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Prologue

It was in the spring of the year, mid-morning, sunny and warmish outside. I seem to recall that I
didn’t need an overcoat or heavy jacket then. I was merely putting on my basic unif orm of the day.
The same one I wore many times back then.

I slowly started to don that unif orm and equipment, which I had laid out neatly on the chair the
night bef ore. Then, to my surprise, bef ore even beginning my daily "tour-of -duty,” I heard the scream.
It sounded like that of a young girl, and she was crying loudly and repeatedly. It was somewhat muffled,
but not too far from my present location. She sounded as if she were in fear for her lif e. I knew I had
to get to her and help her.

I continued the process of putting on my equipment when the screaming intensified. I was usually
very methodical in strapping on my holster, inserting my guns into the holsters (yes, I actually carried
two guns at the time), placing the handcuff s into their leather holder, putting on my hat, and positioning
my badge where everyone would see it. But this time, with the girl’s shrieks getting louder and more
frequent, I knew I had to hurry. I didn’t even have time to check my image in the mirror before I exited
the building in an attempt to rescue the screaming girl from whatever it was that was causing her this
distress.

Af ter all, I was a "lawman” and I had a life to save.

Make that, an Old West lawman. Well, sort of . At least that’s what I was pretending to be. You see,
I really didn’t live in the West, old or new. I lived in a rowhome in the Olney section of Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania. It wasn’t even West Philadelphia. Instead it was closer to Northeast Philadelphia. I was
about five years old at the time of this incident, the first recollected undertaking in my then makebelieve
career in law enforcement. Oh, and the word "Lawman” was printed on my slightly tarnished tin badge,
over the then most commonly used version of my name, "Jimmy.”

I recall it was a few months prior that my father bought the badge for me when we were at, of all
places, the then-annual Philadelphia Boat Show. (Although my dad really liked boats, and the water,
unfortunately my family could never afford to own one. Nevertheless, he still attended the show every
few years and brought me along too.) I can still picture the vendor meticulously personalizing the badge
for me by engraving my name in cursive onto it with some sort of a special electronic tool that made
lots of noise. The end result was a shiny tin star with "Lawman Jimmy” on it. Could it get any better
than that?

I never forgot that my father gave me my first ever badge, albeit a pretend one. I would one day give
back to him a baqge, not made of tin, but a real one, and it would stay with him forever. He "deputized”
me, sort of, as a little kid with that engraved tin badge. In my own way, years later, I returned the favor
to him. He would watch over me as I wore that pretend badge, and no doubt later when I wore a real
one.

But back to Lawman Jimmy, in my mind, that first badge made me official. I was actually a retro-
lawman in that I was dressed in my best storebought cowboy outfit. And while the days of the Wild
West were long over, their scripted re-creation was still very popular on TV and at the movies. My guns
and handcuffs were, of course, toys, although pretty authentic looking toys.

The year would have been about 1959 that my first “arrest” attempt was made. As I ran out the
front door of my house, jumped on my small red bike (not a horse), and rode around the corner and
up the nearby alley, I quickly found the screaming girl. She too was about five years old. Her name
eludes me after all these years, but I could see that she was being tormented and teased relentlessly by



who turned out to be her older brother and two or three of his friends. I sped to her side, purposef ully
jumped off my still moving bike, and told her I was here to save her.

She looked at me quizzically at first, as did the older boys, and then responded to my rescue attempt
half-laughingly and half -dismissively by saying, "Go home, Jimmy Fitzgerald. I don’t need your help!
And you’re not a real cowboy anyway!”

The brother and his friends collectively laughed out loud, forgetting momentarily their teasing of
the girl. T asked her hesitatingly and with clearly less urgency than bef ore if she was sure she didn’t
need my assistance. She emphatically said "No, go home, Jimmy!” as she then gleefully strode off with
her brothers and his pals, seemingly her new best friends.

Upon hearing that from her, I shrugged my shoulders, re-mounted my horse, I mean bike, and rode
off dejectedly into the sunset. Well, actually, it was closer to noon, and it was back to my justaround-
the-corner rowhome. I realized then that I now had no one to save, arrest, or even pretendshoot. At
least not that day.

Didn’t they see my badge? Didn’t they notice what I was wearing? Didn’t they know who I was?
Or at least who I was pretending to be?

This never seemed to happen on TV.

This episode of childhood innocence would be an interesting prelude to my future involvement in
family disputes and intimate-partner assaults at a time when I would wear an actual lawman unif orm
and badge and would carry real guns. Yes, guns as in more than one. In the real world of law enf
orcement, as a unif ormed police officer, I always carried a hidden .38 caliber Colt Detective Special
as my ballistic back-up. It was carried in my right-side ankle holster, along with my very visible police
issued Smith & Wesson .357 Magnum on the lef t hand side (yes, I'm a lef tie) of my waist holster.

As that real police off icer many years later, I would respond to a number of calls and complaints
from wives or girlfriends having been assaulted by their male partners. In more instances than I care to
recall, upon arrival at their residences the women would again tell me, in so many words, to "go home.”
They’d inf orm, me of this even as their eyes were freshly blackened or their teeth newly punched out.
They loved their men, they somewhat unconvincingly told me as they watched their usually drunk and
non-compliant guys being handcuffed. And, they were sticking by them, even if they had called the
police just ten minutes or so before, screaming over the phone to the dispatcher that their man was
trying to kill them. Now, they wanted me out of the place where just a few punches, pushes, or kicks
ago, they had requested my presence.

So, yes, whereas in the early days of my career as a uniformed police officer, I was often told to "Go
home, Officer Fitzgerald!” other times going home wasn’t an option. This would become even more true
years later as I moved from police officer to FBI profiler, where it became my job not only to catch bad
guys in the act but to track them down both after and, ideally, before they cormnitted their next acts of
violence. To go inside their minds much as I once tried to get inside my own mind as a law enforcement
officer, first make-believe and then real, to figure out why people who seemingly needed my help would
turn me away, and how I could help them despite the resistance of victim, perpetrator, or both.

But I'm getting just a bit ahead of myself here...

How did I get from my Philadelphia neighborhood playacting a lawman to becoming a real one?
Especially given that I wasn’t even born into a law enf orcement-oriented family. There were a few
military veterans among my relations and only one relative, through a distant-cousin’s marriage, who
had ever worn a police unif orm. Yet, that one law enforcement officer in my family did play a brief
yet very important role in my lif e one hot summer night during my teenage years when it was me who
needed help from someone else carrying a badge, and yes, a real one.

My law enf orcement career started off icially, though somewhat unceremoniously, as a 22-yearold
Pennsylvania State University graduate with a degree in what was then called "Law Enf orcement
and Corrections.” My first adult job was that of store detective at a large downtown Philadelphia
department store. Then, 14 months later, I became a street cop in a mid-sized suburban Philadelphia
police department, eventually attaining the rank of detective and then sergeant. Eleven years after
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entering the police prof ession, I became an FBI agent, with a first assignment to New York City. Seven
years later, I was promoted to supervisor and criminal profiler, later adding the title of forensic linguist
(one who analyzes language evidence) to my curriculum vitae.

In travelling this path, during the course of my innumerable tours of duty, I've experienced firsthand
the beauty of live birth and the ugliness of sudden, violent death. I’ve been involved in fistfights, knif e
fights, shootouts, foot chases, car chases, minor and major investigations, and minor and major arrests,
all in the course of a 31-year law enforcement career. I've laughed uncontrollably out loud at the end
of some work shif ts, yet could be emotionally traumatized at the end of others. I made great friends,
a_nd I lost great friends within my chosen prof ession. In the latter instances, I would often reflect on
the concept of fate, since I had often been doing the same jobs as my friends and colleagues when they
met their untimely and violent deaths. I just happened to be in diff erent places, at diff erent times,
and just happened to be spared.

On occasion, in my early law enf orcement career, I endured the painf ul drudgery of a job that was
going nowhere, mired in paperwork and politics that did nothing to advance the cause of justice, or me.
At other times, in my later career, I felt like I was at the very top of my profession, holding one of the
most important positions anywhere in my field.

Looking back, I've arguably held one of the least esteemed positions (at least for a few months) in
the law enf orcement profession and later one of the most esteemed. Each of these stages of my lif e,
as well as many phases bef ore and after, taught me something about myself and about other people,
about the good and bad in all of us, both within the law enf orcement community and outside of it.

Each person, each incident, each gain, each loss, each success, each failure (and yes, there were a few
of those), whether or not I realized it at the time, when added to my earlier personal life experiences,
became for me foundational blocks in the building of my career - and the building of my person. The
experiences and skills I gained both inside and outside of law enf orcement led me to help solve major
crimes and put some really bad guys in prison for a really long time and also sometimes ensured my very
survival on the streets. But more importantly, they made me the person I am today, yes professionally,
but also personally.

Now, several years into retirement, it’s time to tell my story.

A Journey to the Center of the M ind (JCM) is actually comprised of three separate volumes. They
are Book I, Book II, and Book III.

In JCM Book I, starting in the mid-1950s and going through the mid-1970s, my personal journey
begins. It is focused chiefly on my youthf ul lif e experiences, accomplishments, and a few glaring
mistakes (with some flash-f orwards from later in life), and how I survived them (mostly) in one piece,
mentally and physically. I’ll share many events of my personal life, from grade school through college,
with friends, my sometimes tenuous involvement with law enforcement bef ore I was even engaged
in that career, at my first real job (sort of ) in the criminal justice system, and the effect of both
the good and the bad experiences, and good and bad people I met, during this time. Sometimes the
interconnections between my personal and later prof essional lif e will be seen as being clear and direct.
At other times, the impact of my personal experiences, interests, feelings, and belief s was less direct but
still inf luenced my subsequent careerrelated decisions, both on a moment-to-moment and long-term
basis, and thus ultimately shaped some quite important career outcomes as well. It culminates with my
admission to and graduation from the Pennsylvania State Police Academy in Hershey, PA.

