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Author’s Note

In the eighties, convicted racketeer Frank Colacurcio Sr. told me that mob stories about him were made up. “Fairy tales,” he said. Twenty years later, with a few more prison stretches to his name, he told me, “Organized crime, you just never had it here.” If he meant the Mafia, true; if he meant himself, he was likely saying his crimes were sometimes disorganized, as his conviction rate indicates: seven felonies, one reversed.

His mob did incorporate some of the structural elements of the Mafia, or at least the Army—loyal volunteers willing to do mayhem, have sex, and drink beer. As future U.S. attorney general Robert F. Kennedy indicated in the fifties and Seattle mayor Greg Nickels said half a century later, Colacurcio was some kind of godfather. “I believe that there is organized crime involved in at least that club and perhaps others,” the mayor said of Frank’s flagship nudie joint in Seattle. Frank laughed. “Oh, I think he’s just trying to win an election,” he told me. “It’s not the old days anymore, I should know.”

He did. In the vaginal valley of Seattle vice, Frank was the polluted river that runs through it. Drawing from the historic tributaries—bad cops, corrupt pols, cathouse madams, bookmakers,  pornographers, and drug dealers, whose tales flow into his—the stripper king carried us from one Seattle century to the next, meandering through Tacoma, Portland, and the West. In the process, fact has blended with fiction, creating a Mafia mythology. But the preponderance of evidence—Frank’s central, decades-long role in the vice rackets and as head of an operation that reached into ten Western states and many of their prisons—affirmed his place as a unique American crime figure. His story is told in hundreds of thousands of pages of law enforcement and court documents and the background interviews I’ve had with investigators, attorneys, prosecutors, and Frank’s friends and foes, in addition to historical research through books and newspapers and my own past encounters with him.

He notched his first felony, a sex-related charge, during the Roosevelt presidency. He was charged with his eighth felony, a sex-related charge, under the Obama administration. It is an endurance record in lawbreaking rivaling, if not besting, New York’s legendary Mafia godfathers. Really, how many of them could boast they were under indictment at age ninety-three and still trying to get laid?






Prologue

When the task force of government cars and wagons rolled into Frank Francis Colacurcio’s driveway and courtyard on a Monday morning in 2008, doors flew open and squads of local cops and federal agents poured out. They rushed to the entryway of the $1.2 million, sand-colored home with a swimming pool overlooking Lake Washington. The three-bedroom, quarter-acre ranch house, built in Frank’s heyday fifties and remodeled in 2004, was tucked into the side of the hill above Sheridan Beach. Its southern exposure looked away from the prying traffic that typically flew past on Bothell Way Northeast in Lake Forest Park. That day, cars slowed outside the compound’s wall as drivers gawked at the scene: with all the FBI jackets, it might have looked like a national security incident. In fact, the lead task force investigator formerly worked on the FBI’s international terrorism squad. But while Frank may have been considered an enemy combatant of sorts, his record was more that of an underwear bomber.

The front door opened, and the legendary stripper king appeared. The godfather of what might be called Nudity Inc.—his half-century-old, once far-flung empire of topless and fully  nude dance joints featuring lap dances and hand jobs—had been a squat, barrel-chested brawler with wavy black hair and a thing for gold medallions. Now, in the doorway, he was a bent and balding grandfather of ninety-one with chicken-fuzz hair, greeting his landing party in a bathrobe. “Search warrant,” one of the feds said. No vice-raid virgin, Frank knew the drill. He stood back so the force could swarm in. Then he went to phone the lawyers.

His bathrobe didn’t necessarily mean the old man had been roused from sleep. Rolled up in his robe pocket was $10,000, mostly in hundreds. He liked to be prepared. At his age, senior citizens tended to plan their day around activities that cause the least drooling and heart attacks. Frank liked to hit the bedroom floor running, cane in hand, anticipating drop-ins by one of his dancers. “He gets laid every night,” recalled one of the young women from the strip joints he has been operating for more than forty years—in more recent times featuring full frontal, and “backal,” nudity. Dancers said he had a standing (well, laying) offer: earn up to $1,000 a day working at home—his. “It’s surprising that a guy so old still wants it so much,” another dancer had told some of the investigators now pawing through Frank’s papers and searching his cupboards. “He tried to get me to go and have sex with him for $500!”

