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Mr. Harold DeBoe,




I would like to thank you for having given me the opportunity to read & review your book, “JUSTICE ON A COLD PLATTER’-The True Story of Murder and a World Class Stalker.

I cannot emphasize enough how much I have enjoyed reading your book. I felt as I read your thoughts and as you described your situations, life threatening predicaments and actions, as though I was right there in the moment, standing beside you, my adrenaline level rising, anticipating what excitement or life threatening decision would need to be made to survive the moment in your next written paragraph.

As a retired Law Enforcement Officer/Detective, credited with being on the job for 24 years myself, and as having, as you would say. “Walked the Walk”, I truly appreciated how you were able to chronologically put into words, the actions of a Calculating criminal, the Officers Responding, the Detectives investigating, and the numerous other parties involved (Victims, Various Law Enforcement agencies, Court Systems, Prosecutors, etc.) to tell the story.

As in life, and for sure in the “World of Law Enforcement”, many things are unfortunately out of our control.

My Hope for you:


	You realize and obtain inner peace, knowing that you have done everything you could have possibly done to bring this case to prosecution.

	Hold your Head High and Stand Tall, your actions detailed in the book, have spoken much louder than any written words can ever detail.

	Make it available to today’s new young Law Enforcement Officers, that are beginning their own careers, as an example or guide to:



Never Stop- Never Quit, Never Give UP- Believe You Can!!!



*Respect*



Andrew A Kneffler

JTPD Unit #329 * Retired  



*Respect All - Fear No One*
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​Introduction
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In November of 2010, I began the arduous task of telling the bizarre true story of a diabolical, savage and calculating criminal and the first homicide I had investigated almost thirty-five years earlier when I was a young detective. Although a suspect had been developed in the immediate hours after the murder, nobody had ever been charged. A promising case from the start, it would eventually become forgotten on a shelf like many cold cases.

As the story developed, so too did my realization that the case was still viable!  My writing quickly became less a leisure pursuit than a responsibility. Soon, current police and prosecutors would share that recognition and initiate a single minded effort to see justice done. I believe readers will be riveted as they follow along the journey to solve a crime that is decades old. Once this case was sparked back to life, local, county and federal authorities would work over three years to see justice done. 

A killer was able to escape justice while this case lay dormant for decades. If police could make a case now, a message would be sent that those who kill with malice can never rest, never have peace. I felt if anyone could succeed, it would be the men and women of the Mayfield Heights Police Department and the Cuyahoga County Prosecutor’s Office.

The suspect was unquestionably a person gifted with intelligence, an intelligence that came with dark urges of control and revenge. He could put fear in those who chose to cross him. He had a distorted view of love that led to years of stalking and torment— torment from a man who did not want his wife but did not want anyone else to have her either.

He had a fascination with the study of espionage and counter-espionage techniques, and taught himself to become proficient in wiretapping, lock picking and firearms. His body building and expertise in the martial arts, coupled with a 6’1” 230 lb. frame, meant he would have his way. His patience and tenacity would serve him well in his quest to track down and shoot a human being.

I recognize that telling this story means exposing not only the successes but also the shortcomings and missed opportunities of the investigation. My own included. No investigation is perfect just as no criminal trial is perfect. To see justice done, detectives and prosecutors do their best to find the truth and, when possible, bring the guilty to trial.

I salute all those who wear or have worn the badge. I will always bleed blue. The police officers whom I worked with in 1976 were good men and good investigators. They were frustrated and dismayed that they couldn’t successfully close the case. We all understood that failing to take the person responsible off the street could result in future crimes by a vicious criminal. 

I have the deepest love and respect for the men who were my bosses over the years. They hired, trained, guided and provided me with the opportunity to be successful in my chosen profession, a profession that afforded my family a good life. This group of men included Mayor Ross C. DeJohn, Chief Nick Tagg, Chief Nick Caprara, Sgt. Walter Harmon, Det. Lt. Tom Strasshofer, Det. Sgt. Jack Farragher, Det. Sgt. Larry McHugh, and Sgt. Joseph Catalioti. These men are no longer alive; but if they were, I honestly believe they would welcome the telling of events that cover parts of five decades.