In JCM Book II, b,eginning in 1976 and ending in 1987, the journey continues with my official entry
into the law enf orcement profession as my eventual 11-year career as a patrolman, plainclothes off
icer, detective, and sergeant, at the Bensalem (Pennsylvania) Police Department, will be recounted in
some detail. The police work, the personalities, the politics, and the prosecutions (sometimes all being
intertwined), along with some very bizarre and interesting people I met, as well as some very bizarre
and interesting situations I experienced, will be elaborated upon here as I make my way through a
transitional time in U.S..history, and not just in the general culture, but in the law enf orcement prof
ession as well, Oh, and my own personal and prof essional transitions will become rather obvious too.
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In JCM Book III, starting in 1987 at the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia, through my first
assignment to New York City, to my promotion which brought me back to the FBI Academy in 1995,
completes my law enf orcement journey as I become an FBI special agent, criminal profiler, and later
forensic linguist, all the while investigating some of the biggest cases of the 1990s and early 2000s. These
cases include Unabom, the Jon Benet Ramsey homicide, Anthrax, the Washington, DC Sniper...just to
name a few. It concludes with my retirement in 2007, although in the Epilogue, I'll discuss my work on
the television series Criminal M inds and Killer Profile, plus some interesting and headline-grabbing
cases I worked as a consultant with my Virginiabased company, The Academy Group, Inc.

In each of these books, I'll give an account of some truly great people I've encountered in my lif
e, some perhaps not-so-great, and some of truly questionable character, integrity, and motivation, all
while attempting to capture the times and places in which I lived and worked. Some of these people,
whether I realized it right away or discovered it gradually, through careful, initially amateur profiling at
the time, turned out to be downright evil. Criminals, victims, witnesses, wannabe-cops, groupies, and
yes, even a few law enf orcement officers, fall into the above categories, some where you would expect
them to, and others into quite unexpected categorizations. And, while I'm at it, the reader will learn
about my early mistakes and lapses in judgment too. I hold nothing back here, whether to my detriment
or not.

Lastly, life has definitely not "concluded” for me in any way, shape, or form. I'm a still very active
criminal profiler, forensic linguist, adjunct faculty member at Hofstra University and The Richard
Stockton College of New Jersey, frequent guest lecturer at Georgetown University and other institutions
of higher learning (both in the U.S. and internationally), Criminal M inds technical advisor, cohost and
executive producer of my own television series, Killer Profile, and a writer.

This book (along with Book IT and Book III) invites you to join me as I chart the sometimes smooth,
sometimes rocky journey of my life’s course - the one I chose or somehow fell into, or both - and the
one which ultimately led to me becoming pretty darn good at what it is I decided I wanted to do, that
is, become a law enf orcement professional, criminal profiler, and forensic linguist.

Oh, and I hope a d,ecent human being, too.

Author’s note: Everything written in this book happened just as it’s related by me, or at least
as accurately as ,my still pretty good memory allows. However, f or what should be obvious reasons,
some names have been omitted altogether, other first names or job titles changed, or specific places,
businesses, etc., remain unmentioned. This was done to protect the innocent, the guilty, and/ or those
people who f all somewhere in between. If it’s a person’s full name, or an identified business, school, or
the like, it’s the real deal.

Lastly, any opinions offered in this book are mine, and not that of the FBI’s.

"It is always wise to look ahead,
but difficult to look further than you can see.”

Sir Winston Churchill
British soldier, politician, historian, statesman 1874 - 1965
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1. My Olney neighborhood, my family, TV
shows

My earliest childhood memory is a brief but very specif ic one. Itcould have led to a crime or to a
violent or tragic end but fortunately, for me, it didn’t. It’s interwoven with some very vague visual and
other sensory recollections and later reinf orced with various familial verbalized versions of the event.

That earliest memory is of me walking by myself in the woods, observing train tracks through the
trees ahead of me, becoming instantly fascinated by them and continuing towards them on my unplanned
and unchartered solo trek. I hear and then watch a train speed by, becoming even more excited at what
I’'m experiencing in the scene unfolding bef ore me. Then, I’'m suddenly being grabbed from behind and
picked up by a large, sweaty black man.

I can still almost smell this man’s perspiration on him. While I visually and aromatically recall the
above series of brief but interconnected events relatively well, it’s the facts regarding that day that I
subsequently learned which pieced the complete story together for me.

It was sometime in the summer of 1956 when my then 15-year-old sister Marilyn, the youngest of
my three sisters (I was born later in life to my parents), along with one of her girlfriends, decided to
take her little brother Jimmy, then all of three years old, to Fisher Park, located about four blocks from
where we lived. Fisher Park was then and is now what would be called an inner-city or urban park,
encompassing around 23 acres, or six-to-eight city blocks, albeit irregular shaped city blocks, bordered
on three sides by neighborhood streets, and on part of the west side by railroad tracks. There were and
are trails throughout, but also semi-large sections of wooded areas that would not necessarily be visible
from any of the walking trails or the other peopleuser sections, such as playgrounds, tennis courts, etc.
On this day, our mom and dad apparently gave their permission to Marilyn to take me to the little
playground embedded inside the park. So off we went, on foot, for what should have been a lovely
afternoon. My mom was home that day, doing her everyday housework. My dad was outside of the
house, on a ladder, doing some painting. Luckily, about one hour later when Marilyn came home with
her news, he didn’t fall off that ladder.

Of course, I wasn’t there, but I was told years later that when Marilyn walked home, by herself,
and first told my dad that ...gulp...she lost little Jimmy in the park, he let out a stream of ladder-top
invectives that, I would learn later on certain occasions, few could successf ully replicate. Never the four-
letter kind, mind you, but invoking the name of the Lord Almighty in repetitive fashion, with multiple
versions of "amn” and "hell” thrown in for good (or bad) measure, was our dad’s verbal trademark when
he was truly. upset.

Within minutes, both my parents reportedly jumped into the family car. With a crying Marilyn in
the back sea( a semi-hysterical mom in the front passenger seat, and a very mission-oriented dad behind
the wheel, they hastily drove the short distance to the park, got out of the car, and walked to the last
place Marilyn told them she had seen me. Her girlfriend was still there and told my parents that she
had continued looking for me and calling my name in the immedite area, but to no avail. Little Jimmy
was nowhere to be found.

Exactly ,what happened next remains unclear after all this time, but I was eventually turned over
by the man who found this free-roaming toddler to the Philadelphia Park Police. Somehow my parents
found the Park Police officer, or he found them, and I was returned safely and unharmed to them. My
whole time out-of-pocket (a term later learned while in the FBI, meaning "unseen” or "unobserved”) that
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afternoon was probably no more than 45 minutes. Long enough, though, for some bad things to have
happened to a wandering three-year old...

Interestingly, I don’t remember at all being scared or frightened during my “nature walk” that
afternoon. I suppose it was my first ever taste of complete freedom in my young life. It occurred in this
not-so-small urban park, with no parents, guardians, or older siblings around me, and I seem to have
enjoyed every minute of it. And, what little boy wouldn’t be attracted to railroad tracks? Geez, my dad
would put up our Lionel train set every Christmas season in our basement. Here was the real thing, and
LOOK, there. goes a choo-choo train now. Let’s have my little feet take me over there, closer to those
tracks, look for the next train, get closer, and...whoa, what the...who’s this big, burly man wrapping
his arms around me and carrying me over his shoulder?

He certainly doesn’t look like my parents or anyone I know. He’s wearing some sort of a unif orm.
He’s sweaty. Where is he taking me?

Within a few minutes, I was back with my par ents and sister and all was well. Not that I ever knew
that things were not well, but they were now, for sure.

I suppose if there’s one specific morale or life lesson to be learned from this tale, it’s to not lose
a small child anywhere, much less in wooded areas near railroad tracks. These types of occurrences
happen frequently to parents and caregivers with their small kids. Fortunately, in the vast majority of
times, they are resolved as in what happened to me, that is, child found, no harm and no foul. It’s the
rare cases in which a child is never found, or found abused, injured or dead, from his/ her own misdoings
or that of an opportunistic individual who is at the right place at the right time (for him), that result
in the tragic outcomes and generate the morbid headlines.

In my future law enforcement career, I would investigate numerous missing child scenarios. Some
just minutes after they occurred, some years afterwards. Some children were found very quickly, some
were found dead or never found at all. I was very lucky that day in 1956. A good man found me and
did the right thing bef ore other bad things could have happened to me, such as being hit by a train or
being found by one of those opportunistic individuals whom we,now called pedophiles.

By the way, the man who found me worked for the railroad. I believe he simply found me, turned
me over to the Park Police, and went back to his job. My family never got his name or had a chance
to thank him. Wh knows what would have happened to me that day if not for this railroad employee’s
alertness and actions.

Lastly, as it relates to this story, my sister Marilyn never again lost me, or any of her own four
children with whom she was blessed later in her life.

Like many of lif e’s difficult lessons, as I was to later learn, experiencing them just one time was
usually enough to remember forever and avoid replication. Fot most people, that is.

As T got a bit older, and when I wasn’t lost, I suppose I wasn’t too diff erent from most boys my
age in the late 1950s. I was part of the first generation to be raised on that new-f angled in-the-home
entertainment device known as television. TV back then during primetime was chock full of various
cowboy shows and many young boys in the U.S. wanted to be like the lead characters, the everpresent
good guys.