It had to be tempting for his underpaid girls. In the eighties, tired of restrictive state liquor laws and nosy inspectors, Frank converted his dance joints to soda pop clubs. To make up for the lost revenue, he began charging his dancers to strip. They were required to pay “rent” of more than $100 a shift, which they had to earn back, hopefully with a profit, from table dances and tips. Some weren’t successful and resorted to the hands-on approach. As one club manager told a dancer reluctant to have  sex with a paying customer, “Well honey, you’ve got to get in there and compete.”

Frank liked to fish and play cards, but a toss in the hay was life itself. If he couldn’t participate, he could watch, sometimes cutting peepholes into walls at his clubs, ogling girls in the dressing rooms or spying on them having sex with customers in the bar. On one occasion, a dancer warned Frank that sex was getting rampantly in and out of hand in the secluded VIP booths at Rick’s, his nightclub in Seattle, just up the road from his Sheridan Beach spread. “I think a couple girls are bad,” she said. “They do the real dirty stuff.” Frank stopped her right there. “Where are they?” he asked. “I need one!”

This was not unexpected from a man whose 38-foot fishing boat was named 4PLAY. In the seven decades that law enforcement had been coming to his door, one way or another it was about sex. In 1943 it was a teen girl he was convicted of raping under the pretense of showing her the ghosts that haunted his family’s Eastside farm. Sixty years later, it was a young woman whose nipple he decided to grab—because he could. He was in his late eighties then and still feeding off the breast. He arose each day wondering how to get girls, or get money to get girls, or how to get girls to sell sex to get him money to get more girls. His wife, twenty-three years his junior, put up with it for three decades, then sent him divorce papers in prison. He had taken to keeping a number of girlfriends and several sets of books—the ledgers he stuffed in his pockets and the ones he showed the IRS. He devised an accounting system he called “ins and outs,” as he once explained to a jury, wherein a chunk of the untaxed profits flows in and out and ends up as “miscellaneous.” That was partly why the feds showed up at his home that morning in 2008. They thought Frank was doing the ins and outs again,  known as skimming, which had already earned him two of his five prison terms.

Frank was saying nothing. Maybe he was offended. Having money didn’t always mean he embezzled it. His criminal record had forced him into so-called retirement—he preferred to be called a “consultant” to his own strip business—but he’d paid taxes on a lot of those millions too. Stocks, banks, and real estate could have a bad season, but a nude dancing concession is almost recession-proof, with a built-in stimulus. To Frank, the tax harassment—“this police business”—was petty. Once, in 2007, after he’d supposedly retired, one of his club managers was arrested with several dancers for vice infractions at Rick’s. The manager called Frank from King County Jail to make sure he knew they needed bail. The dancers were busted for the usual touching and groping violations, the manager said.

“But,” she added on the recorded jail phone, “we have one with a really funny charge, and we’re not quite sure why.”

“What was it?” Frank asked.

“They’re saying it’s prostitution,” said the manager. “But it’s not a girl that I usually have a prostitution charge on ... Maybe she was arrested by mistake.”

“Ohhh,” said a seething Frank, “them bastards!”

As an iconic entrepreneur, Frank Colacurcio had nothing to do with making Seattle what it is best known for today: caffeine, software, airplanes, and books by mail. Of course, before his clubs switched to soda pop, he did supply Howard Schultz’s coffee market with customers who needed sobering up. He contributed to Bill Gates’s tech world by creating a small demand for government software to track his crimes and tomelike court records. He did fly on the jets of William Boeing’s airline customers to many clubs and prisons in the West, and to San Francisco that one day to hang a guy out a hotel window. An  eighth-grade dropout, he wasn’t much of a market booster for Jeff Bezos. Still, unlike Amazon.com, Frank’s start-ups always made money.

He rose from farm worker to CEO of one of the nation’s oldest and most successful vice businesses, and by the time he hit ninety, in 2007, more than $1 million a month in revenues was flowing through club Bank of America accounts. So his was a criminal enterprise, as the feds called it. But who hasn’t said that about big corporations everywhere? And were Howard, Bill, William, and Jeff willing to go to prison for what they believed in? Frank was, again and again.

Back when Gates and Paul Allen were sprouting peach fuzz and entering geekdom, Frank’s fleshy nightclub enterprise already stretched from Seattle to the Southwest, Canada, Alaska, and Hawaii. The key ingredient, tits and ass, was supplied by the dancers from Talents West, the Seattle personnel agency run by Frank and his macho girlie men. He’d gotten in and out of the pinball and jukebox businesses, and began buying up restaurants and selling sex and booze to the mass market. He got a rolling start from a corrupt vice tolerance policy blessed by Seattle’s City Hall and carried out by police headquarters in a unique kind of public safety campaign: in the belief that sin couldn’t be stopped but could be controlled, Seattle cops “regulated” gambling, prostitution, and other vices in a civic shakedown that peaked in the fifties and sixties.