This story is a cautionary tale for every police officer, police chief and prosecutor who has a cold case residing on a back shelf of their evidence room to never give up in their effort to seek justice. It should remind them to regularly review cold cases with an eye toward prosecuting those who commit the ultimate crime and to speak and act on behalf of those who no longer have a voice. My intent is also to give hope to the thousands of families of murder victims who have all but given up that justice will ever be theirs. 

It is equally the story of a remarkable and courageous woman who only wanted to live an ordinary life, but having drawn the strength and will to overcome near fatal and incapacitating wounds has instead lived an extraordinary one. 

From the beginning of the renewed investigation, I had hoped this book would serve as a tribute to the detectives, federal agents, prosecutors and investigators who took on the impossible task of trying to prosecute a crime that is decades old. I prayed they would succeed where so many others failed. If successful, they would be doing themselves and their agencies proud, and would finally allow the murder victim, Jeffrey Hart, to rest in peace. 

Although many names, locations and dates have been changed, this book is a true story and is based on police reports, witness statements, court and other public records, newspaper accounts, my experiences and recollections, as well as those of other principals in this story. All people are presumed innocent until proven guilty in a court of law.

“For certain, if the efforts of Mayfield Heights P.D. resulted in an indictment and the case went to trial, no defense attorney could claim what they so often love to—that this case was a rush to judgment. To the contrary, the person responsible for killing Jeffrey Hart was given the benefit of the doubt much longer than the interest of fair play ever required.”

Harold DeBoe, Detective Lieutenant Retired 

––––––––
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“Anybody that can design a laser sight for a machine gun to conceal in a briefcase to be used to assassinate people with is capable of getting from Pulaski, Virginia to Memphis, Tennessee in an airplane without leaving a record.”

Court of Criminal Appeals of Tennessee
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​Chapter 1.  Hearts and Bullets
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Hart Murder, February 15, 1976
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Valentine’s Day 1976 was a typical February day in Cleveland, Ohio —cold and gray. Jeffrey Hart had dropped off his fiancé, Abby Miller, at her Concord Township condo around 1:30 a.m. before returning to his upscale, high-rise apartment in suburban Mayfield Heights, twenty miles away. The couple, who had been dating for eighteen months, just enjoyed a romantic Valentine’s Day dinner at Au Pere Jacques, one of Cleveland’s most popular restaurants. It provided the perfect combination of a warm, enchanting atmosphere, delicious French cuisine and wine to complement the occasion. 

At about 2:00 a.m. Hart turned the key in the lock of his sixth-floor apartment completely oblivious to the dark, soul-sucking evil awaiting him on the door’s other side. He stepped inside and hung his topcoat in the closet. Turning, he took two steps toward the hallway leading to his bedroom. His thoughts suddenly whirled as he tried to process why a man was standing inside his apartment.

The confusion lasted but a fraction of a second before he was stunned by the first blow to his head. A barrage of blows to Hart’s face and head followed, sending his teeth flying into the dining room, hallway and bathroom. In the instant it had taken for his brain to register that a gun was pointed at him; the imposing figure had fired nine bullets from a .22 caliber handgun. At the attack’s onset, Hart had raised his right hand instinctively to defend himself from the threat, but the hand’s soft flesh and delicate bones were useless against the lethal lead projectile traveling 1,080 feet per second.

Hart had let out a high-pitched primordial scream of terror as the first bullet ripped through his hand into the right side of his face. More bullets tore through his scalp and skull piercing his brain and showering the eggshell white walls of his suite with blood and gray matter, ensuring Hart’s date with Abby Miller would be his last.

Hart lay crumpled on his left side dressed in his dark suit and a red, white, and blue striped shirt. His red necktie lay neatly draped and fastened with a diamond tie pin, as a widening pool of his own blood darkened and coagulated on the avocado green carpet beneath his head. 

The solidly built apartment walls and thick wood doors at Gates Mills Towers made the apartments safe in the event of fire and nearly soundproof in comparison to the paper-thin walls commonly used in other less prestigious apartments.

A neighbor would later tell police of hearing screams and scuffling between 1:30 and 2:30 a.m. She thought it might be someone in distress. Another neighbor had heard a series of dull thuds around 2:00 a.m. 

