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  For Angie, with love



  Throughout the pattern of the Lonergan murder case are woven the purple threads of whispered vices whose details are unprintable and whose character in general is unknown to or misunderstood by the average normal person.


  —NEW YORK JOURNAL-AMERICAN,
OCTOBER 30, 1943


  I hope that (a) people who attend and read about the trial will take a short course in abnormal psychology beforehand; (b) they’ll realize that Wayne Lonergan is on trial not because of sexual irregularities, but on a charge of having murdered his young, beautiful wife.


  —THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW, NEW YORK DAILY MIRROR,
FEBRUARY 29, 1944


  There is a really good book in this incident.


  —WAYNE LONERGAN, GLOBE AND MAIL (TORONTO),
FEBRUARY 19, 1972
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  PROLOGUE


  BELLE OF THE EL MOROCCO


  New York City, Sunday, October 24, 1943


  SHE WAS TWENTY-TWO YEARS OLD, vivacious, fun-loving, and intelligent, with a zest for life. Patricia Burton Lonergan—Patsy to her family and friends—was impeccably dressed, as usual. She was wearing an expensive, short, opulent mink coat, and the rest of her attire was fashionably black and pricey—a silk dress that tastefully hugged her slender figure, silk hat with a small plume of feathers, nylon stockings, evening pumps, and matching gloves. Beneath the gloves, her manicured fingernails were painted with red lacquer polish. With her penetrating brown eyes, slender and small nose, and soft reddish-brown curls, Patricia was attractive and pleasing to the eye. A “classy dame” was how she was described in the vernacular of the 1940s. As the daughter of a wealthy, assimilated German-Jewish family, she was also rich and spoiled.


  By 6:30 a.m. she had been out for close to sixteen hours on a date, dancing, dining, and drinking fairly steadily during much of that time; in short, a typical evening for a young socialite of New York’s café society. Still tipsy, Patricia gingerly climbed the stairs to the second-floor master bedroom of her renovated Turtle Bay–Beekman Place area brownstone at 313 East 51st Street, half a block from Second Avenue, trying to be as quiet as she could. Asleep in the nursery down the hall was her eighteen-month-old son, William, or “Billy,” under the care of his nanny, Miss Elizabeth Black.


  Patricia had recently separated from the boy’s father, her husband of two years, Wayne Lonergan, a slick and charming Canadian. Less than two months earlier, he had enlisted in the Royal Canadian Air Force (RCAF) and was undergoing training in Toronto. That weekend, he had been granted leave and was visiting New York City. Wayne and Patsy’s relationship was rocky and difficult—and that was putting it mildly. As a child of a middle-class family, Lonergan had fully embraced café society, reveling in the outings to the Stork Club and El Morocco and the carefree party atmosphere these homages to wealth and decadence generated. Yet, he also resented Patricia for enjoying it so much, especially since they had split up. He had heard stories about her gallivanting with other men, which deeply wounded his ego. Angry, he sarcastically derided her as the “belle of the El Morocco.”


  Reaching her bedroom, Patricia dropped her hat and purse on a side table. She undressed, threw her mink jacket, dress, nylon stockings, and shoes on a settee at the foot of her oversized bed, and climbed in. The bronze dolphins on the four posts in ormolu surrounding the bed seemed to be staring at her—but on this morning, she ignored them. The top of the nearby dresser was stocked with all types and shapes of French perfume bottles. And, on a table about seventeen feet to her right, were two green-glass or onyx candle-holders with heavy brass square pyramid–shaped bases.


[image: image]

  
  For the rest of the day, Patricia’s bedroom door remained tightly shut. Elizabeth Black knew better than to trouble her mistress. Miss Black had risen about half an hour after Patricia had collapsed in her bed. The seasoned governess lovingly tended to Billy, who wanted something to drink and eat. Just before 9:00 a.m., Black had gone downstairs to the ground-floor kitchen to eat her own breakfast and prepare food for Billy. She did not hear any fighting or other unusual sounds coming from inside the bedroom. Nor did she see Wayne Lonergan or any other person enter or exit the apartment. Once the boy had been fed at approximately 10:00 a.m., she took him out for a walk in his carriage, returning by noon.
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  Annaliese Schonberg did hear a brief argument from the Lonergan apartment, however. She was a twenty-two-year-old German-born governess, a plain-looking young woman with rimless glasses who worked for the family living in the duplex on the third and fourth floors, located above Patricia’s apartment. At about 9:00 a.m., she had walked down to a common stairway area shared by the residents of the house on the second floor to fetch the Sunday newspaper. She had just opened the door of the butler’s pantry when she heard a woman’s bloodcurdling scream emanating from behind Patricia’s locked bedroom door. It was “loud and shrill,” she later recalled. Startled, she halted and listened for another moment.