Though such vices and devices were illegal, they were nonetheless licensed and overseen by government. The level of police enforcement was undertaken on a sliding scale, based on how much some businesses were willing to pay cops and city officials in bribes and kickbacks in order to obtain licenses, avoid fines, and remain open. It was a freaky-deaky policy, legalizing illegality, and paid off handsomely for the corrupt. Politicians  larded their war chests, and cops stored stacks of cash in their attics. The Seattle police vice squad alone was collecting $6,000 in monthly payoffs from operators, taking a cut and distributing the rest up the rotted food chain. An otherwise conservative and industrious blue-collar town with the imagination to build a floating bridge and a Space Needle was, at its heart, a decadent city on the take.

Frank grew up to see cops and politicians with their hands out and figured it to be a career move. He would wind up as the tolerance policy’s poster boy—enforcer, extortionist, and reputed Italian American mobster to boot—then go to prison for it. Decades later he’d be caught up in another City Hall payoff scandal. But by then he’d mastered the art of corruption: after the scheme was exposed in 2003, Frank and his associates got their money back.

Not that he needed it. Frank made a fortune operating in the Mafia-free zones of the West. The outside family mobs considered much of it Frank’s turf or perhaps not worth the effort. He dominated other regional vice lords as well, such as the dangerously screwball Carbone gang of Tacoma, the Elkins mob of Portland, and small-time operators around the Northwest. He worked with the Teamsters and their crooked Northwest leaders, including Dave Beck, and madams such as Ann Thompson, a wise businesswoman who convinced an expansion-minded Frank that, alas, even with support from all those horny Teamsters, whorehouses wouldn’t be profitable in undersexed Portland. He helped create a regional environment of sin and corruption for others, including Nellie Curtis, Seattle and Aberdeen’s most memorable cathouse madam, and a former Miss Washington, Rose Marie Williams, whose hobbies were sewing, swimming, and screwing most of King County. Of course, Frank outpimped them all, with legions of his club  girls servicing thousands of his eager customers over the years in VIP rooms and parking lots. The yellow brick road to today’s Emerald City is littered with his strip club condoms.

Unlike his fellow Seattle CEOs today, Frank never earned a spot on the Forbes 500s, his fortune regularly plundered by defense attorneys. But he’d always been a shy member of the filthy rich, and rode around in a used Lincoln Town Car piloted by a retired lounge singer. Like Gates, Chairman Frank eventually stepped down from his leadership role to concentrate on his own charity of sorts, Frank’s Foundation for Wayward Girls. But his influence and persistence continued to dazzle observers—among them, tireless FBI agent Corey Cote, who tailed Frank for years and called him “patriarch of the criminal organization.” Though Cote and other investigators discovered Frank rubbed elbows with a few Mafia figures during his career, they saw him as an independent contractor. They believed him when he said the Cosa Nostra talk was “Mafia malarkey,” even if he seemed to dabble in it. A friend of his said Frank joked about being Seattle’s Brando-like boss, and one former associate tells the story that a Colacurcio mobster once left a bloody horse’s head in a foe’s bed, mocking a scene from The Godfather.

Conversely, Frank tended to understate the facts. He wasn’t violent and never hurt anyone, he insisted. Yet he had a felony assault conviction and once beat a man until he pleaded for his life. The vice rackets, for all their good times, were also bloody and now and then fatal. Frank was accused of associating with killers and orchestrating some hackings—cold-case detectives loosely linked him to four or five deaths. Sometimes targeted by other local gangsters, Frank kept a cache of guns around, and in bar fights he could swing a mean club.

The fact that he remained a free man didn’t sit well with the sore losers of law and order. As this century began, they formed  a local, state, and federal Task Force to Get Frank. It cost millions—something much of the public saw as a wasteful intrusion into the world of consenting adults—resulting in a whole new series of federal racketeering, money laundering, and prostitution charges against him. The massive collection of evidence included more than 120,000 pages of documents and assorted audio, video, and business records stored on almost 2,300 CDs and DVDs. One undercover officer made more than 160 visits to Frank’s clubs in recent years, contributing an estimated $18,000 in taxpayer funds to Frank’s bank account. He made no arrests, according to court papers, but he took notes.