A third neighbor reported coming home between 12:30 and 2:00 a.m. As she walked from where she parked her car in the underground garage to her building, she turned a corner and almost crashed head-on into a man she had never seen before. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. The man only looked at her. “He didn’t say a word,” the witness later told the police. “The man wore a turtleneck sweater. He had no expression on his face, as if he wasn’t there; that’s the expression he had on his face, and he went by me and he was walking kind of very fast, and I thought well, where is he going to go.”  The witness watched to see if he went into a car parked in the garage, but he did not. He walked toward an exit of the underground garage that led to an outside parking area, when the witness stopped looking. 

None of Hart’s neighbors would call the police that night to report hearing or seeing anything unusual. Even if they had, it was too late for Hart. As couples celebrated the day for lovers six floors below at the adjacent Forge Restaurant over cocktails and prime rib, Jeffrey Hart was destined to die alone, crumpled on the floor just inside his door, while his killer slipped away and disappeared into the night. 

Crime Scene Photos

Jeffrey Hart Murder

Gates Mills Towers
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Chalk Outline- Jeffrey Hart
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Detective Harold “Hal” DeBoe- 1976
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Abby Miller and Jeffrey Hart’s last meal together
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Chapter 2.  Welcome to Mayfield Heights
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Gates Mills Towers is located at 6805 Mayfield Road situated on the eastern edge of Mayfield Heights which borders the blue-blooded Village of Gates Mills. The old-money residents of Gates Mills live in large, stately homes on beautiful, wooded properties along the winding, bucolic Chagrin River. Bordering the river are the polo fields, a place where in 1976, residents practiced fox hunting on horseback on the weekends. In contrast, the only “fox” hunting done in blue collar Mayfield Heights, was practiced by young men at the Cork N Bottle or any one of the other watering holes in town. 

The approximately 18,000 residents of Mayfield Heights were a mixture of working class and professional people. Mayfield Heights could be referred to as a bedroom community. Retail shopping seemed limitless along the main east/west drag of Mayfield Road. Where Mayfield Road was once a wooden plank toll road that in the 1800’s connected travelers from the east to downtown Cleveland, it was now a busy five-lane state highway that to this day continues to shuttle folks from the eastern suburbs westward toward Cleveland to their jobs at the world renowned Cleveland Clinic, University Hospital, the Navy Finance Center, downtown business district, and the numerous shopping, dining, and entertainment destinations in the Cleveland neighborhoods of Little Italy, East Fourth Street, Tremont, and Market District.

The City of Mayfield Heights is dissected by Interstate 271 that runs north and south. Once on I-271, the killer could be miles away from Mayfield Heights in a matter of minutes. Anchoring the shopping venues are the Mayland, Goldengate and Eastgate Plazas that to this day are connected by the usual series of fast-food restaurants, gas stations, bars and pizza shops, along with chain stores and a variety of mom-and-pop retail shops. 

The population of Mayfield Heights in 1976 had a heavy concentration of Italian and Jewish residents. Many were the elderly who lived in assisted living apartments that book-ended Gates Mills Towers. From this typical and unremarkable suburban setting arose a most atypical and horrific set of events that began with the killing of Jeffrey Hart.​
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Chapter 3.  Murder at G.M.T.
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​Hart Murder Investigation, February 15
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Following their romantic dinner on Valentine’s Day, Jeffrey dropped Abby off at her condominium. She prepared for bed and waited for his phone call. A systematic and thoughtful person, he always called to let her know that he got home safely. However, he will not call tonight. The next morning, Abby tried to reach Jeffrey by phone, but he did not answer. After repeated attempts to reach him, at 9:30 a.m. she called Tom, Jeffrey’s younger brother.

Tom’s daughter had babysat for Abby’s sons the previous evening, and Jeffrey was to take his niece home on his return to his apartment. Abby wondered if, he had decided to spend the night at Tom’s instead of driving home. But Tom was surprised to hear from Abby that Sunday morning and told her he had not seen his brother since he dropped his daughter off the night before.

Abby decided to call Jeffrey’s older brother, Gary, on the chance that Jeffrey had slept there the previous evening. Gary told Abby that he had not, but that he expected Jeffrey around 12:00 or 12:30 for Sunday dinner and to watch the football game. Gary assured Abby he would have Jeffrey call her as soon as he got there. With still no phone call by 1:30 from either Jeffrey or Gary, Abby called Gary again and told him she was going to drive to Jeffrey’s apartment to check on him. Gary did not want her to go alone, so he called his brother Tom and asked him to go with her.