  “What are you doing? Stop that. Oh my!” she heard the woman shout.


  Then, silence.


  Schonberg took the paper upstairs, glanced at the Sunday “funnies,” and immediately returned. She was about to knock on Patricia’s bedroom door, but then stopped herself. “It wasn’t my place to interfere,” she later explained. She heard a “shuffling” sound, yet no other voices, male or female.


  Dutifully, Schonberg walked back up the stairs to where J. Franklin Ray Jr., his wife Mary, and their six-year-old son Jeff (or Jefferson) resided. Franklin Ray regularly commuted between New York and Washington, DC, where he worked for the federal government. Schonberg was caring for the boy, who was ill with scarlet fever and quarantined. In 1943, owing to the availability of penicillin within the past year, scarlet fever was no longer as deadly a disease, but her young patient required rest. As she reached the Rays’ suite, she heard another scream, and then nothing else.
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  It was a typical Sunday afternoon on East 51st Street. Some neighborhood children played a game of touch football. A few stray cats prowled through the garden at the back of several brownstones. At about two o’clock, Miss Black found a package left inside the vestibule, though she did not open it. Once or twice, she turned the doorknob to Patricia’s bedroom, yet it was locked each time. Later in the afternoon, she took Billy to see his grandmother, Lucille Wolfe Burton, at her suite at the Hotel Elysée on East 54th Street and Park Avenue. She arrived back with the child two and half hours later, around 5:30 p.m. Still, there was no sign of Patricia.


  Black bathed Billy and then fed the boy his dinner. She was, however, growing increasingly concerned about Patricia, and finally telephoned Lucille Burton, who walked over. Lucille vigorously knocked on Patricia’s bedroom door.


  “Patsy, are you there?” she called out.


  When there was no response, she attempted to open the door, but like Black, was also unable to do so. This was typical behavior for her daughter, she thought, whose antics often aggravated her. Had Patricia traveled to the country for the day without bothering to let Miss Black know, she wondered. This made no sense, she quickly realized, since if Patricia was away, the bedroom door could not possibly be locked. The only other thing that popped into her head was that Patsy must have a nasty hangover and was sleeping it off.


  So why, then, did Lucille feel queasy? Call it a mother’s intuition, but in her gut she suspected something was amiss. In her heightened state of anxiety, Lucille did not notice large bloodstains on the wall next to the stairway, and neither did Elizabeth Black.


  At that moment, the telephone rang, startling both of them. Black answered. It was a call from Patricia’s friend, twenty-three-year-old marine captain Peter Elser. Husky and fit, he was a former star football lineman and polo player at Harvard. He was visiting the city and staying at the Savoy Plaza on Fifth Avenue and East 59th Street.


  Several nights earlier, when Elser had been at the El Morocco, he had run into Patricia and they had danced together. He wanted to say good-bye to her, as he was leaving New York the next day, returning for duty to Parris Island, South Carolina.


  Prior to the evening at the nightclub, Elser had not seen Patricia in two and a half years, since they both had been skiing at Franconia, New Hampshire. He first had been introduced to her in November 1939 at a ritzy Park Avenue cocktail party. They became friends after that. Elser, who later met Wayne Lonergan after Patricia had married him, was unimpressed by her choice in a husband. He believed that Lonergan would cause her no end of grief.


  Lucille grabbed the receiver from Black and implored Elser to please come over to Patricia’s right away. “Patsy has been in the room all day, and I am worried,” Lucille told him, her voice trembling.


  Elser arrived at the apartment about 8:00 p.m. At Lucille’s urging, he tried opening the door with a key he found in a closet on the lower level. But the key wouldn’t turn. Removing his black frame glasses, he attempted to force his way into the bedroom with his shoulder. The door was thick and solid and would not budge. He then noticed that the pins holding the door hinges were sticking up enough so that they could be pried off. Black provided him with a screwdriver and he removed the pins and lifted the door up and to the side.