I did my best to emulate U.S. Marshall Matt Dillon of Gunsmoke and other lead characters at the
time or those who came a bit later. TV shows such as Wagon Train, Cheyenne, Lawman, The Rifleman,
and Bronco, to name a few, were weekly staples of mine. I eventually figured out that many of the
characters portrayed in these shows were not portraying actual lawmen, but that didn’t matter to my
five-to-six year old television viewing mind. They were still "good guys” doing their best in the Old West
to resolve - issues usually involving money, women, land, cattle, Indians (bef ore they were referred to
as Native-Americans), or some combination of the above. Yes, there was usually some level of gunplay
necessitated in order to resolve these issues. Episodes of these various shows almost always portrayed
someone being shot, maybe even killed. But, in the end, justice was rendered. The guest "bad guy” du
jour would ultimately wind up dead, run out of town, or in jail. Problem fixed forever; usually as a
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result of someone getting a good whooping, being shot, being incarcerated, or being hanged, because of
the actions, direct or indirect, of the lead good-guy character.

It seemed most of my young peers watched these shows too, at least the ones that were over by
9:00PM. The violence porheayed was not graphic or necessarily gratuitous. These were Western-based
morality plays, each story with clear beginnings, middles, and usually happy endings, all in 45 minutes
or so total, some at 22 minutes or so total, minus commercials. But they did depict violence, no question
about it, and sometimes as the solution to one or more problems.

Looking back, I believe the violence was outweighed by the shows’ endings in which "good” always
prevailed. The anti-hero character-type had not quite been portrayed yet on U.S. television, at least
not with any regularity, and at least not bef ore 9:00PM. The good guys were generally good, and the
bad guys were generally bad. It was pretty easy to delineate the two. In real life, as I was to find out
much later, it wasn’t always that simple.

Back to my early upbringing, and my family, I can still vividly recal\ watching TV, sitting alongside
of, or on the floor in front of, my stay-at-home mom, Alma (nee Kennard), and my dad, Wally, a
Philadelphia Gas Works employee, in the living room of our home near the intersection of 3rd St. and
Nedra Ave., in the Olney section of Philadelphia. My sisters, Cass, Alma, and Marilyn, were there
sometimes too, although they were 16, 14, and 12 years, respectively, older than me. At that time, they
were less concerned with fictional TV cowboy shows than other aspects of being late-teens or early
20-somethings in the latter days of the 1950s.

Interestingly, my dad was born in 1904 in Philadelphia on Elfreth’ s Alley. This is a small street in
the Olde City part of downtown Philadelphia, not too far from the Betsy Ross house, she of early U.S.
flag sewing fame. Baby Wallace was born in the bedroom of his parents’ house there. Hospital births to
most were yet a few decades off . My dad was the youngest of 11 children to Jeremiah and Catherine
(nee Wallace, and my dad so named) Fitzgerald. He was one of a set of twins, but his brother died
shortly after birth. Children dying at or shortly after delivery were not uncommon then.

When young Wally and his family lived there, Elfreth’s Alley was by no means an upscale location.
In fact, it was quite the opposite as it was comprised of clearly working-class inhabitants living in
the rather small and then rundown older rowhomes on this one block-long street. My dad’s parents
eventually moved the family from Elfreth’ s Alley to another somewhat newer Philadelphia neighborhood.
Nonetheless, my father travelled through his early adulthood being a bit insecure of the fact that he
was born on that particular economically challenged street in that neighborhood.

All that changed, however, in the late 1930s. As highway and building expansion was taking place
in downtown Philadelphia, Elfreth’ s Alley and the homes on it were set to be demolished. However,
various local historians and city-planners realized that the 32 homes on the block were, in fact, located
on one of the oldest continually inhabited residential streets in the U.S. The street itself dated back to
1702. So, the move was made to preserve the street and repair some of the old houses. Over the years,
that goal was met and now the street is officially recognized as a National Historic Landmark.

I’'m proud to visit the Alley frequently and walk by the house in which my dad was born. In fact, on
the anniversary of Wally’s 10Oth birthday, my sisters Cass and Alma (Marilyn could not get off from
work), my youngest son, and I, all spent a few minutes in front of his former home commemorating
his birth, with lunch at a nearby restaurant af terwards. It was a fitting way to celebrate his birthday,
although unf ortunately, Wally was no longer with us at the time.

My mom was born in Beverly, New Jersey, and she moved with her family to Philadelphia when she
was very young. She grew up on Ashdale Street near 5th Street, just about a mile away from our later
home in Olney. Interestingly, my mom and I were the only ones in our family who were lefthanders.
Growing up, I was freely allowed to enjoy my left-handedness, but her story from childhood was quite dif
ferent. In or about 1920, when she started first grade at the Incarnation Catholic School, located just a
few hundred yards from her home, upon noticing , little Alma’s propensity for lef t-handedness, the nun
would literally tie her lef t hand to the side of her desk so she was then forced to learn penmanship with
her right hand. It worked as far as the nuns were concerned. Throughout her life, she did practically
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everything left-handed, except write. Fortunately, the hand-tying of lefties died off by the time I entered
first grade.

In the early 1930s, Wally met Alma when she was a cashier in the S.S. Kresge Five and Ten Cent
Store, near 5th St. and Olney Ave. Af ter a while they dated, then got married, and honeymooned in
beautif ul Atlantic City, New Jersey. Oh, and after three daughters, I was born about 23 years later.

Back to my own rowhome, and growing up in Olney in the 1950s, I was "all boy,” as my parents
and sisters often told me later, and that included wearing toy guns and badges and playing cowboy
characters with my friends. However, I did have other activities at the time. I didn’t just watch TV, of
course. That alone, to the exclusion of other healthy activities, would not have been permitted by my
parents. And, with only three channels to choose from then, there were virtually no interesting shows
on during the day anyway, at least not for kids.

During the daylight hours, unless I was in school, I spent most of my free time outdoors, riding my
bike around the block or up the nearby alley, playing stickball in the driveway near my house, engaging
in hide-and-seek-like games with friends at twilight, and similar such activities. I got to know every nook
and cranny, front yard and backyard, of the approximately 70 rowhomes on my semi-trapezoidal-shaped
city block, each with its own family and their own lives. There were also three retail stores of various
sorts on my block, ineluding a drugstore/ pharmacy, located about 100 feet due north of my front door.

Philadelphia is known as a city of neighborhoods. My neighborhood, Olney, was at the time a
working class neighborhood located in the lower northeast section of the city. Its then residents were
mostly of German and Irish ancestry. It is believed my paternal great-grandparents came to the U.S.
and Philadelphia sometime during or soon after the Irish potato famine in the 1850s. My maternal
grandmother was born in the Alsace-Lorraine area of France/ Germany, depending on which country
claimed the region in the late 1880s.

I recall a number of my neighbors and friends’ parents speaking with German accents or Irish brogues.
And, if not their parents, it was their grandparents who spoke those dialects or other languages, perhaps
not speaking English at all. If they were not German-American or Irish-American, it would have been
Italian-American or PolishAmerican residents in Olney at the time. The neighborhood was diverse, but
clearly only Eurocentered diversity represented my Olney neighborhood at the time.

There were lots and lots of people crainmed into this loosely defined neighborhood of just a few
square miles. As it’s all we knew at the time, this populous area was not a problem to us kids in any
way, shape, or form. It simply was what it was and we made our daily way through thse somewhat
crowded everyday conditions. To add to the congestion, there weren’t too many open fields in Olney.

Besides Fishers Park, if open spaces were to be found, they were supermarket parking lots or school-
yards, bothcovered in asphalt, not grass or dirt.

Mostly, my neighborhood was just row after row of attached houses with a few larger single homes
sprinkled throughout and with a major traf fic way, 5th Street, between Grange and Duncannon Aves.,
serving as the main retail shopping district there.

My dad’s parents bought our house when it was brand new in 1930. The city’s population was
increasing and the new home building, mostly all rowhomes, was expanding from the downtown area
in concentric circles outward. When my dad married my mom in the mid-1930s, they moved in with
my paternal grandparents (whom I never met) and eventually attained full ownership of the house after
they died.

The 3rd St. house was in my family for 60 years, until it was eventually sold in 1990 to a relatively
newly arrived Vietnamese-American family. Yes, non-European ethnic diversification finally came to
Olney, it just took a while.

Being born pretty much the middle of the Baby Boomer Generation (1946-1964), there were young
boys and girls just about everywhere one would look in Olney. One’s best friends, at least at a young
age, were mostly geographically derived as they rarely lived more than a few hundred feet away, with
some even much closer.
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At six or seven years of age, I probably had about six friends, all boys, all within my general age
bracket, and all within a literal baseball throw of my front or back door. Of course, there were girls
in the neighborhood, but I wasn’t too concerned with them at this stage of development (except for
perhaps that occasional lawman "rescue” attempt).

They seemed to do their things, and we boys did ours, and we rarely co-mingled outside of school.

Interestingly, one’s friends in Philadelphia at that time would be further delineated by what school
system they attended. I would eventually attend St. Helena School, a Catholic grade school run by the
Archdiocese of Philadelphia. NonCatholic friends of mine, in my immediate neighborhood, would attend
Lowell School, a nearby public grade school.

When generically ref erring to these friends who didn’t go to our Catholic school, we just naturally
called them "Publics.” It wasn’t a derisive term in any way. It simply served to better describe someone
to you.

I can still vividly recall youthf ul conversations that went something like, "Hey Fitzie, you know
Billy, the new kid over on Fourth St?”

No, I haven’t met him.

Yeah, he’s a Public, he just moved here. He has a really fast black bike.

”Oh...okay.””