When Tom called Abby, they decided Abby would pick him up at his Mentor home, since it was on the way to Jeffrey’s apartment. From Tom’s house, Abby drove west on I-90, turning south on I-271 and exiting at Mayfield Road. She crossed SOM Center Road, passing Eastgate Plaza on the left and Hillcrest Hospital on the right. Just prior to reaching the “Welcome to the Village of Gates Mills” sign, Abby turned left into the entrance of Gates Mills Towers and followed the long, winding driveway to 6805 Mayfield Road.

Parking at the rear of the building, the first thing Abby and Tom did was to go to the garage to look for Jeffrey’s car. They found the 1976 white and red Pontiac Grand Prix parked in Jeffrey’s designated space. While Abby was relieved to see that Jeffrey had made it home safely, she was still very concerned. From the underground garage, the two made their way to the sixth- floor apartment. As they did, Abby became anxious and filled with dread. Her mind raced as she tried to make sense of what was happening.  

This time Abby remembered to take the key to Jeffrey’s building and apartment. Jeffrey had given her his keys earlier in their relationship, but Abby had not seen the need to have the keys and had simply stored them in a drawer in her kitchen. Whenever she visited Jeffrey, he always had to buzz her into the building and would playfully scold her for not using the keys he had given her. On this day she did not forget to grab the keys on her way out the door.

Abby and Tom exited the elevator and made their way down the hall. At the door of Jeffrey’s apartment, Abby handed the keys to Tom. She later would say she was shaking so badly she wouldn’t have been capable of inserting the key into the lock. As Tom opened the door, he could see his brother lying on the floor with blood surrounding his head. Tom groaned, “What have they done to you?” Wanting to shelter Abby, he immediately closed the door and locked it, telling Abby there had been an accident. Abby became hysterical and wanted to know what had happened. In her heart of heart, she feared the worst. Tom knew what he had seen was no accident, but it would be a half an hour before he would tell Abby the truth about what he had seen.

Gary’s anxiety mounted as he waited to hear from Abby or Tom. His brother Jeffrey had always been a punctual man. When he hadn’t called or arrived on time for Sunday dinner, nor answered any of their phone calls, Gary knew he should be worried. Jeffrey was not a man who had enemies; however, eighteen months earlier he had been badly beaten by Abby’s estranged husband, Stan Radnic. Jeffrey had just dropped Abby off after their first date and as he was leaving her house, Radnic attacked him. Jeffrey’s injuries were severe enough to require hospitalization.

Tom and Abby quickly made their way to the building’s office where they told the building manager, Alfred Gold, there had been an accident and asked him to call the police. Conveniently, Sergeant Gary Peck of the Mayfield Heights Police Department (Mayfield Heights P.D.) was sitting in Gold’s office at the time. He immediately placed a call to the Mayfield Heights P.D. and requested an ambulance. 

Sgt. Peck worked a part-time, off-duty job as the apartment’s security to supplement his wages. Patrolling the parking lots and garages in their private vehicles, he and other off-duty police officers watched for auto thieves on four-hour shifts—8:00 p.m. to midnight or midnight to 4:00 a.m. Unfortunately, these patrols did not include the residential floors. That Sunday, Peck was on the apartment premises to turn in time sheets. 

In 1976 it was the responsibility of the police officers to drive the ambulance for firefighters and paramedics. Abby and Tom waited in the office for the ambulance to arrive. Patrolman Michael Suchy, in company with Firefighter Bill Thomas, responded to Peck’s call. Upon reaching Hart’s apartment, they noted the city’s morning newspaper, The Cleveland Plain Dealer, at the front of the door. It bore that day’s date, February 15, 1976. The building manager unlocked the door to Hart’s apartment, and the emergency responders entered. 

Inside, the officers found a white male lying in a pool of blood. Responding officers checked for vital signs, and none were found. His body was cold to the touch and rigor mortis had set in. Shell casings from small caliber bullets were visible on the floor in the area around the body. Suchy called for the shift commander Sergeant Al Picino to respond and asked dispatchers to call in detectives as well. Patrolman Suchy secured the apartment and waited for other officers and detectives to arrive. At about that same time fifteen miles away in Willowick, I had just sat down to play a nickel/dime game of poker with several boyhood friends.