  Elser gingerly peered inside. The room was fairly dark, illuminated only by two low lights, flickering in the far corner of the room. As his eyes gradually adjusted, he looked around more purposefully and then he saw her. He instructed Miss Black to keep Lucille out of the room. He found the telephone and called the police.


  Lucille would not listen to the governess. She walked into the bedroom.


  “Oh, no, no,” she cried out in agony.
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  Lucius Beebe, who, arguably, provided the most intellectual reporting on the machinations of café society, pointed out that to be recognized as one of its glamorous stars, worshipped and envied by other partygoers, a person needed lots of money and a “presentable metropolitan scheme of living.” Yet, “the dominant requisite for an elite membership,” he added, “is a name that is news, a warrant for existence.” Patricia Burton Lonergan’s name was about to become prominent in the news for the next six months; sadly, she wasn’t able to bask in this tragic explosion of celebrity.





  1


  The Making of a Hustler


  ON MONDAY, JANUARY 14, 1918, the day Wayne Thomas Lonergan was born in Toronto, Ontario, Canada, the Great War was almost into its fourth bloody year. It was to take another ten long months, until November 11—which Americans mark each year as Veterans Day, and Canadians, as Remembrance Day—before the conflict was finally to cease. The end was hastened by the United States’ entry into the war a year earlier. Nonetheless, it was a bittersweet victory; during four years of fighting, 20 million people, soldiers as well as civilians, died, and another 21 million were wounded.


  There was more tragedy to come in 1918. Several months before the Armistice, there were widespread outbreaks of influenza in North America and Europe. At a time when there were no antiviral drugs to treat flu viruses, physicians and nurses could do little. As the outbreak spread, it turned into the worst pandemic since the medieval Black Plague—and that lasted for a century. In only six months, during the latter half of 1918 and the early part of 1919, about 500 million people, a third of the world’s population, were infected, and more than 50 million died. That included an estimated 675,000 Americans and 50,000 Canadians. In Toronto, during the first year of Lonergan’s life, approximately 260,000 people—or more than half the city’s population—had become ill; of those, 1,300 died.


  On January 14, 1918, Toronto was still digging out from a record snowfall. At Union Station, the trains started moving again after two days without regular service. The poor weather also meant that orders for coal had dramatically increased, so that frigid Torontonians could heat their homes. The city’s populist mayor, Tommy Church, having just won his fourth election in a row, presided over a new session of city council. Church expressed concern that the federal government in Ottawa, a coalition union government under Conservative prime minister Robert Borden, was not sufficiently looking after the interests of Toronto, and Canadian soldiers. Too much responsibility for the men’s welfare, the mayor stated, was being left to the Canadian Patriotic Fund, a private fund-raising organization, and the Red Cross.


  In international news, the British Admiralty announced that it had developed a new system of camouflaging ships, but that did not stop a German destroyer from bombarding Yarmouth in the county of Norfolk on England’s east coast. That same day, the first of ten assassination attempts was made on the life of Vladimir Lenin, the Russian revolutionary leader, who had led the Bolsheviks to power at the end of 1917. As Lenin was chauffeured in a car following a speech he had given to a detachment of the First Socialist Army in Petrograd—as St. Petersburg had been renamed—gunmen opened fire. Fritz Platten, a journalist accompanying Lenin, pushed the Russian leader’s head down, thereby saving his life.
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  None of this, of course, was then known to young Wayne, who grew up in a middle-class neighborhood near Bathurst and Bloor Streets, west of Toronto’s downtown. His father, Thomas, from the village of Norwood, Ontario, a hundred miles east of Toronto, was forty-two years old when Wayne was born. Norwood was a typical rural Ontario town with a gristmill, foundry, a small furniture factory, and lots of churches. He worked as an agent for the Metropolitan Life Insurance Company. By 1918, he and his wife, Clara, thirty-one years of age, and their two other children—June, seven years old, and William, three—resided in a comfortable two-and-a-half-story, semidetached, Edwardian-style brick house with a gable roof at 599 Markham Street, one block south of Bloor and west of Bathurst.