It was during this time frame, with me around the age of six or seven and a first grader at St. Helena
School that my first memories of real-lif e crimes entered into my consciousness. One, in retrospect, while
affecting me directly, was very minor. The other, even though it didn’t directly aff ect me, was much
more serious. The f ormer conf ounded me for a few days, yet the mmories clearly linger. The latter
had me asking questions of my parents and others for years, make that decades, to come.
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2. Stolen bike investigation, boy-in-the-box
case, Vidocq Society

I mentioned previously that I enjoyed riding my bike as a child. My first two-wheeled bike was a red
20 Rollfast. I loved that bike. I rode it around my block, on the sidewalk, practically every day that
weather would permit. Sometimes I would ride it to a nearby friend’s house or simply ride for the sake
of riding. Sometimes I was by myself, sometimes with others.”

I can still picture the two retrofitted multicolored streamers hanging from both ends of my handlebars
that flew in the wind as I picked up speed. The faster I pedaled the closer to horizontal they would
become. I also remember fastening baseball cards with my mom’s clothespins to the front and rear
wheel frames of the bike. When the bike’s spokes hit them, they made the neatest sound as I sped
along the narrow sidewalks and the somewhat wider alley that cut the block in half . Faster speeds were
met with an increasingly louder rat-a-tat-tat sound. Acceleration was clearly rewarded with heightened
visual and audible effects, both for me the rider and anyone who was within ear and eyeview of this red,
two-wheeled blur.

However, at this early age, even with my brightly colored and noisy bike, I wasn’t allowed to cross
three of the four streets which encompassed my particular city block. I could only caref ully ride my
bike on Calvert St., because it was a small less travelled street bordering the south side of my block.
My dad also rented a garage there, one of about ten which were right across the street from the end of
our shared driveway.

When back in my house f or lunch, dinner, or for a break, I would almost always simply park my
bike on the sidewalk directly in front of my house. I would just prop it up on its kickstand, not locked
to anything, and there it would wait for my return. I had no bike lock, as it was never even thought of
at the time by me. Af ter all, who would steal a little kid’s bike?

WEell, one summer evening I walked out the front door, I believe after dinner, and my red bike was
not there. I hesitated for a minute on the top step of the house, looked up and down the street, I'm
sure figuratively as well as literally scratching my head, and went back inside and told my parents of
my dilemma. They asked me several times v’.7hether I had lef t it somewhere else, maybe even in our
small, fenced-in backyard, or in the driveway where my dad often parked the family car. I told them
no, I had lef t it out front.

As it was very unlikely that a friend would have simply borrowed my bike, it was then determined
that my bike had been stolen. I was apparently the victim of a crime, my first, at barely seven years of
age.

Needless to say, | took this thef t, this crime, very personally. I couldn’t understand why someone
would take another person’s property, much less a kid’s bike, much less MY bike. My parents didn’t
have the disposable income to simply go out

J and buy me a new bike that next day. They probably would have eventually, but I simply knew it
wouldn’t be right away. That night, my dad and I drove around in the family car looking for my bike.
I walked around the block and up the alley looking for my two-wheeled friend the next day, and so did
my mom on her almost daily walk to the local supermarket. No luck.

I recall that I was truly upset that first night and again on the following day. I'm sure I still managed
to sleep that night, but remember waking up angry and frustrated the next morning. Was it all a dream?
No, I realized shortly after awakening, I was still without my favorite, my only bike. Why didn’t I put
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it in my backyard instead of the front of the house? Why didn’t I hear the sound of the baseball cards
as the bike was being ridden away? Who would do this to me?

Nonetheless, it finally set in. My bike wasn’t lost. It wasn’t misplaced. It was stolen. Someone else
had it. Would I ever get it back? I wasn’t sure, but I soon became determined to try.

I slowly came up with an idea. I'm not sure from where it originated. All those cowboy TV shows
I was watching? I doubt it. Maybe an occasional police show my parents watched? I’'m not sure. But,
I somehow decided I would launch my own investigation. I had to, as no one else would do it for
me. My parents were helpf ul, but busy, and they said it would be no use to call the Philadelphia
Police Department, as it just wasn’t important enough of a crime for them to investigate. I didn’t quite
understand this notion, but I reluctantly went along with them. I really had no choice.

My investigative plan then somehow came together. I asked, searched for, and then found a recent
photograph of me and my bike. There was just one photo of it in the whole family album. It was of
me on my bike on my way to the annual 4th of July parade, which marched north on 5th Street in
my neighborhood every year on that date. Anyone could join in, and I did so the preceding summer.
Luckily, the distinctive multi-colored streamers were on the bike at the time of the photo. I was granted
permission to remove the photo from the album to make a very amateur I stolen” poster for my missing
bike.

With my mom’s help, the poster listed from where it was stolen, when, who to contact, and a phone
number. As this was well bef ore readily available photocopy machines or other easy ways to duplicate
photographs or documents, there was only one version of it. This was my only chance to show people the
poster with my stolen bike and ask them questions about it. The investigation now started in earnest.

What I planned to do then was what, in later years, when working truly serious crimes, would be
called a IT neighborhood canvass.” That is, an interview of every person in every residence surrounding
a crime scene. Usually, in an actual violent crime investigation, it would be a team of investigators
going door-to-door to as many houses, apartments, trailers, whatever, as necessary, asking informational
question of the occupants as to what they saw, who they saw, who lives where, etc. Perhaps it would
even include. showing photographs of a missing child, an automobile, or maybe a composite artist’s
rendition of someone. It can entail

” several residences or hundreds of residences, over several hours, several days or several weeks. Not
surprisingly, many a serious crime is solved by utilizing this old-fashioned gumshoe methodology.

Back to my 1960 bike thef t investigation, the following evening after my bike had been stolen, I
started going door-to-door up and down my block of 3rd Street. Each neighbor to whom I showed my
little wanted poster responded in the negative. One of them was old Mrs. Levinson, a widow who lived
two doors away. Like the rest, she could provide no positive inf ormation to me during my canvass.”” I
went to bed that night disillusioned, for the second night in a row. Not only was my bike missing, but
my investigation into its thef t was going nowhere. I must have gone to about 20 neighbors’ houses that
evening with nothing to show for it.”

On day three of the great stolen bike caper, I continued to be dejected. I wasn’t sure what else to
do about it. I was slowly growing accustomed to the fact that I may be bike-less for the foreseeable
future. But later that afternoon, of all people, the Widuw Levinson called me over as I walked down
the driveway past her small backyard garden. While dutif ully watering her plants, she asked me if she
could again see the poster of the missing bike. I ran back to my house and retrieved it and showed it
to her yet again. She studied it for a minute or so, adjusting her glasses and holding it first closer and
then farther away from her eyes as she was examining it.e

I was bursting with anticipation as to what Mrs. Levinson knew. C’man, tell me, if you know
something! Did you see my bike or not? I thought these things to myself, but didn’t dare say them out
loud to her.

After a minute or so, Mrs. Levinson then told me that she thought she saw a bike that maybe looked
like mine in the small overgrown grass lot next to the Acme (pronounced II ak-a-me” by her and many
old-time Philadelphians) Supermarket. She said she wasn’t a hundred percent positive, but it sure did
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look like it. I thanked her and ran from her backyard to my house. I remember asking my mom to
please walk me to the Acme based on what Mrs. Levinson had just told me. To my mom’s credit, she
soon dropped whatever it was she was doing at the time and we walked the three or so blocks to the
intersection of Mascher St. and Grange Ave. to look for it. I think she had to buy milk or some other
grocery products anyway.

We hastily undertook the several-block walk and after a bit of searching of the grassy lot, sure
enough there was my bike lying on its side, in the two-to-three foot high weeds. Although I was told by
my dad to never lay my bike on its side for fear of scratching it, it was seemingly in the same condition
that I had lef t it in front of my house three nights ago. The baseball cards were missing though. Geez,
was my bike stolen just for the baseball cards? Probably not, but it was strange that they were missing.
Unless, the thief was even a bit criminally sophisticated and knew that the noise that they made would
attract attention to him. So, for that reason, he pocketed or discarded them bef ore riding off on it that
night. Of course, I wasn’t thinking in these specific terms back then, but much later in lif e and in my
career, that’s how I would have assessed it.

My “investigation” more-or-less ended at the recovery scene. My dad heard the news when he got
home from work that night, and the next day he bought me a bike lock. I would never again leave
my bike unattended without locking it. It was the first key I would ever carry. And, I never lef t it on
the sidewalk in front of my 3rd Street home again. From then on, it was up the driveway and in my
backyard to park it. Overnight, it was brought in through the backyard basement door, down the five
steps to the basement, and stored saf ely therein.

I got my bike back, but the “crime” remains unsolved to this day. I have a gut feeling it will remain
unsolved at this point. The emotions brought about by this material loss deeply affected me during
those three days. I felt genuinely sad that I had one of my favorite toys and a functional piece of
transportation equipment taken away from me. Not just a toy that I would put in a box and only play
with sparingly, but one that I depended on almost daily for my ever-expanding travels as a young boy
exploring my neighborhood. But, as noted, my sadness in short time turned to anger and frustration,
then to an inspired dedication. I felt that if I was to have any chance of ever seeing that bike again, I
would be the one that would have to find it. So, I devised a simple plan, and it worked. It got me my
bike back.

Years later, as a police officer responding to calls of thef ts and burglaries, some involving bikes, 1
felt genuine empathy for these victims. I always attempted to show some level of understanding toward
them and their loss, whatever material possession it may have been. On occasion, but unfortunately
not very often, my investigation would lead to the recovery of their stolen property. The look on the
victims’ faces upon its return was always very rewarding for me, even if a relatively rare occurrence.