Except for my time in the United States Marine Corps immediately following my graduation from Euclid High School, I had played poker with this group of friends since our teens. We played regularly on Sundays during the long Cleveland winters. These games were an opportunity for all of us to catch up on each other’s lives. We would drink a couple beers, eat pizza, joke, laugh and commiserate for a few hours before heading back to our families or jobs. 

Before the first hand of cards was dealt, the game was interrupted by a call from my wife. She anxiously explained that the police department had called and said I was to report to work immediately. Detectives didn’t work on Sundays unless “the big one” hit. Murder was rare in Mayfield Heights and certainly “as big as it got” for a fresh, young detective. Hurriedly, I called work and learned that a gunshot victim was discovered at Gates Mills Towers that appeared to be a homicide.

Making my apologies, I made a hasty exit and rushed to my home in Euclid about eight miles away. There I quickly changed clothes, grabbed my duty weapon, a Smith & Wesson six shot .38cal revolver, and a set of cuffs. 

I drove to the department with very little information about the crime. Only twenty-seven years old, I felt a mixture of excitement and trepidation at the prospect of investigating my first homicide. 
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​Chapter 4.  Time to Head North
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In 1950 after selling her small farm, Abby’s mother, Sally, moved from eastern Tennessee with her three sons and young daughter to Cleveland’s west side. Sally found a job at Precision Castings Company where she would work until her retirement thirty-two years later. Growing up in Cleveland, Abby and her brothers attended Thomas Jefferson School and West High School. 

In 1964 at the age of eighteen, Abby married her high school sweetheart, Frank Cook Jr., two years her senior. The union produced two sons. By 1969 the young couple had grown apart and agreed to a separation. Because work was slow in Cleveland, Cook, an electrician, took a job in Wyoming. After several months of separation, divorce proceedings were filed. Abby retained custody of her two young children and remained in Cleveland. 

Despite their divorce, family was important to both Abby and Cook; they remained committed to not letting their divorce put a wedge between the boys and their respective families. Through the years their sons spent most summers out West with their dad and winters in Ohio with their mom. 
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​Chapter 5.  Love at the Blue Grass
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In March 1970, 23-year-old Abby Miller was working as a secretary for Reynolds Aluminum and living in Lakewood, a western suburb of Cleveland. One evening she was out with friends from work to celebrate the promotion of one of their co-workers. Abby had joined two of her girlfriends for an evening at the Blue Grass Lounge on the other side of town from her Lakewood apartment. At this time, Abbey was separated from Cook and their divorce was nearly final. 

Stan Radnic had the same plans that night to stop at the Blue Grass with a friend. Abby and the 32-year-old Radnic struck up a conversation. She thought he was a nice guy, notwithstanding the unusually large chip he seemed to have on his shoulder. As the evening wore on, she asked him to hold her drink while she went to the restroom. There, she ran into her friends who were ready to leave. Abby did not get a chance to say goodbye to Radnic, and Radnic was left holding her drink.

About a month later Abby returned to the Blue Grass with the same friends and Radnic was there. They reconnected and the night ended with Radnic asking for her phone number, which Abby obliged.

The first time they met Radnic was in the company of a friend whom he introduced to Abby as a Cleveland police officer. The second time he was with an art professor from the University of Syracuse. Abby felt comfortable giving her phone number to a man who obviously acquainted himself with persons of such honorable professions.

Ten years her senior, Radnic cut a dashing figure to young Abby. He was a health and fitness buff with a strong, muscular physique who wore his clothing tailored. At over six feet and two-hundred twenty pounds with piercing gray eyes, he was an impressive man. Radnic held an industrial engineering degree from The Ohio State University and was a member of the Plumbers Union. He was the “whole package” and had no trouble catching the eye of the young secretary.

A week later Abby and Radnic went on their first date to the Sportsman’s Show. Abby was impressed with his knowledge of outdoor sports and activities. Albeit a quiet man, Radnic had a quick wit and Abby enjoyed being with him. 

There would be more dates with Stan Radnic that included dinners, movies, and concerts. Radnic was knowledgeable about classical music which Abby also had an interest in. Stan and Abbeys time together was often shared with Abby’s sons. Even though Radnic did not have kids of his own, he had a good rapport with her little boys. The couple saw each other often and rarely missed a night talking on the phone. A romance was developing; however, it would be months before their relationship evolved into anything serious.  