Frank was pretty sore about the indictment. The cops came barging in with a warrant while he held his bathrobe closed, for gods sakes! Used to be they’d pay him off for a crime like this.

Go look at Seattle vice history; you’ll see.






ORIGINAL SIN





Mad Dog, Chief of Police

“The prisoner is placed in a cell far removed from others, so his screams cannot be heard.”

 

The recorded legacy of Seattle vice and corruption reaches back two centuries, to impresario and saloon pioneer John Considine, who helped introduce Seattle to drinks, debauchery, and risqué bare-belly dancer Little Egypt. He also memorably battled rival Alexander Pantages for Seattle’s vaudeville turf, with both men stealing each other’s acts and rising to eventual fame in Hollywood, Considine as a silent-film producer and head of an acting family, and Pantages as a movie mogul and theater chain owner. But it was Considine’s hidden payments to beat officers that made lesser-known history, ranking among some of Seattle’s first street-level bribes. Just as a corrupting racketeer named Frank Colacurcio would do half a century later while dominating his era’s vices, Considine offered cops cash to look the other way as he violated Seattle’s sin laws. Among statutes he paid to break was the 1894 “barmaid ordinance.” The law prevented women from working where alcohol was served, and Considine clearly needed them at his People’s Theater, in what is now Pioneer Square. The  “box-house” saloon and card room featured female performers who danced, sang, and serviced a willing crowd, mostly lusty prospectors spilling into town during the Klondike Gold Rush.

Considine also ran three illegal betting parlors by paying fines and bribing cops under a vice tolerance policy that would appear, disappear, and reappear in Seattle throughout the next century. His cozy relationship with Seattle police chief C. S. Reed allowed him to monopolize the vice action for a few years until competitors, some formidable, bought in. Among them was gunslinger Wyatt Earp, described in 1899—eighteen years after the gunfight at O.K. Corral—by the Seattle Star as “a man of great reputation among the toughs and criminals, inasmuch as he formerly walked the streets of a rough frontier mining town with big pistols stuck in his belt, spurs on his boots and a devil-may-care expression upon his official face.” His Union Club on Union Street thrived for more than a year until a citywide crackdown drove him off to San Francisco. Only months after Earp departed, Considine’s joints reopened.

He didn’t get along as well with the next police chief, however, so he killed him. In a 1901 showdown, Considine shot the dislikable William Meredith three times after Meredith fired at him first, the chief’s bullet described in one news report as “scraping along the back of Considine’s neck and lodging in the arm of a messenger boy having sarsaparilla at a soda fountain.” Considine’s actions were deemed self-defense by a jury that took just three hours to decide they didn’t like Meredith either.

Of course, if it was OK to kill the police chief, what did that mean for everyone else? Brevity. Life could end abruptly in the middle of a horse ride or poker game. And thanks in great deal to corruption, incompetence, and the free flow of booze and drugs, citizens could vanish almost as if they never existed. Records to that effect can still be found in yellowed  bound volumes in the King County Medical Examiner’s Office at Harborview Medical Center. They tell terse stories of early vice-related lives and deaths. The file on the first person to officially die in King County reads in its entirety:Name, M.M. Murphy.

Age, unknown.

Residence, Railroad Saloon, foot of Main Street, Seattle.

Cause of death, an overdose of morphine with suicide intent.

Date: March 20, 1889.





The second person to die was also linked to suicide. The third, a steamboat man, went out “in the discharge of his duties” and drowned; the fourth was shot on the outskirts of Slaughter, now known as Auburn; and the fifth succumbed to “frequent and repeated doses of bad whiskey.” In the strange shorthand of the day, a woman named Laura Oldham, alias Laura Sidney, “died from the effects of a debauch started about one week before,” while Miss Edith Valentine committed suicide when she “shot herself over the Budweiser.”

The most consistent notation on every page is that the coroner had collected his $10 fee; on some pages, the collected fee is the only entry.

Back then and throughout most of the next century, “police protection” was a double entendre and depended on how much dirty money a business operator could afford to pay. Among those who could was Madam Lou Graham, who started up a bordello in the 1890s. Thanks to two of the era’s most dependable commodities—vice and corruption—Graham, by the turn of the century, had become one of the city’s wealthiest residents and a major landowner. Her bawdy house at Third Avenue South and South Washington Street, where some of Seattle’s most elite businessmen dropped their shorts, is still remembered  by a plaque on a new building at the brothel site today. When she died at age forty-two of syphilis, Madam Lou was rumored to have left her fortune to the Seattle School District, though it actually went to relatives back home in Germany.