Once, in the late 1970s, while working as a plainclothes officer in an unmarked police car, I broke up
a bike-thef t ring that had been plaguing a large shopping mall in my town on a regular basis. Luckily
(for the bikes’ owners, not for the thieves), I came upon the heist early one evening. The bikes were
locked on an outside bike rack right outside the mall’s movie theater. The owners of the bikes obviously
did everything correct here, as they were, in fact, secured with locks. But, a determined thief will find
ways around these security measures if he is motivated enough.

I continued to watch the nervous but committed two thieves in their pickup truck at a distance, over
the course of about 20 minutes, through my mini-binoculars. They drove around and visually checked
and re-checked that they were in the clear, or so they believed. I thought they may be on the prowl
to steal a car, or commit a purse-snatch, as both were known to happen at this mall, the former with
some frequency, the latter not so often. These type crimes, and drug sales, were the primary reasons
my plainclothes squad was frequently assigned there. But, instead, I was to learn it was twowheeled
vehicles these criminals had in mind.

The two thieves eventually double-parked the truck near the bike racks and exited it. They brought
with them thir tools, cleverly hidden in a large shopping bag from one of the stores at the mall. They
shifted their heads and darted their eyes back and forth the whole time while walking toward the bikes
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and bef ore cutting the locks with the head shifting and eye darting continuing while casually rolling the
bikes from the rack to their truck. I learned in this part of my law enf orcement career, while watching
them close-up through binoculars, that criminals’ eyes, like predators on the Serengeti, are always very
active and focused on their immediate horizon bef ore, during, and a short while after committing a
crime. It was a sure clue and giveaway to me that a crime was about to occur as they were eithe!l
searching for victims or for police. These two were no different.

The visually aware thieves then threw the several relatively high-value bikes into the bed of their
truck, covering them with a tarp. They then drove off, leaving the shopping mall parking lot, still looking
around the whole time.

In my unmarked, non-police looking car, I followed them, radioing to nearby marked patrol cars as
soon as I witnessed the crime and the direction of their egress. The thieves were aware shortly thereafter
that someone was following them. They had no idea who I was as I had not yet deployed the portable
revolving-red flashing light on my car’s roof top. They proceeded to drive faster and faster and a short,
moderate-speed car chase ensued into the adjacent town.

The thieves were eventually pulled over with the assistance of a marked patrol unit a few miles from
the scene of the thef t. I jumped out, identified myself, and with the unif ormed police officers, placed
them under arrest. I eventually returned the bikes to their rightf ul owners that night, who, upon exiting
the mall, called the police department to report their bikes having been stolen.

The thieves eventually admitted to having stolen at least a dozen other bikes from the same mall
over the prior few months. They had a “fence” (someone who buys stolen goods) who would buy them for
about $50 each. However, I never could make a case on their fence. There just wasn’t enough evidence
to fully identif y him and arrest and prosecute him or recover the other stolen bikes. In a small way,
this relatively minor arrest proved to be very satisfying to me as a young police officer. Obviously, I
knew this ring was not connected in any way to the thef t of my bike over 20 years earlier, but it was
rewarding, nonetheless. The theft of my own bike as a young boy stayed with me all those years. And, as
I am still an avid bicyclist, I haven’t lost the wind-blown feeling that riding a two wheeled, self-propelled
transportation device can provide; presently minus the streamers and baseball cards. I always lock the
bike too when I park it and even have a picture of my bike and its serial number recorded in my cell
phone, just in case. As of this writing, I've never lost another bike.

Another, vastly more serious crime, also still unsolved, one in which I played no direct role but that
affected me personally as a young boy, was that of the inf amous "Boy in the Box” case in Philadelphia.

In 1957, a blonde haired boy, estimated to be between four and six years of age, right around my own
age at the time, .”Vas found in a box, dumped like trash, in the Fox Chase neighborhood of Philadelphia.
He was murdered with evidence of severe blunt trauma found on his body. As the crow flies, the body
disposal site was probably about four miles from my house in Olney, although several neighborhoods
away.

Even in the late 1950s, well bef ore the mass media explosion, this case was covered extensively in
the Philadelphia area, and then for years afterwards. I remember watching the 6 o’clock local news,
which was on virtually every night in my house, and asking my parents about this crime.

Why was a boy in a box? How did he get there? What does "homicide” mean? Who are and where are
his mommy and daddy? Why does he look "funny” in the picture they keep showing? (It was an actual
photograph of the dead boy, with the help of some natural-coloring makeup, showcased throughout the
media in an attempt to identif y him.)

My parents couldn’t supply me with answers that made any sense to my young mind. Quite frankly,
there were few answers that made sense, and not many that the Philadelphia Police Department ever
managed to answer, despite an intensive, decades-long determined eff ort on the part of that agency,
other agencies, and numerous individual investigators. To this day, the boy and his murderer(s) have
never been identified.

This was a case that I followed off-and-on for practically all of my life, even as a young adult and
well bef ore I entered the ranks of law enf orcement. Reading of this case in the newspapers, and the
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extensive investigative eff orts put into it, was an education in and of itself for me. I wondered, even in
my early teens, on the tenth anniversary of the boy’s body being found, and the local media coverage
which ensued around that time, how would I have handled the investigation and how would I have tried
to solve this boy’s homicide.

I wasn’t overly interested in specifics of his death or the explicit details of the crime scene. (Some
serial offenders I later interviewed were, in fact, interested in these types of facts relating to murders
and other violent crimes that they f ollowed in the media in their youths. They weren’t interested in
how to solve the crime though, as was I, but more how to get away with it.)

That of which I did find myself curious regarded the behavior exhibited by those who would commit
such a crime. What were the parents, one or both, or whoever killed the boy, thinking when they did
this? What actions did they take bef ore and after disposing of the boy’s body?

I probably wasn’t consciously using the word "behavior” in thinking about the killer or killers’ possible
actions, but even in my youthf ulness, I wondered what made them, or other offenders like them, do
something so abhorrent. And, could one somehow identif y that behavior to solve or prevent these types
of crimes?

The Boy in the Box case remains, to this day, the most publicized unsolved case in Philadelphia
history. It has been highlighted on various local and national TV shows, and in other media accounts,
over the many years since it occurred. Every decade or so, on the anniversary of the boy’s discovery,
the case tends to be revisitf d in a public forum.

The Vidocq Society, a quasi-secret association of crime-solving experts in the Philadelphia area, of
which I am now proudly a member, brought their unique and comprehensive talents to this case many
years ago and provided the equivalent of a cold-case review for the Philadelphia police. I have discussed
this matter with several members of the Society who investigated this case over the years and I have
informally offered some advice of my own based on my now many years of criminal investigative and
profiling experience. Yet, it remains unsolved.

On February 25, 2012, I attended a brief ceremony, sponsored by the Vidocq Society, at the Ivy
Hill Cemetery in Philadelphia. It was the 55th anniversary, to the day, of the young boy’s lifeless body
being discovered. He was interred to this location in 1998, from a Potter’s Field in another area of
Philadelphia. In attendance this day were various members of the Society, including Bill Kelly, one of
the original Philadelphia Police Department investigators on the case. It was the first time I had actually
talked to him, although I had known of him and had seen him at the monthly Vidocq crime-solving
luncheons. His wife, two of his children, and one of his grandchildren were there with him that day,
assisting him in walking, even with his cane, the short distance from his car to the gravesite. They knew
what this five-and-a-half decade investigation meant to the now aged and physically (but not mentally)
diminished patriarch of their family.

Bill Kelly said a few moving words at the gravesite in honor of the unknown boy. So did Bill Fleischer,
one of the Vidocq Society’s founding members. Fleischer was instrumental in the acquisition of this new
and certainly more desirous final resting place for the boy. It’s on prime property at the cemetery,
adjacent to its main entrance.

The black granite headstone on the anonymous boy’s grave reads "America’s Unknown Child.” It’s
a testament not just to this little unknown boy but to all the other unknown, abused, and forgotten
children who came before and after him, and invariably, those yet to be born.

Perhaps bef ore the 60th anniversary of this horrific crime, in February, 2017, the boy can finally be
identified and a name put on his headstone. Equally important would be identif ying who killed him,
and determining if he was their only victim.

Bill Kelly died in March of 2014. May he rest in peace.

(The Vidocq Society maintains a website for information solely dedicated to this still unsolved case.
It’s www.americasunknownchild.net.Anyone with tips regarding this matter is strongly encouraged to
access it. It’s never too late.)
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3. Overcoming bully, ’"mommy boys,”
different ways to fight in life

Besides ethe two aforementioned crimes, albeit the former being a very rninor one, my Philly neigh-
borhood and the immediate surrounding neighborhoods in the early 1960s were relatively low-crime
areas. But, Olney could still be a somewhat tough neighborhood at times. Yes, my neighborhood
seemed to have its share of bullies. You’re about to meet one of mine. My encounters with him ulti-
mately changed my philosophy of life, even though my personal philosophical leanings were the last
thing I was contemplating at the time. Then, regarding this bully, my youthf ul contemplations had
more to do with avoiding bloody noses and black eyes.

I wasn’t a small kid back then, and I don’t think I was a kid that gave others an obvious reason to
pick on me. (Not that anyone should be picked on for any reason, of course). But, with so many kids, I
mean literally a hundred or more, all within the same basic age frames, living within a few square city
blocks of each other, it must have at times either consciously e or sub-consciously gotten too crowded
for some or maybe boring for them. It was probably both.