  Before moving to Markham Street, the Lonergans had either rented or owned a home a short distance away on Palmerston Avenue. The house on Markham cost Thomas and Clara approximately $3,500—worth about $60,000 in 2020, but a far cry from the $1.5 million-plus homes in the same neighborhood in Toronto’s high-priced real estate market. In the 1980s, the Lonergans’ house was owned by the colorful entrepreneur, “Honest” Ed Mirvish, whose bargain emporium dominated the corner of Bloor and Bathurst Streets. He had intended to tear down the house and several more nearby for a parking lot, but instead converted the residence to an artist studio, which was part of “Mirvish Village,” for a time, a chic cultural hub with trendy shops and galleries. As of late 2019, 599 Markham Street is home to the Listening Centre, an independent clinic.


  Clara was born in 1886 to John and Ellen Stauber, who were both Roman Catholic, in the northern Michigan county of Menominee, about ninety miles north of Green Bay, Wisconsin. When she was a young girl, she and her family moved to Saginaw, closer to Detroit. The most significant fact about Clara was that she suffered from extreme anxiety and manic-depressive psychosis—a bipolar disorder—throughout her life, right up to her death from chronic heart disease in 1942, at the age of fifty-five. The anxiety and psychosis often made her indifferent to her young children, as well as paranoid and delusional. On at least four occasions between 1912 and 1933, she was hospitalized at Ontario Hospital (as it was called from 1919 to 1966), on Queen Street West. (Prior to that it was called the Hospital for the Insane, from 1907 to 1919, and today it is the Centre for Addiction and Mental Health.) One of those times was in July 1918, six months after Wayne was born. When he was seven years old, in June 1925, she was admitted for a three-month stay, and for another five months in April 1933.


  Clara met and married Thomas in (about) 1909. His roots were Irish Catholic, like thousands of other immigrant families in Ontario. During the nineteenth century, the Irish, both Protestant and Catholic, were the largest European group in the province. (Before Canadian Confederation in 1867, Ontario was known as Upper Canada, from 1791 to 1841, and Canada West, part of the Province of Canada, from 1841 to 1867.) Many lived in Toronto, or eventually were drawn there to find work, like Thomas Lonergan.


  From its incorporation as a city in 1834, Toronto (originally known as York) was predominantly White, Anglo, and Protestant, which in 1921 represented approximately 70 percent of the city’s population. For decades, it was nearly impossible to be elected mayor or to city council without the backing of the Orange Order, the extreme Protestant organization. Each year, thousands of loyal Orangemen celebrated the Glorious Twelfth to mark the victory of William of Orange and his Protestant supporters over the Catholic King James II at the Battle of the Boyne in 1690. They were not shy about publicly showing their support for the British Empire or their enmity toward Catholics.


  With the arrival in North America of the Famine Irish in 1847—“Black ’47”—impoverished refugees altered the character of Toronto (as well as such cities as New York and Boston). In Toronto, like elsewhere in North America, the Irish were the victims of hostile prejudice and discrimination. Suddenly, at least according to the Protestant majority, Toronto was overwhelmed with thousands of needy, troublesome Catholic immigrants. By 1921, 25.2 percent of the city’s population, or about 130,500 people, declared their ethnic origin to be Irish—and more than half were Catholic. In the latter part of the nineteenth century, the rise of a distinct Irish Catholic presence had frightened many of Toronto’s narrow-minded citizens. “No Irish Need Apply” was a common sign posted in the city’s shops and factories. Irish Catholic immigrants “will find out through bitter experience,” declared the Toronto-based newspaper, the Irish Canadian, in September 1869, “[that] their prospects are damped, their chances are curtailed, and the openings of employment lessened, because of their religion.”


  In line with his parents’ religious beliefs and philosophy, Wayne received an education steeped in Catholicism. For grades one through eight he attended two Catholic schools, St. Peter’s School, a block from his home, and De La Salle Collegiate, operated by the Christian Brothers on Bond Street, right next to St. Michael’s Cathedral Basilica, close to the corner of Yonge and Dundas Streets in downtown Toronto. (In 1931 the school relocated to a grand property further north on Avenue Road, referred to as the “Oaklands,” where it is today as an independent, coeducational, university preparatory school.) Then and now, the school was “centred on a life of faith,” as Brother Domenic Viggiani, the president of De La Salle College “Oaklands” explains on the school’s website. “In such a school, God’s presence is a lived reality. It is a Christian school in the Roman Catholic tradition which proclaims the message of the Gospel to today’s youth.”