The police payoff system continued under Charles “Wappy” Wappenstein, Seattle’s head cop from 1906 to 1907. He became security chief at Seattle’s first world’s fair, the Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition in 1909, held where the University of Washington now stands. He was then reappointed chief in 1910 by new mayor Hiram Gill, an early believer in tolerance policies, if not outright corruption. Wappy immediately informed the madams of Seattle’s thriving brothels they each owed $10 per harlot per month, payable to him or his beat officers.

As historian Murray Morgan recalled in Skid Road, there were at least five hundred women working the old-town brothels, and Wappenstein made certain every one of them paid promptly: “The cops who patrolled the Skid Road were required to make periodic reports on the number of girls in each house. An occasional patrolman made trouble by raiding an establishment where protection had been paid, or by engaging in a shakedown on his private initiative, but such mavericks were quickly transferred to outlying residential districts or put to pound beats along the windswept stretches of the waterfront. Wappy had everything under control.”

Mayor Gill didn’t. He left town one day, and an acting mayor quickly formed a committee to investigate Seattle’s vice. The Seattle Post-Intelligencer (P-I) also investigated and spread the word about City Hall corruption—just as it would do again fifty years later, exposing yet another corrupt regime of cops and politicians who “tolerated” vice in return for bribes and kickbacks. Gill was tossed out of office by voters in 1911. The deciding ballots came from women whose right to vote—briefly  granted, then taken away in 1887—had only recently been restored. Wappenstein also lost his job and was indicted by a grand jury. That, too, would be the fate of the city’s police chief half a century later, except that, unlike Wappy, he wouldn’t go to prison.

Seattle vice flowed on unabated but less conspicuously. The city’s first and only female mayor, Bertha Landes, failed to fully clean up corruption in the twenties—the housewife mayor called her effort “municipal housekeeping.” She was up against a new round of payoffs and protection rackets that flourished around rum-running and bottle clubs during Prohibition. Corruption spread beneath her feet, as did abuse. When not on the take, cops were on the give, dishing out punishment not only to the guilty but also to the merely accused. Getting someone to confess to a crime meant simply putting them in a rowboat with an iron ball chained to their neck and riding them out onto the water. They could either talk or accidentally be thrown overboard. That was the procedure according to William Severyns, Seattle police chief from 1922 to 1926. In his autobiography,  Confessions of a Chief of Police, Severyns, known as “Mad Dog,” laid out what was an early version of waterboarding, giving murder suspects the “Ride Around the Lake.”

Two detectives enter the jail, perhaps posing as outraged relatives of the murdered person ... The prisoner is seized roughly. A chain is fastened about his neck. From it descends a heavy iron ball.

He is rushed out of the station and into a waiting automobile, which proceeds at high speed to the shores of Lake Washington. [The prisoner] is thrown into a rowboat and the putative avengers start to row toward the center of the deep and vast body of water.

Almost invariably the prisoner breaks down and either confesses to his participation, or tells what he knows of the identity of the real perpetrators.



In those days, cops multitasked with the iron ball, Severyns noted. They could balance it over a prisoner’s head, attached to a cord threaded through a cell door and tied to the prisoner’s raised leg. If he didn’t confess and grew weary from questioning, his leg would give way and the ball would skull him. Police also used the “Electric Carpet.” It was a live-wire mat that sent shocks, triggered by an interrogator, to any suspect thought to be lying. “In using this,” Severyns cautioned, “the prisoner is placed in a cell far removed from others, so his screams cannot be heard.” Should that fail, there was always brute force.

It is a method hard, direct and blunt—simply and crudely knocking a prisoner cold when he is caught in a deliberate lie. When the prisoner recovers consciousness, he finds the detectives standing over him, fists drawn back for more blows, and all shouting “Lie to us, you———, will you?”



He didn’t necessarily use or approve of these tactics, Severyns claimed, since they could be counterproductive. “So fearful was one man that he is said to have given the sheriff a confession not altogether true!” Severyns said he thought that was so unjust that the next year he ran for sheriff. And won.