There were no "turfs” or forbidden zones in any nearby area like there are today in some cities in
which youth gangs have gained a foothold, but there were some kids who thought they could intimidate
others if they came upon perceived weaker ones who happened to be away from the immediate area in
which they lived. One of those kids was named Carl. I learned a life-long lesson from this bully but not
without some bumps and bruises along the way. Ultimately, he may have learned a thing or two from
me at the same time.

Carl was about two years older than me, around nine years of age to my seven, and he was bigger
than me. He was known as the local tough kid. He didn’t live on my block, but probably a few blocks
away. In little-kid world in Olney, that was a long way from home. I'm not even sure when we first met,
or how. He didn’t go to my school (he was a "Public”), but somehow he would be in my neighborhood
at times, passing through, walking somewhere, and our paths would invariably cross. I'm also not sure
when we had our first confrontation, or exactly how it unf olded, but I can recall a few of them, at a
few different times over the course of several months. He would see me and go out of his way, usually
with one or two friends, to confront me and proceed to, well, beat the crap out of me.

Carl could be a scary guy. His reputation for beating up other kids and being a tough guy preceded
him. We would meet up, inadvertently on my part to be sure, and he’d talk tough and challenge me at
first, pushing me around at the same time, and then sudde,nly he’d sock me on the side of the head or
in the belly with a quick punch. That would usually knock me down and he would then jump on top
of me, pinning my shoulders and upper chest with his knees, and he would continue to torment me by
punching me and slapping me in the face.

I don’t think he ever bloodied anything other than my nose, but I was definitely sore and hurting,
inside and out, each time.

And, T wouldn’t fight back. Af ter all, he was older than me, bigger than me, and a tough guy. What
would happen if 1did? Then, he’d really get mad and really hurt me, right? I seem to recall at least once
or twice seeing Carl coming and then either hiding from him bef ore he saw me, or actually running
away from him. I wasn’t proud of myself af terwards, but it at least meant that I wasn’t going home
bloodied that day. But, how long could I keep running away? That question was soon to be answered.

Af ter what was probably my third or fourth conf rontation with him in as many months, and getting
beat up, yet again, I walked the few blocks home. Upon entering the front door my dad caught me crying.
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He saw that I was also a bit disheveled and scraped up. I reluctantly told him what happened and what
had been happening over the last few months. For whatever reasons, I had not told him anything about
Carl bef orehand. Needless to say, he became concerned and did his best to comf ort me. He never had
this particular problem with my three older sisters. This was a first for him, as the parent of a young
boy.

My dad had previously told me that he had boxed a bit in his youth, got into his own scrapes as a
kid growing up in the Elfreth’s Alley area, and learned to “handle himself ” the hard way, that is, on the
streets. He had won and lost some bouts, he said, but he never backed down from a fight. Later in lif
e, he enjoyed Friday Night Fights, a weekly boxing program which was on TV at the time. I believe it
was sponsored by the Gillette razor company. I would watch it with him too sometimes. Not my mom
or sisters, though. They weren’t boxing fans.

When he saw me crying after my most recently lost fight, or more correctly, uncontested beating,
he pulled me aside that evening and told me, quite simply, that I had to fight back against this kid. I
couldn’t keep hiding, running away, or taking these beatings from him.

I recall saying something like, "But dad, he’s tough, he’s mean, he’s bigger, and he knows how to
fight.”

My dad replied with something like, "Well, then we’ll make you just a little bit tougher, meaner,
and teach you how to fight.”

Uh...okay, I guess. Wait! Are you sure?

So, down to the basement we went and Wally proceeded for the first time to teach me how to box.
I was clumsy and no doubt did not possess the greatest form upon the initiation of this process. That
was clear to even me.

During the course of this several nights of “training,” my dad surprised me by telling me that I
probably had one distinct advantage over this kid. I asked him what that could possibly be. He said,
"You're left-handed, and it’s likely he’s righthanded.”

I asked my dad w\lat possible diff erence me being left-handed could make. He told me how
righthanded boxers, or even street-fighters, don’t like going up against left-handers. It was weak arm
versus strong arm; it threw off their def ense and, in turn, their punching ability. He then taught me
along the way to fake it like I was a right-hander by pretending to throw a right-handed punch, have
my opponent, most likely Carl, attempt to parry the blow, then slip in my hopef ully more powerf ul
lef t jab to the right side of his face. He also taught me to move around, duck, and not be hesitant to
punch him in the "bread-basket/’ aka stomach.

We practiced these various maneuvers on an old throw-pillow and the open palm of my dad’s hand a
number of times, over a few nights, down in the basement. He had me convinced that this may just work.
Besides slowly building my ability and conf idence, he also taught me a trick. He said this wouldn’t
necessarily work with prof essionals in a boxing ring, but it should work on the streets.

My father told me to somehow find a way to distract my opponent and then throw my first lef t jab.
Even just averting my eyes in some other direction behind him, while Carl was looking at me, would
work in this type situation. I tried to remember all of this. We discussed this and did some more practice
“sparring” a few times over the next week. He was on his knees and never actually hit me of course, but
it was a good way to practice my newly acquired pugilistic talents. My dad told me to pretend that
Carl’s face was in the middle of the pillow. I did and that old pillow really took a beating. We had to
sweep up the loose feathers after each training session.

Looking back; I recall that these practice sessions were always when my mom wasn’t around. Was
that a coincidence? Hardly.

This plan of my dad’s would have to work, or I’d really be in trouble with Carl. And, the challenge
was coming soon.

I should add here that my dad was not a ruff ian, prone to violence, or one to get into skirmishes
or to cause trouble. Yes, he could curse when upset, but at this stage of his life, he was in his mid-SOs.
If he had any of those ways about him in his youth, no doubt they were distant memories of his and
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those around him at this time. He was a gentleman; quiet and reserved. But,, he had a sense of humor
and an Irish temper (from him came my Irish half ), and when pushed, he could let it fly. Never in a
physical sense, mind you, around the family. But, based on what he told me, and showed me, I have no
question that in his youth he used his fists to successf ully resolve at least some of the problems he may
have encountered.

I suppose my dad’s advice in this instance, in and around 1960, seems somewhat anachronistic to
those of us now living in the supposedly enlightened 21st Century. Af ter all, shouldn’t my parents have
gone to Carl’s parents’ house and confront them? Perhaps the police should have been directly involved,
or the school counselors notified (even though Carl and I went to diff erent schools), and maybe even
lawyers with briefcases taking their argument in front of some neighborhood civic board somewhere,
and/ or them filing lawsuits against everyone even remotely associated with Carl.

No, no, no, and nq, because this wasn’t the way it was back then. Those additional people weren’t
necessary or needed, at least not at this level, and certainly not in my neighborhood. People, even kids,
tended to handle their own problems with their own devices. Sometimes, even with their fists.

As was inevitable, within a week or so, Carl and I crossed paths again. I can remember to this day,
it was on the NW corner of 3rd St. and Grange Ave., probably about 150 yards from my house, but
seemingly miles away from the safety and security that my home and family offered me. This showdown
would occur on the lawn of a small, twostory, four unit, apartment building. I later delivered The
Evening Bulletin newspaper to that same building where I would sit on the same front steps where the
fight started, folding my papers on my way to deliver the news to the rest of my customers.

As it turned out, the news headline for Carl that evening wouldn’t be a good one.

That afternoon, upon seeing Carl, I was scared, but this time I didn’t run or hide from him. Carl
and his buddies surrounded me, as had happened bef ore when I saw him. I had two friends with me,
but they stayed in the background. My friends were scared of these guys too.

Carl didn’t waste any time. He led the taunts and started pushing me around. I took a few tempered
pushes from him without doing anything back to him. As my dad had told me, I noticed Carl was
telegraphing what he would do next. He was looking at his friends for reassurance and showing off to
them at the same time as he was pushing me around.

When Carl put up his fist to get ready to hit me, I put up mine. I decided to try the trick my dad
had suggested. So, I quickly glanced behind Carl at one of his friends and sort of winked at him and
smiled at him. Carl must have wondered what I was doing

or what his friend was doing and momentarily turned his head to see what may be happening behind
him.

That was the diversionary tactic my dad talked about. It worked, and it was now or never. In the
next split second, as Carl’s right fist instinctively dropped, and he was slowly turning his head back
toward me, I built up my courage and immediately hit him hard with a solid lef t hook to the right side
of his face. He staggered backwards, but didn’t go down. Instead, he shook his head as in disbelief and
then came at me with a now really angry look on his face. I couldn’t back off now. What did my dad
tell me to do next? That’s right, the phantom punch!

I faked a right jab, and when Carl went to block the punch that was never delivered, I hit him again
with another lef t. He bent over a bit and by moving slightly alongside of him, I hit his mid-section with
all my might with another lef t. His legs buckled and he fell down, gasping for air as my belly punch hit
its mark. He was on his knees, so I pushed him backwards until he was flat on his back. I then jumped
on him, and did the same to him that he had done to me all too many times in the past. I pinned his
shoulders to the ground with my knees. I wouldn’t let him up. Even though he was bigger than me, he
didn’t quite have the upper body strength to maneuver me off of him to get himself back up on his feet.
Plus, I had hurt him. Maybe more than anyone else had done to him bef ore, and in this, my first ever
ral boxing-style bout.

I kept Carl in that position for probably ten minutes, but as he was trying to punch me in the side
a few times, I did the same to his face. These weren’t pile drivers or haymakers, by any stretch of the
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imagination, but I know he felt them. I also noticed blood coming out of one of his nostrils. Now it was
my turn to make him bleed. Finally, his buddies, whom to their credit did not attempt to help him by
jumping in on the fight, perhaps due to no small part my friends also being there, said something like,
"Hey Carl, the Fitzie kid beat you up ...tell him he won this -time and let’s go.”