Abby felt flattered at Radnic’s interest in her. She found him to be attractive and charismatic, and was seduced by his charm, intelligence, and energy. 

In time, another side of Radnic surfaced. Abby would describe his bad temper where the smallest thing could enrage him. On one such occasion, he became infuriated with a gas station attendant whom Radnic felt was not paying him enough attention while filling his car with gas. On another occasion, two young men were stopped at a traffic light next to Radnic and Abby’s car. The men were acting like fools, “playfully” taunting the couple. Abby was terrified. When the light turned green, instead of ignoring the punks and driving away, Radnic reached under his seat for a gun, ready to challenge them. Luckily, the young men drove off before the situation escalated.

Along with the temper flare-ups, he was often sullen and moody. Embarrassing and stressful for Abby, he was no longer congenial with her friends, but frequently downright rude toward them. She found herself avoiding social occasions with her friends because she couldn’t trust Radnic’s behavior. Worse yet, Abby stopped visiting her family with him, because it was clear he did not like them—he told her he had “issues” with Southerners because of the time he spent in South Carolina as a Marine.

Gradually, Radnic became more obsessed with his gun collection, his body building, and union activities, and less with Abby. He was no longer interested in dinner dates, concerts, movies, or spending time with Abby’s sons. She felt that the relationship had become all about Stan Radnic.

These issues and Radnic’s apparent lack of involvement with her children led Abby to end the relationship. The last thing she expected was any resistance from him, yet he told her he didn’t want to lose her. He called her persistently, and although he was living on the east side of Cleveland about 15 miles away, he constantly drove past her Lakewood home and showed up wherever she went. 

Radnic’s stalking behavior should have been a warning to Abby, but sometimes people can misconstrue a stalker’s smothering and controlling behavior as love. Abby began to second guess herself, thinking she had misjudged him. Because of his persistence, she began dating him again. 

For a fleeting time, there would be improvement, but eventually Radnic’s pessimistic and nasty attitude would again prevail. He came across to Abby as an angry man and had been an angry child. In stories about his childhood, he talked about how his Polish heritage would get him bullied and beaten up by the Irish youths in his neighborhood. So, he created what he referred to as his “birthday list”—a list of the names of his tormentors he planned to take revenge on his birthday. This was a gift he gave to himself.

It was just a few months into their relationship, and Abby had already witnessed Radnic’s anger, resentment and desire for revenge. All were indicators of the nightmare the future held for this gentle and sweet woman. Despite all the warnings, she wanted to believe Radnic was a good man and that he cared about her. 

Abby was a young, single mother with two small children. Knowing how important her boys were to her, Radnic played on her insecurities. He painted an idyllic picture of what marrying him could be like for her and her sons. Because he had grown up without his father in his life, he told Abby how hard it would be for her boys to grow up without their dad around and that he could fill that void. He would say to Abby that they “complemented each other.” 

The couple’s visits to Radnic’s relatives served to support the image Abby was trying to hold onto. An aunt and uncle on his mother’s side of the family were lovely people who were  nice to her and her little boys and always treated Radnic like he was the special nephew they never got to see enough.

Another aunt—the sister of Radnic’s father—was a retired executive from a large manufacturing company in Cleveland. She told dramatic stories about the Radnic family’s background in Poland and their upper-class heritage. During World War II when the Nazis took the family’s home and property, her husband had returned to Poland to fight the Nazis and he was killed. She was another adoring aunt who always bestowed affection on her wonderful nephew and the woman in his life. Radnic was always on his best behavior during these family visits. 

By fall, Radnic got the break he was waiting for—an offer for a job as an engineer with an aluminum mining company in Jamaica. The company offered Radnic  offered a sizable salary, first class airfare for Abby and the children to join him in Jamaica and a generous living expense. Radnic gladly accepted. Abby had never seen him so elated. The plan was for him to go ahead to Jamaica and send for Abby later. Just before he left Radnic got down on one knee and proposed marriage to Abby. She accepted. 
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​Chapter 6.  The Hunter
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Stan Radnic was born June 27,1937, at Union Hospital in Cleveland, to 28-year-old Katherine Nowack from Chicago. His father was 31-year-old Otto Radnic, born in Poland. The hospital noted on his birth certificate that his father did odd jobs and his mother was a homemaker. They lived in the 1200 block of E. 71st Street, Cleveland, Ohio.