  In the fall of 1932, for grade nine, Lonergan attended the main neighborhood school, Harbord Collegiate Institute on Harbord Avenue, west of Bathurst Street, which at the time had a large percentage of Jewish students, the children of East European and Russian immigrants. In 1932, among the members of the graduating class were Frank Shuster and Louis Weingarten, who were to find acclaim as the comedy duo of “Wayne and Shuster.”


  Lonergan’s public school experience lasted only a year. In September 1933, his parents transferred him back into the Catholic system to St. Michael’s High School, an all-boys school on St. Joseph Street, which was affiliated with St. Michael’s College, now part of the University of Toronto. For some reason, he is listed in the 1933–34 yearbook by his middle name, Thomas, rather than Wayne.


  St. Michael’s offered an even more rigorous education than De La Salle. The school and college, according to its 1933 yearbook, The Thurible, was meant “to prepare the present generation for that earthly happiness they so ardently desire.” Emphasized was that “man was not created solely to enjoy earthly happiness, and so true education must prepare the student for what he has to be and do here below in order to attain the sublime end for which he was created. It must aim at securing the Supreme Good, that is, God, for the souls of those who are being educated, and the maximum of well-being possible on this earth for society.”


  The switch to St. Michael’s might have been triggered by Wayne’s delinquent behavior. At the end of 1932, Lonergan—who was an average student, but with an IQ of 123, indicating “very superior intelligence”—had gotten into trouble. It was his first run-in with the law, though by no means his last.


  Five days before Christmas, Wayne was arrested and detained as a juvenile delinquent for stealing several items from a store, including a microphone, a purse, and a cigarette lighter. (He was already a heavy smoker and would remain so for the rest of his life.) Since it was his first offense, he was placed on probation.


  Yet when he ran away to Windsor, Ontario, 225 miles west of Toronto, he was sent for a short stay at the St. John’s Industrial School, a protectory operated by the Christian Brothers to help wayward boys. Opened in 1895, the school in 1933 was located on Victoria Avenue, in the eastern part of Greater Toronto, in Scarborough. Lonergan and the other boys were not “inmates,” and St. John’s was not a prison, or even a reform school; rather, as the Brothers noted, it was a place where Catholic youngsters “are trained to useful citizenship . . . [these children] have shown tendencies which if unchecked would lead them to lives of wrongdoing.” A typical day was devoted to academics for several hours, followed by industrial training. There was also time for athletics.


  Lonergan did not seem to benefit from his stay at St. John’s or to appreciate the important message the Brothers were delivering. In late March 1934, while he was a student at St. Michael’s, he was arrested again for shoplifting. This time, he talked his way out of trouble, and the charges were withdrawn.


  To be fair, Lonergan’s tenth-grade year was difficult for another, more emotional reason. His father was ill. On May 21, 1934, Thomas Lonergan died of coronary thrombosis (a blood clot inside a blood vessel of the heart), at the age of fifty-eight. That same day, Wayne was arrested for stealing bicycles. He was remanded for a week and placed on probation for two years. Within a few months he had violated the probation terms, and as a sixteen-year-old, was sentenced to thirty days at the Langstaff Jail Farm in Richmond Hill, north of Toronto (today, on the northeast corner of Yonge Street and Highway 7). A minimum-security institution for first-time offenders and “petty criminals,” “the Jail Farm,” as it was commonly referred to, did not have a barbed-wire fence or armed guards.


  Thomas’s death and Wayne’s ongoing legal problems coincided with one of the worst years of the Great Depression—it was also Toronto’s centennial year—when 25 percent of Torontonians (160,000 people) were unemployed and on government relief. It got so bad that people advertised their services for $1 a day—which even in the 1930s was a paltry wage. Still, as a life insurance agent, Thomas had wisely provided for his wife and children. Clara and the family were able to remain in the house on Markham. After Clara passed away in 1942, June and William lived in the house for several more years; Wayne had already left Toronto.


