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 Woman Slugged, Left for Dead


The man
and woman arrived at the Saratoga Hotel at around 1 p.m. on the
afternoon of November 14, 1912.

“What kind of room would you
like?” asked clerk Charles Lauk.

“Any room is good enough for what
I want at the present time,” said the man.

Lauk handed him the pen and the
man registered, holding the pen in a peculiar way. On closer look,
Lauk noticed that the man was missing most of his middle
finger.

His handwriting was cramped and
indistinct, nearly illegible. It looked to read: “George Remnee and
wife, Detroit.” But it might have been “Remner” or maybe even
“Renner”. The “i” in “Detroit” looked odd, too, like a “u” or an
“o,” as in “Detroot”.

Lauk assigned them room 409. They
went straight up. They had only one bag between them.

The bellboy, Joseph Binder, would
later provide police with a detailed description of the couple. The
man was 30 to 35 years old, 6-foot-1, 190 to 200 pounds, dark
complexion, curly brown hair, a gray overcoat, and a plain, soiled
crush hat. He had a smooth face and a prominent dimple in his chin.
The woman was older, 45 to 50 years old, 5-feet-6, 125 to 140
pounds, blue eyes, brown hair sprinkled with gray, prominent nose,
large nostrils, full face, high cheek bones, several missing teeth,
and soft, freckled hands. She had a scar on the ring finger of her
right hand and a large wart on her back. She had large, flat ear
lobes, both pierced.

At around 3 p.m., William F.
Hearne, a painter, was working on a scaffold on the fourth floor.
He had brought additional electric lighting with him, and the
hallway was bright. He saw a tall man come out of room 409 and got
a glimpse of the interior. The shades were drawn and the room was
dark, lit only by the overflow from the painter’s lamps, but from
the scaffold Hearne could see, over the transom, the indistinct
shape of a woman lying across the bed as if asleep. The tall man
closed the door, stood in front of the elevator for a moment, then
walked toward the stairway.

Nothing else was heard from the
room until about 7:45 p.m. when the housekeeper, Alice Riley, heard
noises from behind the door.

“I heard a scream,” she said. “I
was only three rooms away attending to my duties as housekeeper.
Then everything was still. I paid no particular attention until
sometime later when I heard groans from the same room.”

She listened and the sounds died
away. Half an hour later, she heard the sounds again. While she
listened, the sounds ceased.

Shortly after 10 p.m., Dr. Joseph
Blake went to the fourth floor to attend to a patient. As he passed
by room 409, he also heard groans. He stopped and listened and they
ceased. He went to see his patient and as he came into the corridor
a few moments later, he heard the groans again. He summoned the
house detective, J.F. McCue, who listened for a moment, then opened
the door with the master key.

McCue notified Chicago Police
around 10:30 p.m. that a woman had just been murdered at the
Saratoga Hotel on Dearborn Street. Detective Andrew Holmes reached
the scene five minutes later to discover a half-dressed woman lying
in a crimson-soaked mattress in the middle of a violent convulsion.
At the back of her head and in the region of her left ear was a
broad gash. Dr. Blake said that her skull had been fractured. She
was groaning and appeared to be in great pain.

“She is unconscious,” said the
doctor. “She has gone from one convulsion to another ever since we
have been here. There certainly is a brain lesion, but I doubt if
she has much sensation.”

Holmes took note of her appearance
as others prepared to transport her to the hospital. Her hair was
gray and she was apparently past 50 years of age. She wore a black
silk undershirt, a dark grey skirt, and a long pair of black cotton
gloves. One of her stockings had been pulled down to the ankle. The
other foot still wore an unlaced shoe, but the stockings were in
place. A brand new hammer--the kind used by boilermakers with a
ball peen, weighing two pounds with a handle eighteen inches
long--lay beside her, wrapped in a man’s shirt. Her other clothes
were draped over a chair. Her hat, a large black imitation beaver
decorated with three black ostrich feathers and two large
rhinestones set in a gold braid, was on the dresser. On the floor
beside the bed was a suitcase containing various articles of
clothing, both men’s and women’s. On the table was a new box of
stationery. Three envelopes and three sheets of paper were
missing.

The only other object in the room
was a Gideon Bible, on the flyleaf of which was written: “If you
love the Lord read marked passages in Numbers and Deuteronomy, also
Leviticus.” There were several passages marked, but three leaped
out at him:

If one be found slain in the land
which the Lord thy God giveth thee to possess it, lying in the
field, and it be not now who hath slain him, then thy elders and
thy judges shall come forth and they shall measure unto the cities
which are round about him that is slain. Deuteronomy 21.

And thine eye shall not pity, but
life shall go for life, eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for
hand, foot for foot. Deuteronomy 19.

Now therefore kill every male
among the little ones and kill every woman that hath known man.
Numbers 31.

Holmes also discovered a newspaper
clipping of an article about the murder of a young stenographer in
Boston. He believed the marked passages and the clipping were
planted there, placed by the killer hoping to raise false
motives.

Detective Charles Johnson joined
Holmes and together they began a minute examination of the room.
The suitcase was nearly new, leather, containing a large suit of
underwear, a blue and white striped shirt (size 17-1/2, marked
“J.C.” or “F.C.”, 33-inch sleeves, and manufactured by C.P. Noble
& Co. of Detroit), and a pint bottle of H&H Bourbon
Whiskey. The women’s clothing included a calico skirt, black satin
waist, a long black coat, a well-worn black silk skirt, a fur boa
with an animal’s head, and a black hat with short black plumes.
There were two umbrellas in the room, both made by a Cincinnati
company, E.C. Kuhn.