As a child, Radnic attended St. Thomas Aquinas Church and school. In addition to learning reading, writing, and arithmetic, the children took classes in religion. The future would show that the nuns’ religious instruction “Thou Shall Not Kill” as well as the other rules of behavior outlined in the Ten Commandments, had little to no influence on at least one student.

On July 20, 1955, at the age of eighteen, Radnic began what should have been a two year stint in the United States Marine Corps. Radnic would claim that during his service tour in Panama, he had been stabbed in both knees with a bayonet while in a fight with another Marine. Although he would receive an early discharge from the Marines based on unspecified medical reasons. Radnic’s interest in weapons began prior to his tour in the Marines and continued throughout his life. His mother had given him a rifle for his high school graduation gift.

Another link to guns comes from a police report dated October 9, 1958. Officer Helgash of the Fort Lauderdale Police Department arrested the 21-year-old Radnic after receiving a complaint that two males were shooting rifles at rabbits in Birch State Park. Police charged Radnic with discharging firearms within city limits. A compressed air rifle, pellets, and a dead rabbit were evidence that led to a small fine. This incident was the first known arrest of Radnic; however, it would not be his last. The future would show his progression to hunting of a higher species.
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​Chapter 7.  Wedding Bells in Jamaica
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In the fall of 1970, Radnic had begun his job building an aluminum processing plant in Jamaica while Abby remained in Cleveland. On the Jamaican beaches, vacationers slathered on coconut oil, baked under the tropical sun, and enjoyed colorful umbrella cocktails. Whereas Jamaica was a paradise to some, it was a particularly challenging environment for Radnic.

Jamaica was colonized by England in the mid-17th century. England’s influence is obvious to this day both architecturally and culturally. The English quickly established two distinct societies: an upper class that was made up mostly of British landowners and white business leaders, and a lower class that consisted of natives and African slaves, who were brought by slave traders by the hundreds of thousands to support the world’s leading sugar exporting industry. Following the abolition of slavery, indentured workers were brought in from India and China. By the time Jamaica was granted independence from England in 1962, most of its population were descendants of slaves. 

Independence initially brought some economic relief to the populace; however, the Jamaica experienced by Radnic in 1970 was one of economic downturn (the country was in bankruptcy), inequality and increased poverty for the urban poor. Tiny, shabby, one-room wood shacks were scattered everywhere, a dramatic contrast to the Jamaica known by vacationers who enjoyed the lush greenery and the beautiful beaches. 

Abby explained that most people would be sympathetic to these poor people and their difficult lives, but Radnic held fast to his belief in his white superiority. In his letters to Abby describing his life in Jamaica, he also wrote about being of the Arian Race. If it had not been apparent to Abby before, she now realized he despised black people. She said he attributed it to his childhood on the lower east side of Cleveland.

Culturally, the Jamaicans are a laid-back, fun-loving people. The plant’s work crew arrived late in the morning and worked at a snail’s pace during the day. The Jamaican work style did not sit well with the impatient Radnic. He complained the workers not only took long lunch breaks, but also “coffee” breaks during which they smoked “ganja” (marijuana).

Jamaica grown marijuana is some of the best and purest marijuana in the world. As a depressant, marijuana left the crew in a state less inclined to work than to play or rest. Radnic reported to Abby that it was not unusual to see the workers standing around socializing with their co-workers or even breaking out in dance while listening to the latest Reggae music blaring out of their ever-present boom box radios. He wanted them to work harder, but they didn’t take well to the “big white guy” pushing them around on the job. One day after he angered his work crew, they surrounded him, brandishing machetes and threatened his life. Soon after in a letter to Abby, Radnic told her about the incident, but made light of it. However, he did ask her to bring him a few things when he came for the wedding: wheat germ, fish oil capsules, a medicine chest worth of additional vitamins and a couple of .25 caliber automatic handguns. She was more than willing to bring him his supplements but drew the line at transporting firearms.

The couple’s original plan was for Radnic to return to the States for his nuptials. Abby was disappointed when her fiancé was unable to break away from his job and return stateside, but that wouldn’t deter them. Abby agreed to travel to the island paradise to be joined in marriage to Radnic.