  Like other teens, Wayne dropped out of school when he turned sixteen years old. He attended the Dominion Business College on Bellevue Avenue and College Street, where he took courses on business arithmetic, salesmanship, and advertising. Lonergan, however, was impatient. He was in search of other adventures and wanted to make some money.
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  For someone like Lonergan who desired excitement, Toronto—particularly during the period from the 1920s to the late 1950s—could be positively dreary. The truth was that Canada’s second-largest city, with a population of about 630,000 in 1931, had a well-deserved reputation for being dull. (It was only in 1981 that Greater Toronto surpassed Greater Montreal in population to become the largest city in Canada.) With its puritanical Lord’s Day laws—which at the time forbid using city park toboggan slides on Sundays and where the police actually padlocked playground swings—the city could not shake its staid image from the 1880s as “Toronto the Good,” a bastion of Victorian morality. “Christ, I hate to leave Paris for Toronto the City of Churches,” Ernest Hemingway, then a reporter for the Toronto Daily Star, protested to a friend in a 1923 letter.


  The brash and bold Hemingway, a personality Lonergan would have no doubt admired, spent part of the period from 1920 to 1923 in Toronto (as well as in Paris as the Star’s first European correspondent) when he was in his early twenties. Despite developing a keen interest for hockey and Chinese food restaurants, he found Toronto excessively boring. Ontario’s repressive liquor laws, a holdover from World War I, were a particular sore point. Not that it was difficult to obtain a bottle of whiskey; the Ontario Temperance Act did not ban the production of booze—which, as Hemingway noted in a June 1920 article was the reason so much Ontario liquor was “pouring” into the United States during American Prohibition.


  Hemingway was by no means the only one to claim that Toronto was stuffy and tedious. Anarchist Emma Goldman on a lecture tour in December 1927 came to the same conclusion and also deemed Toronto “deadly dull.” Asked by a Star reporter to elaborate, she replied, “Because it’s church-ridden. Toronto people are smug and don’t think for themselves.” The best comment on the city’s character, however, belongs to Leopold Infeld, a world-renowned physicist who taught at the University of Toronto from 1939 to 1950. “It must be good to die in Toronto,” he wrote in 1941. “The transition between life and death would be continuous, painless and scarcely noticeable in this silent town. I dreaded the Sundays and prayed to God that if He chose for me to die in Toronto He would let it be on a Saturday afternoon, to save me from one more Toronto Sunday.”
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  Free of school, Lonergan sought opportunities anywhere he could find them. For several months in 1934 and 1935, he worked for the International Nickel Company (Inco), the leading supplier of nickel in the world, at its biggest mining operation in Sudbury in Northern Ontario. (Since late 2006, Inco has been owned by Brazilian mining company Vale.) He returned to Toronto more rugged and fit.


  According to medical reports later submitted to the New York police department, in 1935 Lonergan was treated for gonorrhea. Today gonorrhea can be easily remedied with antibiotics, yet at the time it was a disease not understood as clearly or consistently dealt with. In a July 1937 article in the African-American journal, the New York Amsterdam News, for example, Dr. John B. West asserted that gonorrhea “may be contracted by the use of common toilet seat which has been previously contaminated by an infected person,” which we now know is nonsense.


  Gonorrhea was not as dangerous as syphilis, which together with tuberculosis and influenza was a leading cause of death in the United States in 1934; that year, only heart disease killed more people, while cancer was third on the list. Starting in 1937, medical studies showed that patients with gonorrhea recovered when given injections of sulfonamide, an antibacterial drug. This was two years before Lonergan contracted the disease. In 1935, many physicians recommended antigonococcus serum and vaccine treatment, as well as “bladder irrigation and massage of the prostate.” It is not known precisely how Lonergan was treated, only that he recovered.


  In 1937, Lonergan accepted a position as special constable for the Ontario Provincial Police (OPP) to combat alleged Communist influence in labor unions—a job that was courtesy of Mitch Hepburn, the unpredictable and somewhat erratic Ontario premier. To get the job and avoid any questions about his juvenile delinquent record, he used his brother’s name on his application form, William Joseph Lonergan. This was a ploy he continued using for several years, especially when he traveled to the United States.


  Only the desperate economic times could have propelled someone like Hepburn, an onion farmer from the city of St. Thomas, 122 miles southwest of Toronto, to the leadership of the Ontario Liberal Party in 1930, and the premiership four years later, when he was only thirty-seven years old. Hepburn was a populist and understood the common man more than most political leaders of his day. “People believe he is honest; know he is fearless; and regard him as efficient in administration,” Canadian prime minister William Lyon Mackenzie King, who famously feuded with the Ontario premier, wrote begrudgingly after Hepburn had won a second majority government on October 6, 1937. Hepburn was the exact opposite of King. He was impetuous, inconsistent, impulsive, vindictive, reckless, and, worst of all, from King’s puritanical perspective, a sinner. Hepburn had a well-deserved and notorious reputation for being a drinker and a womanizer. There was one story about Hepburn being caught with three young girls in his suite at Toronto’s downtown King Edward Hotel, and another about the premier bedding one woman in a Kingston, Ontario, hotel and doing the same with another in Ottawa the next night. King had no doubt that Hepburn would “eventually destroy himself.”