In the late thirties, a stern mayor, and later governor, Arthur Langlie, pressed for new laws to combat corruption and abuse. A Republican, Langlie had such an impressive record he later wound up on a five-person list for the 1952 vice presidential nomination. Instead, Dwight Eisenhower chose the ethical time bomb, Richard Nixon. Yet Seattle vice and crime investigations still suffered from the shenanigans and incompetence of their practitioners. One, a man named Otto Mittelstadt, was  the county’s coroner in the thirties and forties and the inventor of the portable inquest. In reaction to an increasing number of automobile deaths, he began to convene coroner’s proceedings outdoors at crash sites. He’d quickly call a judge, phone the media, and hurry all of them to the scene, where he’d assemble a jury on the street corner. There he’d swear in witnesses, then grill the hapless driver of the other car. While the practice was less bloody than some of those described by Severyns, the goal was much the same. “As the result of this policy,” Mittelstadt said, “it often has been possible to obtain confessions from hit-run drivers and others who might have had time to frame a false defense, had the inquests been delayed.”

Under different circumstances, that would be the fate of a budding young felon named Frank Colacurcio. He actually had time to think about it, but confessed anyway.





Ghost Farm

“Lawyer’s First Client is Negro He Whipped in Prize Fight”

 

Young William Colacurcio arrived in America with his family from southern Italy and followed other relatives to the Northwest. It was the turn of the twentieth century, and the family raised crops near Bow Lake, on land just east of what is now Seattle-Tacoma International Airport, hauling fresh produce into Seattle and selling it at Pike Place Public Market. The Colacurcio clan also owned a farm on the Eastside, accessible by ferry or a long car ride around Lake Washington from Seattle in those pre-floating bridge days. William and his new wife, Christina, lived on the property, not far from what is now the Microsoft campus, but which back then sat in a hilly neighborhood of forests, fields, and narrow-lane roadways.

The birth of William and Christina’s son, Frank Francis Colacurcio, on June 18, 1917, was the beginning of a love of labor. Over three decades, the sturdy Christina would give birth to five other boys (William Jr., Samuel, Victor, Daniel, and Patrick) and three girls (Rosie, Jessie, and Frances). At least six  of the kids would one day wind up in the restaurant-and-bar business, and five of the boys would land in prison.

Frank was born during World War I and grew up in the flush postwar economy of the twenties. Along with his siblings, he learned a strict work ethic from his father, who toiled dawn to dusk tending crops and hauling them to market. With the Wall Street crash of 1929 and the ensuing Great Depression, Frank, like the other kids, was needed full-time in the field. At age fourteen, he quit school and went to work planting and harvesting produce and butchering livestock. In the thirties, he also worked a spell at the newly built Everett pulp mill. Eventually he and brothers Sam and Bill followed their father into the trucking and produce business, setting up a warehouse operation on Western Avenue at Madison Street, a few blocks south of the Pike Place Market.

A tough wise guy with a sense of humor, according to one relative, young Frank was working at the produce house one afternoon when a young girl came in looking for her sister, who also worked there. It was August 1942, and Frank, then twenty-five, got to chatting with the sixteen-year-old. They liked each other. When the girl learned her sister wasn’t around, Frank offered her a ride. As the girl later recalled, Frank put it this way: “Do you want to see where the ghosts walk?”

Frank and his brothers had been spreading a story that their Eastside farm had recently been visited by a ghost. It was a made-up tale, but people seemed to believe it. The brothers told friends and visitors how they had tried to stalk a “milky shadow” that wailed and howled as it floated about their property, swooping through the barn and disappearing. They and others had tried to capture it, they said, but to no avail. The tale began to draw a crowd as word spread around the Eastside community. On one night alone, as many as three dozen self-appointed spook  hunters turned up to help Frank and his brothers run around the grounds looking for the elusive apparition.

The girl was game and followed Frank to his truck. He steered toward Rainier Avenue and then through a new four-lane tunnel, paying a toll to cross the two-year-old Lake Washington Floating Bridge. Within the hour, they arrived at the ghost farm. Frank maneuvered up the driveway and headed directly into a garage. He got out, closed the garage door, and the two of them began kissing, then undressing. They had intercourse, the teen later told police.

Court records are unclear on how willing the teen had been. But she was a minor and Frank an adult, constituting a morals offense. The day after she spoke with police, the county prosecutor filed papers charging Frank with carnal knowledge, today known as statutory rape, and the story was in the next day’s newspapers. That was the first mention of what has become sixty-eight years, and counting, of Frank’s name appearing in print, and now online, wherein he was suspected, accused, tried, or convicted of a crime.

A story in the P-I, headlined “‘Ghost’-Farm Brother Faces Morals Charge,” reported that prosecutor B. Gray Warner had drawn up a complaint that led to the jailing of Frank on a $3,000 bond, a prohibitive amount to keep
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