Carl at first hesitated, but then reluctantly told me I won the fight. In hearing that, I agreed to let
him up. My dad had also previously warned me not to take my eyes off of him, or anyone else with him,
even af ter the fight was supposedly over. So, I got up slowly, one knee off each shoulder at a time, facing
him and holding out my raised clenched fists in his direction while doing so. He got up next, gingerly,
wiping the blood off of his face onto his sleeve and brushing the debris off his clothes. He looked at me,
shook his head back and forth, and joined his buddies and walked away. I heard them teasing him as
they walked away. He pushed one of them in defiance, but they kept walking. That’s all I needed to see.
I eventually put down my fists. I rejoined my very supportive and flattering buddies and walked in the
opposite direction from Carl and his group.

Fight over. Itwas a TKO for the Fitzie kid.

I told my dad what happened later that night, and he was proud of me. My mom somehow heard
the story, about my earlier basement lessons, and she was upset, asking my dad why he would teach
me to be violent. The three of us talked it out, and I believe one of my sisters was later part of this
conversation too. I was reminded by my dad and everyone else in the house that night, once again, to
never start a fight. However, if so pushed, as I was literally in this situation numerous times, I was to
react with enough, if not slightly more, of a physical response to overcome the threat.

I saw Carl again af ter that, as it was still our mutually shared neighborhood, but he never acknowl-
edged my existence and he never attempted to fight me again. I apparently gave him a taste of his own
medicine (and blood), and the dosage clearly worked. He remained a non-f actor in my childhood from
that point on.

Later in my youth, I would engage in other fistfights, winning most and losing a few. The vast
majority I didn’t start. A few I'm ashamed to admit, I did, but there was always some reason. I swear...

My pacifist mom, years later, when I was probably about 16 years old, witnessed me in yet another
street boxing match; this time, right outside our front door. On a spring afternoon, I was in the process
of cutting the very small front lawn in front of my 3rd St. rowhome. While in the middle of this task, I
was taunted by two brothers about my age who were walking southbound on the sidewalk on the other
side of 3rd Street. I knew them from high school and previous mutual-tormenting incidents. One was
a year older than me, one was a year younger. We verbally jousted across the street for a few minutes,
but then it got serious. They dropped their book bags and challenged me to come over and fight them.
So, I put down the push-mower and I graciously accepted their offer.

I crossed the street and immediately sought out the older, slightly bigger, of the brothers. He
attempted a punch but missed and I landed the first punch of the fight. Then the younger brother
punched me from behind. He did catch the side of my head by surprise, as my back was to him
temporarily as we spun around. But, it didn’t hurt me. I turned around and hit him squarely in the
face.

I f ound myself out-boxing both of the brothers, but they still managed to land a few light blows
upon nle. As I learned that day, it’s not easy fighting twd guys at once. But, it didn’t last that long as
the "ref eree” suddenly showed up. And, she wasn’t wearing a striped shirt, but instead an apron. It was
my mom, who somehow saw round one of the fight and crossed the street pleading for me and them to
stop fighting. We did, and it ended right there, with some continued jawing as they walked away. There
was some bloodiness on their part, but no major wounds. They barely touched me. I figured that was
it with them. But, it wasn’t.

When the two brothers got home, I think around ten blocks from where I lived, they apparently
told their mom what happened to them. (I knew of their mom. She usually walked them to and from
high school, thus earning her sons the nickname, "The Mommy Boys.”) She, not surprisingly, called the
police and managed to have an officer sent to my house. This was the first time in my life that I ever
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dealt with a police officer in which I may have been in some degree of trouble. My mom was upset yet
again that af ternoon, as would be expected when a police officer comes to the front door and asks to
talk to her about her son. Oh, and it was just my mom as my dad was at work.

The officer was very serious at first, asking us what happened a little while ago. But, bef ore long,
the officer eventually started lightening up, even trying his best to suppress a smile at times with my
mom and me. He acted sort of surprised with the fact that the mother of the two boys who actually
started the fight sent the police to the house of the one boy who had then physically gotten the better
of them and whose own mom broke it up. The officer more-or-less took my side of the story into account
and simply advised me upon leaving that I should avoid the "Mommy Boys” in the future. I did. I never
fought the two brothers again. Some further verbal jousting in the conf ines of our high school hallways
would take place, but that was it.

It surprised me a number of years later, when a New Agent Trainee at the FBI Academy, and when
in the numerous hours of Def ensive Tactics training, that a number of my male colleagues, usually
the ones somewhat younger than me and who were not former police officers or military members,
acknowledged that they had never been in a physical conf rontation, that is, a fistfight, in their entire
lives. Maybe they grew up in a more civilized time (I was about ten years older than many of my FBI
Academy classmates), or at least in more civilized neighborhoods. Perhaps that’s a good thing. I'm not
sure though, especially as they were about to become FBI agents and would be arresting some bad men
bef ore long, ,vho ould not be taken withou t a fight.

My dad, and this series of incidents, taught me much more than the employment of Marquis of

Queensbury rules of boxing in certain situations and/ or the necessity of always meeting force with
force. Clearly, violence or the use of physicality is not usually the answer to life’s problems. But, I did
learn that day, at the NW corner of 3rd Street and Grange Avenue, I could not and would not run from
any problem in the future. Even the very diff icult problems, such as those that may be lif e or career
threatening, had to be conf ronted head on. If not right at, that moment, then it should be addressed
very soon thereaf ter.

When faced with problematic issues in the future I would remind myself, once again, to fully assess
the situation and to react accordingly. Sometimes, depending on the situation, the participants, and the
environment, temporarily "retreating” was the appropriate reaction. There’s nothing wrong with that
strategy, if and when appropriate. If the latter option, I would step back from the situation, collect
my thoughts, gather evidence and/ or support, perhaps consult with others (as I did with my dad as
a seven-year-old), develop my strategy, and then take it/ him/ her/ them on at a time and place best
suited for me, not necessarily when first confronted with the matter.

I wound up meeting a number of other "Carl” types in my adult lif e, and fortunately, in virtually
every case, the results were similar. Some problems may have continued for a year or more, as sometimes
that’s how long my strategy,” whatever it may have been, would take to produce results. But, the Carls
of the world, when eventually confronted on my terms, with rules that I established, perhaps by even
using a distraction tactic or two similar to what my dad taught me, were generally rendered neutral, if
not completely put out of their game when all was said and done.

Over time, I found that many a Carl-type tends to eventually implode by his or her own actions and
personal shortcomings. When that’s the case, it’s just waiting them out sometimes. Physically pinning
these types to the ground may not be necessary (or even legal), but their less-than-honorable outright
or hidden agenda can be stymied nonetheless with the right plan of action. Carl learned that the hard
way. So did a few others in my lif e, whether solely by my actions or combined with the actions of others.
Many of these scenarios occurred behind the doors of my future police department. Several FBI agent
co-workers learned some lessons the hard way too. They can all thank the young Carl, who got back
what he used to dish out but then altered his behavior accordingly, at least around me.
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4. Arkansas sojourn, JFK assassination

Bef ore leaving this period of my life, two other major factors contributed to my personal development
and how I would come to view the world as a maturing young man and eventually an adult. One was
a "vacation” trip with my parents to a place very diff erent than my Olney neighborhood. The other
was a well-publicized murder. Make that two murders, one connected to the other. These experiences,
while unrelated to each other, occurred about three months apart. Each affected me diff erently, yet
prof ound!y for years to come.

By way of background, my dad had a lif elong lower back problem. He would sometimes be forced
to miss weeks of work at a time because he simply could not get out of bed. He went to various doctors
and clinics in the Philadelphia area, but none seemed to provide him the remedy to this recurring
and debilitating problem. One of the doctors recommended surgery on his back. As is true today, back
surgery is never guaranteed to be completely successful and was even less so back then. My dad had no
assurances as to the outcome of any surgery options. In fact, he was told that sometimes back surgery
can actually exacerbate the existing problem. My mom and my sisters and I were concerned about him.
They debated aloud whether he should have the surgery or not.

In the meantime, my dad either read somewhere, a friend told him, or perhaps even one of his
doctors told him, of a potential alternate treatment. It was one that did not require surgery, but was not
without its own inconveniences and costs. The suggested remedy involved travelling a long distance from
Philadelphia to a place none of us had ever visited in the past. That place was Hot Springs, Arkansas.
And yes, the city was, in fact, named after the hot springs which poured forth from underground and
were found to have therapeutic benefits to many who bathed in them. My dad learned that people
would go there with various physical and medical ailments, including chronic back problems, sit in the
hot spring spas for several hours over multiple days, and many would come away feeling much better
and maybe even cured of their ailments. There were no guarantees here either for my dad, except it was
not surgery and he was all but assured that he would not come away from the treatments feeling any
worse.

After a few weeks of discussion, my dad figured, why not? If it didn’t work, there was always surgery
as the next step. The planning began for this trip and bef ore long we were ready to go. As my sisters
Cass and Alma were already married at this time, they weren’t going with us. And, although still living
at home, Marilyn, now 22 years old, was working full time and couldn’t go with us.

Interestingly, no one in my immediate family at the time had ever been geographically further from
Olney than the southern New Jersey seashore and the Pennsylvania Poconos, with the exception of a
family road trip to Kansas City, Kansas, to visit my mom’s brother George Kennard and his family in
1955. But, I don’t remember it at all.

Nonetheless, with route-highlighted maps in hand, my parents and I lef t at 3:00AM on a Saturday
morning in our family’s black 1959 Ford Galaxy

500 to begin this three-week southern sojourn. It was early August, 1963. I-was ten years old.