  In the spring of 1937, Hepburn took a ruthless stance against thousands of striking workers at the General Motors plant in Oshawa, thirty miles east of Toronto. Paranoid about the Communist threat and no fan of organized labor, he regarded the strikers as dangerous because they were now members of the United Automobile Workers (UAW), which was affiliated with the Committee for Industrial Organization, or CIO (later, the Congress of Industrial Organization) that had been established by the American labor organizer John L. Lewis in 1935.


  To Hepburn and others, the CIO was militant, and the Oshawa workers were seemingly on the verge of instigating another Bolshevik revolution. In fact, they merely wanted an eight-hour day, better working conditions, higher wages, and recognition of their union. Nonetheless, Hepburn was furious that the federal government offered to mediate the dispute, which he incorrectly regarded as an attempt to embarrass him. Then, he became angrier when Prime Minister King refused his request to put the officers of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police at his disposal. Instead, Hepburn created his own force of special police, referred to derisively as “Hepburn’s Hussars” and “Sons of Mitches”—to harass the strikers. “We know what these agitators are up to,” Hepburn said. “It has to stop, and we are going to stop it. If necessary we will raise an army to do it.”


  One of the strapping young men hired to do the premier’s bidding—among an estimated four hundred that were recruited—was Wayne Lonergan. He was given an OPP uniform, paid $25 a week, and promised future work after the strike was over. Lonergan and his fellow special constables, however, were not given pistols, “just the usual [wooden] batons,” as the premier explained. In the end, there was no real violence—unlike other American and Canadian strikes the CIO already had been involved in—and Lonergan and the other “Hussars” did not see real action or stay around for very long after the strike was settled, two weeks after it had started.


  Returning to Toronto during the summer of 1937, Lonergan was employed as a lifeguard at the Simcoe Beach Park in the city’s east end, on the shores of Lake Ontario. His supervisor, Edward Blair, later recalled that Lonergan frequently neglected his patrol and spent his time socializing or going for rides on a motorboat. Lonergan soon found another job as an administrative assistant for the talented pianist Horace Lapp, who conducted a popular dance band at Toronto’s posh Royal York Hotel. Lapp thought highly of him.


  As a photograph from the late 1930s shows—of Lonergan, posing in his bathing trunks—he was tall, dark, and Hollywood handsome, with an impressive physique that made women swoon and men envious. He exuded confidence and had a magnetic sexual appeal that was instantly attractive to anyone he crossed paths with. He did not reputedly have a bad temper, and certainly nothing in his character indicated that he had a violent streak. In fact, it was quite the opposite: Wayne was smart, charming, and debonair. He only lacked the cash to make the dream of the good life a reality.


  In 1939, he announced to his family and friends that he had landed a job as a bus dispatcher for Greyhound Bus Lines. Admittedly this was not a step toward fame and fortune. Still, it was an enticing offer, as he was to be based at the company’s headquarters at the New York World’s Fair—one of the largest and most exciting events then being held. Lonergan said he wasn’t planning to be back in Toronto anytime soon. His future, he added, was in the United States. He could not have foreseen how prophetic a remark that was to be.
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  There is one more crucial point to consider about young Wayne Lonergan as he departed for New York, and that is his sexual orientation. It is central to the story of Patricia Burton Lonergan’s murder and to understanding the many complexities of Lonergan himself. During Lonergan’s trial, the subject also attracted a great deal of newspaper coverage, much of it salacious.


  Though Wayne frequently—but not always—publicly denied that he was bisexual or gay, the evidence strongly suggests otherwise. According to a report prepared in January 1944 by Detective Sergeant Arthur Harris of the Toronto Police Department, Lonergan, as a troubled teenager, bragged to his friends that “he made easy money through male perverts [homosexuals].” And in a revealing moment in October 1943, when Lonergan was being questioned by the New York District Attorney’s office about his culpability in Patricia’s death, his one overriding concern was publicity about his “morals.” This was after he had admitted to participating in so-called “acts of perversion” with another man—a claim he later retracted. The New York Police Department and DA’s office also learned of “homosexual activity” Lonergan was involved in.