On February 23, 1971, Abby and Stan were married in Mandeville, Jamaica, a quaint colonial town in the middle of the island at the home of Radnic’s boss. His close friend Dr. Gary Grant traveled from Fort Lauderdale, Florida, where he lived and had a medical practice, to serve as the best man; and the wife of one of Radnic’s co-workers stepped in as Abby’s maid-of-honor. It was a small ceremony with about thirty guests. Because travel to Jamaica was expensive, Abby’s mother, whom she was very close to, was unable to attend.

On the following morning, the Radnics, Abby’s two sons and a nanny drove Grant to Montego Bay for his return flight to Florida. From there, the group spent the next several days at a beach resort where the newlyweds enjoyed their honeymoon vacation. 

The family moved into a rented house in Mandeville. They were content and hopeful for their future, as they began their life together and settled into their new home in this idyllic island setting.. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 8.  From Mandeville to Splitsville
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Soon after the wedding, problems began to surface for the couple. Abby quickly learned she had not misjudged her husband’s bad temper. In today’s terms, Radnic had “anger management issues.” The young bride tried very hard to please her husband, but nothing she did was enough; he was incessantly critical of her. During most of their time together, Radnic was angry with the world about the unfair treatment he perceived was constantly being visited upon him.

Radnic treated Abby and her sons with indifference. He did not physically harm them—Abby would never have tolerated that kind of behavior; he simply showed coldness towards them. Her boys never told Abby, but they would tell others how their mother’s husband wasn’t very nice to them. 

Although Radnic’s contract called for him to work in Jamaica for eighteen months, the couple and the two boys lived there only three months. Originally hired as a structural engineer, Radnic had been performing the duties of a project supervisor. When the company told Radnic that they now needed him to do the engineering job that he’d originally been hired to do, Radnic was insulted; he considered it a demotion and unacceptable. He made an abrupt decision to leave Jamaica and return to the States. 

Back in the States, the family moved in with the Grants in Fort Lauderdale. Abby expected Radnic to get a job so they could eventually move into their own place. Radnic was content living at his friends’ home and catching lobsters with his buddy for days on end. The men would leave before daybreak and not return until after dark. Grant’s wife was in the hospital during this time, which left Abby and her sons without a car and alone.

During one of their frequent discussions about Radnic’s lack of motivation to get a job and find an apartment, he angrily told Abby to take her sons and go back to Cleveland. He said he didn’t want to be married anymore. The very next day Radnic and Grant drove Abby and her two young sons to the airport five hours before their flight was scheduled to depart. There, Radnic just dropped them off and handed Abby $20.  

When Abby and her sons returned to Cleveland, they stayed with her mom. Having had quit her job and sold her car and most of her furniture when she left for Jamaica, Abby was now destitute. Responsible and hardworking, she soon found a new job. With a financial loan from her mother, she was now able to purchase a used vehicle and get an apartment in Lakewood, where she enrolled her sons in the same daycare center that they had attended in the past. 

Abby was shattered that the marriage had ended in failure, but she knew there was nothing she could do. Radnic had made it clear that he did not want to be married to her. What she didn’t know was that this separation would be just the first of many for the Radnics in the years to come. One day Abby would say that if marriage wasn’t such a serious matter, it would be laughable that she and Radnic were separated more than they were together.

Radnic didn’t contact Abby for months until the evening of their first wedding anniversary when he called from Florida. Although she knew better, emotionally Abby missed the man who had told her he loved her and wanted to spend his life with her. After a series of phone calls, Radnic called to announce he was returning to Cleveland. During the call he didn’t ask Abby for reconciliation, but instead for a ride from the airport to his mother’s house.

Radnic stayed with his mother only a short time before returning to Florida. After a few more weeks in the sun (now referring to himself as “Sunshine Fletcher”), he again returned to Cleveland. Convinced over time by Radnic that they needed to try to make their marriage work, Abby reconciled, and Radnic moved into her Lakewood apartment.  

During this period in and out of Florida and back and forth with Abby, Radnic seemed to be living in a fantasy. He would talk of grandiose plans—starting his own company, moving permanently to Florida, becoming a medical doctor—yet, to Abby’s knowledge; he’d never do anything toward achieving those goals. 

Eventually, Radnic found a steady job as a plumber working at the
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