Doctors believed the woman would
recover, but that she could be in a coma for many days and that she
might suffer permanent brain damage. Her skull was not crushed as
originally believed, but she had a severe concussion. Detective
J.P. Coen spent the first night at the victim’s bedside, eager to
catch any word she might speak concerning the case, and at least
one detective would be with her until the end.

Police believed the attack was
premeditated, and that the man lured the woman to the hotel
intending to slay her. The following day, Captain John J. Halpin
took the lead and assigned 15 detectives to the case. He sent many
of them out to canvass hardware stores to find the source of the
hammer, manufactured by the Vichek Tool Company of Cleveland and
distinctive enough that only three Chicago locations carried the
item.

Halpin wired the descriptions
provided by the bellhop to Detroit police. Joseph Roth, a salesman
there, informed local police that the woman might have been his
wife. They had been married 19 years, but she had left him a month
ago, he said, infatuated with a man who matched the description of
the missing assailant. She left Detroit in great haste, her husband
said, taking with her nothing but the clothing she wore and $500
from their bank account.

Police also received a letter from
South Bend, Indiana, from a woman who said the description of the
man matched her ex-husband, John D. Flannery, who had owned a
saloon in Detroit that he sold about the same time the couple
separated. Captain Halpin sent a detective to South Bend to
retrieve the woman, who showed them photos of her husband in a
locket. While she was still at the station, a man identifying
himself as Flannery called, and his story checked out, so Halpin
quickly dropped that line of inquiry.

Except for an occasional twitch in
her arm, the victim remained comatose for almost exactly 48 hours
after doctors moved her to the hospital before dying. The
detectives on watch reported it to headquarters. “Arrest for
murder,” they said.

“And there we are,” said Captain
Halpin. “At this minute we are backed up against a stone wall. If
the crime is solved, I will be surprised.”

The death notice attracted the
attention of the city and hundreds of people thronged the county
morgue to view the body, mostly the idly curious. Still, detectives
mingled in the crowd to study the faces of the people in case
someone showed a sign of guilt, fruitlessly questioning anyone they
deemed remotely suspicious.

Chicago police were reported to
have gained the cooperation of police in Detroit and Cincinnati as
the search for the woman’s identity entered the third day. Halpin
sent Detective Matt Zimmer and Sergeant John O’Keefe to Cincinnati
with the umbrellas and several pieces of the victim’s clothing: a
pair of shoes marked “Kasson” and a coat marked “B.S.&S.
Quality of Style,” both made in the Queen City.

Zimmer and O’Keefe took the items
to Cincinnati police headquarters on the morning of November 20. As
it happened, former patrolman Ed Westerkamm soon arrived. Although
no longer on the police force, he had been sitting at home reading
the newspaper with a description of the dead woman’s clothes. The
description sounded a lot like that of his former landlady, Mrs.
Emma Kraft, who suddenly sold the house and moved to Kansas
City-–or so everyone thought. A 24-year-police veteran, Westerkamm
decided to follow up on his policeman’s hunch. He arrived at
headquarters moments after the Windy City detectives and just as
famed Sergeant of Detectives Cal Crim was regaling the
out-of-towners with a story of how a pair of shoes had helped break
the case of Pearl Bryan, the legendary Northern Kentucky murder
victim whose head was never found. Westerkamm walked straight to
the pile of clothes in the corner of the room and said, “Yes,
Sergeant, I guess this umbrella will help us out. I think I know
it. Let me see the rest of these things.”

Westerkamm carefully studied each
item one by one. He rose, then said, almost as if to himself,
“That’s her alright.”

To the detectives, he said, “Wait
a while and I’ll bring you two women who will make sure of this
thing.”

A half-hour later, Westerkamm
delivered Emma Kraft’s niece, Anna Kloker, 2810 Sidney Street, and
her 17-year-old daughter Florence, who immediately identified the
cheap umbrella as Aunt Emma’s. Both women fainted, then wept as
they confirmed that the umbrella and other items belonged to their
friend.

“I know who murdered my aunt,”
Mrs. Kloker said. “It was a man who promised to marry her and who
at one time obtained $800 from her by extortion. My aunt was a
business woman and managed to save a little money. This man tried
to get it all away from her, and he murdered her for her
money.”

Born Emma
Thiele, the victim had married Martin Kraft in 1881, both German
immigrants and shrewd in business. The newspapers also show that he
had been arrested several times for running a “policy shop” or
numbers game. They accumulated several properties before he died in
1908 at age 58.

In the years since, she was known
as a staid, respectable widow. She gave to the poor, serving as a
neighborhood angel for the ailing and distressed people in the Wade
and Elm street neighborhood. She ran a small grocery there and was
known for showing charity to families in need. People knew her as a
rather prim and proper woman of strong, stoic German
heritage.

Then in the spring of 1911, a year
and half before her death, she met John B. Koetters, 36, a gambler
and all-around shady character known in his Camp Washington
neighborhood as “Handsome Jack” who was more than two decades
younger than her. In fact, when police began questioning neighbors,
many of them thought that Jack was her son.

“While we never asked Mrs. Kraft
about her personal affairs, we often wondered who the tall, dark
man was that often stood at the window of her home,” said Minnie
Jennings, who lived across the street from Mrs. Kraft’s
fourth-floor apartment. Jennings and another Elm Street neighbor
recognized the man from a photo, except that he was now wearing a
stubby black mustache.

After she met Koetters, Kraft
became obsessed with trying to seem less than her age, her niece
said, changing the way she dressed and the way she wore her hair
and put on her make-up, the way she comported herself generally.
She sold some of the properties she had inherited from her husband
for $4,870 (over $100,000 in 2015 dollars) and on November 1, 1912,
went to live in the Palace Hotel. Still, she was a frugal woman, so
her relatives believed that she probably still had a considerable
amount of
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