  In 1942, Dr. George Henry, then the director of the Payne Whitney Psychiatric Clinic at New York Hospital, examined Lonergan at the request of the US Selective Service System. A year earlier, Henry had published a two-volume study—a second and more widely read edition was published in one volume in 1948—entitled Sex Variants: A Study of Homosexual Patterns. Unlike other academics and physicians of the era, Henry had a more dispassionate and levelheaded approach to the issue. His books were praised for presenting the facts in an “unprejudiced manner.” He concluded that Lonergan was a “psychopath, and that he had relationships with both men and women.” He also told the New York DA’s office that Lonergan was a consummate liar—which proved to be an accurate judgment.


  There is the assessment, too, of journalist and magazine publisher Hamilton Darby Perry, who passed away in December 2009 at the age of eighty-five. Perry was a onetime Florida crime writer. He interviewed Lonergan in the late 1960s and early ’70s for a book he wrote about the case, A Chair for Wayne Lonergan, which was published in 1972. At the time, he was not able to fully address Lonergan’s sexual identity in a world still overtly hostile to the LGBTQ community, nor would Lonergan have consented to cooperate with him if he had. In any event, the two had a falling-out prior to the book’s publication. In 2000, however, when a second edition of Perry’s book was included as part of the specialized Notable Trials Library Series, published by Gryphon Editions, Perry added an afterword in which he noted the truth of the matter: Wayne Lonergan was indeed bisexual.
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  The Burtons


  LIFE WAS GOOD for twenty-three-year-old William Oliver Burton in the summer of 1920. Seemingly, he did not have a care in the world. On his twenty-first birthday, in October 1917, he had inherited a trust fund of $250,000—the equivalent today of about $6.3 million. That money, and William’s privileged upbringing—in 1910, he and his parents, Max and Stella Bernheimer, his older brother George, and his maternal grandparents had five servants to attend to their daily needs—was the result of Max inheriting his father’s lucrative brewery business and expanding it.


  William, however, short and small in stature, fancied himself an artist. He had no interest in manufacturing beer for the rest of his life—and he didn’t have to. His substantial wealth enabled him to explore his creative interests. He studied at the Yale University School of Art, the Art Students League of New York, and the New York School of Fine and Applied Art, and on many trips to Paris worked alongside the noted landscape artist, Marius Avy.


  France was, in fact, where he wanted to be to expand his artistic horizons. In this quest, he was no different than a large number of late-nineteenth-century American artists—among them, Julius LeBlanc Stewart, Mary Fairchild, and Impressionist Mary Cassatt—who painted portraits and landscapes in Parisian studios, exhibited their works at annual well-attended salons, and socialized into the wee hours of the night at smoky Left Bank cafés.


  Paris also afforded William another freedom: to be completely at ease with himself and who he was at heart. Though William’s sexual orientation cannot be absolutely confirmed, there is sufficient evidence to strongly suggest that—like Wayne Lonergan—William Burton was gay, or certainly bisexual—a fact also strongly suggested by Hamilton Darby Perry in 2000.


  During much of the twentieth century, France was one of the few places on Earth where homosexuality was more or less tolerated—at least, in comparison to the United States, Canada, and Britain, where it was illegal, morally repugnant, regarded as sexual perversion at its worst, and as one headline from a 1940 Baltimore newspaper put it, a “crime against God.”


  In the United States, the stories of discrimination, disgrace, and harassment against the LGBTQ community are inexhaustible. In November 1944, the board of regents at the University of Texas in Austin fired Dr. Homer Rainey as president because the board believed he had failed in his duty to weed out “a nest of homosexuals” in the faculty. In Washington, DC, in July 1946, the police blamed the suicide of sixteen-year-old Tommy Alwine on the fact that he was associated with the city’s “pervert fringe.” According to the Washington Post, “known homosexuals, older youths and men . . . led him into the upside-down world and then fought to keep him there.” And in May 1948, E. K. Johnson, a fifty-year-old veteran journalism professor at the University of Missouri in Columbia, was arrested on charges of being the head of a “homosexual ring” which threw “mad homosexual parties” at Johnson’s
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