that resembled the beautiful, dark-haired Lisa. With the mother and daughter alone in the store, he locked the door and made a move on Lisa. She fought him furiously but was no match for the beefy twenty-two-year-old. Enraged by her rejection, Fairley strangled the mother and daughter to death.

			Lisa’s body was dumped at an abandoned health club, and Devon was thrown down an embankment inside Valley Forge National Park. Today, a cross marks the spot where Devon was found on South Inner Line Drive, along a sharp turn with a brown sign, Valley Creek Below at GPS 40.08856, -75.45475. 

			Fairley was sentenced to life in prison. 

			Mother and child are buried at St. Patrick’s Roman Catholic Church Cemetery, 2400 DeKalb Pike, Norristown. The grave is marked by a double heart-shaped headstone at GPS 40.13542, -75.31826. 

			MURDER IN THE CHURCH 

			Coopersburg

			Trinity Evangelical Lutheran Church is at 2170 Route 212, or GPS 40.52926, -75.29554.

			Plump and frumpy Mary Jane Fonder had a crush on Pastor Gregory Shreaves, who didn’t share her ardor.

			Even so, Fonder burned with jealousy at the kindness and financial support Shreaves and his congregation showed to fellow parishioner, perky and attractive Rhonda Smith. The last straw was when Smith got up at a church service and thanked everyone for helping her. In fourteen years Fonder had never received a dime from the congregation, although she had been through some very hard times. Worse, the clique of women who ran the social gatherings never included her in their plans. It wasn’t fair, and something had to be done about it. 

			A temporary church secretary, Smith was sitting alone in her office on January 23, 2008, when someone shot her twice in the head. Smith died later after being disconnected from life support. 

			The murder weapon was found at a nearby lake and traced back to Fonder. And in Fonder’s day-planner for January 23, she had written, “Rhonda Murdered.” Directly under that was the word “Hairdresser,” an appointment she had dutifully kept after shooting her rival. 

			After Fonder’s conviction and life sentence, police took a new look at the strange disappearance of her father, eighty-year-old Ed Fonder, who hadn’t been seen alive since 1993. Fonder had complained to friends about caring for the cantankerous old man after her mother’s death. She claimed that he had gone out for a newspaper while she slept and never returned, although she continued to cash his Social Security checks. No charges have ever been brought in that case. 

			Smith is buried at Hellertown Union Cemetery, 85 Main Street in Hellertown. Her grave is on the left side of the cemetery, toward the back and close to the road, at GPS 40.57243, -75.33578.

			LUNA’S DEATH DRIVE

			Denver

			Sensenig and Weaver Well-Drilling Company is at 1439 Dry Tavern Road, or GPS 40.21088, -76.05685. A large wooden cross stands next to the creek where the body was found at GPS 40.21097, -76.05736. 

			Jonathan Luna seemed to be living the American dream. Rising from the mean housing projects of the South Bronx to become an Assistant US Attorney in Baltimore, he was married to a doctor and had two beautiful children. But on December 4, 2003, the dream ended in a nightmare. When he left his job at 11:30 p.m. and drove off into the night, he entered a mystery as weird as The Twilight Zone. 

			Instead of going home he drove to Delaware and stopped at an ATM to withdraw $200 from his bank account. He then crossed into Pennsylvania and got onto the westbound Pennsylvania Turnpike, exiting at the Reading-Lancaster Interchange. When he paid his toll ticket, the clerk saw a spot of blood on it but nothing else suspicious as Luna pulled away. 

			By 5:30 a.m. company workers spotted a car with its front-end planted in the small creek nearby and investigated. Blood streaked the driver’s window, and Luna’s body was in the
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