Growing up in late ’50s and early ’60s Olney, a then all-white community, I knew very little of
the racial divide in this country and the civil unrest fomenting throughout. My dad would talk about
some O colored neighborhoods” and "negroes” with whom he would come into contact through work.
Some comments were positive, some quite frankly negative, but that was my only real exposure to
any demographic class other than lower-to-middle income people with Western European backgrounds.
There were no black kids in my large grade school and none anywhere in my crowded neighborhood.
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When I would travel to downtown Philadelphia with my mom, always via the Philadelphia public
transportation system, to shop at the large department stores and/ or to take in a newly released matinee
feature at one of the giant movie theaters, I would certainly come into contact with black people. But, I
would have no interaction with any one of them, nor would my mom. This wasn’t deliberate or planned,
but just didn’t seem to occur. In effect, race identification and assimilation was simply not a part of my
lif e in the early ’60s. I had virtually no comprehension of any racial issues nor did I know any people
of color. It was something rarely discussed between my parents and me. Right or wrong, that’s how it
was at the time in my family. But, that all changed when we reached the deep south in the early 1960s.
It was a wakeup call to me and no doubt to my parents too. This awareness may have been very slowly
occurring throughout the rest of the U.S. However, travelling to this area in the summer of 63 most
definitely expedited the process for my parents and me.

I’'m not sure after all these years of the exact route we took in our long drive from Pennsylvania to
Arkansas, but it seems by the second day of three days of driving, somewhere in one of the southern
states, things had changed around us. People definitely talked diff erently, they dressed somewhat diff
erently, and there were some odd signs that started popping up. I'm not ref erring to the seemingly
ubiquitous roadside "Burma Shave” rhyming signs either. The odd signs I was starting to see weren’t
colorf ul or fancy like one would see advertising a product, place, or a service, but usually simply black
and white (irony intended or not, I don’t know), and mostly hand-printed.

I can still clearly recall seeing these signs. They read, "Colored” restrooms, "Colored Only” water
fountains, and similarly so-delineated interior sections of diners and restaurants. In turn, we would also
see the "White Only” signs too. The eating establishments were odd in that at most of them I saw no
outside signs that forbade or restricted one group of people or another, but once inside, invariably, these
facilities would have a smaller section roped off . It so happened that behind the ropes would be black
patrons eating, with whites on the other side of the rope, usually closer to the door.

Guests to the eateries would both enter and exit from the same door, pay the checks at the same
register, but the tables were set apart by a rope and/ or a wide aisle.

While in Hot Springs, I recall asking my parents more than once why these "Colored Only” signs
were needed. Why couldn’t "colored people” (yes, undoubtedly, I used that term back then), pee, drink,
and eat, where we did? My parents couldn’t really provide an answer except to say, in so many words,
"Things are different down here.” They were right about that.

In the two weeks living in a nice, friendly motel in Hot Springs, with my dad hitting the spas almost
every day, I managed to take in a few movies. There was a large theater in downtown Hot Springs that
could be reached by a relatively short walk from the hotel. The marquis had the words ”Air Conditioned”
in lettering bigger than the names of the movies which were featured. As a relatively new feature to
movie theaters, they made sure to advertise it accordingly. Especially, I suppose, in the hot southern
states.

I recall gathering some other kids around my age who were staying at the motel, and I believe at
least one local boy, and we together went to see King Kong vs Godzilla at the local theater one hot af
ternoon. On another evening, my parents and I went to see the movie PT 109, about President John

F. Kennedy’s experience in World War II. Both films had just recently been released in the theaters.

I recall on the evening visit to the theater commenting to my parents that we weren’t seeing any
blacks in the audience, nor did I notice any of those restrictive signs. I believe it was my mom who
simply stated, "They probably have their own theater somewhere around here or maybe they’re up in
the balcony.”

As usual, I asked her "Why?”

She repeated, again in so many words, "That’s just the way it is here in the South.”

Those two hot August weeks in Hot Springs, Arkansas, with part of a subsequent third week revisiting
my uncle and his family in Kansas City, proved to be one of those learning experiences that could have
never come from a book or from a television show or movie. I realized for the first time that there
were people diff erent than me, and dif ferent from Philadelphians and Olney-ites, in other parts of the
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country. I realized too some people seemingly had certain rights bestowed upon them while others were
deprived of certain rights. On our long car ride back East, my parents and I agreed that it was not fair
and something was amiss in this part of our country, this part of our culture.

I believe the three of us, that is, a 10-year-old kid and a set of older parents, came home from that
trip with an altered and enhanced sense of understanding of this country, its history, and the people
who inhabit it. Some things we observed were just not right and we agreed should be fixed. My parents
and I would continue to discuss racial injustice in the subsequent years. Invariably, the discussion would
be greatly influenced by what we saw in Arkansas during that steamy summer of ’63. It also wasn’t
lost on my parents and me that my very lif e may have been saved by a black man in Fisher Park back
when I was but three years of age.

Years later, as a very young unif ormed police officer, I faced a form of discrimination for the first
time in my lif e. Not ”deep south” systemic and historical type racial discrimination as ref erenced from
my 1963 trip there, but bothersome to me nonetheless. It was eye-opening, if not ear-opening, for me,
too. It happened in one quick moment, but as it was the initial time this occurred to me, and being
still a bit thin-skinned then, it was actually hurtf ul.

Quite simply, while standing at an intersection in full police unif orm and directing traffic at the
scene of an automobile accident, a car full of teenagers drove by and yelled out the window, "F**k you,
you **king pig!”

I was only on the job for a few months at the time and this was the first time I was aware that
someone insulted me or challenged me not based on who I was, what I said, my belief s, my actions, my
personality, etc., but what I represented and essentially, what I looked like. That is, in my case, a unif
ormed police officer. While still directing cars around this accident scene, I found myself thinking that
these kids didn’t even know me. So, why did they yell that at me? Why are they judging me this way?
I'm a decent guy, I'm fair to people, a recent college graduate, I've led a pretty good 23 years so far.

But then it hit me. Those kids were judging me in some ways no differently than others would judge
a minority or a person of color, that is, based on what they look like, not who they are. And, once again,
that wasn’t right.

Let me restate emphatically here, I'm not comparing this traff ic-directing scenario to the racial
discord in the country in the past and the sufferings of generations due to the many injustices of some
humans toward other humans. I clearly chose my profession and expected some of this type of abuse
during the course of my career. Others don’t choose their skin color or their socio-economic status or
their gender or their sexual orientation. Nonetheless, it was a bit of a shocker that day and provided
me with an even greater empathy toward minorities and people being judged by what they look like
and/ or what they ostensibly represent, as opposed to who they actually are as a person.

That time was far from the only time that I had nasty words yelled at me as a police officer, or even
occasionally later as an FBI agent. I got used to it after a while. But, that early career experience of
indiscriminate vitriol and fleeting hatred directed at me anonymously from that passing car reminded
me of the plight of others and how bad it really was for years in this country. And, the signs were there,
literally and figuratively, all over the place. It was just a matter of people reading them.

The other matter which proved to have a lasting eff ect on me, the rest of the country, and even the
world, occurred just three months after my return from Arkansas. That was, of course, the assassination
of President Kennedy in November of 1963, and the subsequent murder, on live TV, of his killer just
two days later.

John F. Kennedy was very popular in my Olney neighborhood. As it was a majority Irish-Catholic
neighborhood, and politically Democratic, he was strongly endorsed by most people I knew. As a very
young boy, no older than seven, I remember observing the "Kennedy for President” signs in many
windows of rowhomes as I would walk or bike my way along the sidewalks and streets. These particular
signs were of red, white, and blue coloring with JFK’s youngish, handsome face in the middle. The nuns
in my school seemingly loved him too, and despite what’s supposed to be a separation of church and
state, encouraged us to encourage our parents to vote for him. e
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As my parents were registered Democrats, what some would now ref er to as Old Democrats, they
did, in fact, vote for Kennedy. They told me so when I asked. Although, they followed up their answers
by mutually and politely telling me I should never ask someone for whom they voted. So, based on
that admonition, I never did ask that question again of anyone, not even them. I could certainly guess
though.

I should add that my family’s admiration for JFK had nothing to do with his middle name being
the same as our last name, either. I asked my parents if we were possibly related to him, even if just a
little bit. They told me they were pretty sure there was no direct kinship.

Sometime in 1960, my mom and sister Alma, while walking along Olney Ave. near the Fif th St.
shopping district about four blocks from our home, happened to come upon a slow-moving motorcade
with then-candidate Kennedy. They saw him in person and he even waved from his convertible in their
general direction. They were thrilled. This was the only president, or in this case, soon-to-be president,
that my mom or sisters ever saw in person.

It took me until 2005 to actually be in the physical presence of a U.S. president. It was the dedication
of the brand new FBI Laboratory on the FBI Academy grounds in Quantico, Virginia. President George
W. Bush was there to cut the ribbon and give a speech outdoors on the expansive grounds adjacent to
it. It was a great day for the state-of -theart lab to be opened, although it bothered many of us FBI
agents that we had to be gun-less on the grounds of our own training Academy. We were so ordered
by the U.S. Secret Service who was overseeing the protection detail. We did, in fact, leave our guns in
our respective offices that day. I understood where the Secret Service agents were coming from though.
Just doing their jobs ...

Kennedy was, of course, elected to the Presidency in November of 1960, but being as young as I
was, after that I don’t recall being too involved in political discussions about him. I’'m sure what he did,
or didn’t do, while in office was the topic of conversation in my house on some evenings, but I simply
don’t recall the gist of any of these discussions. I do have a vague memory of the Cuban Missile Crisis,
the nightly TV shows being interrupted because of this, and my parents telling me that the country
was in very grave danger at the time. I remember that week the drills at school in which we students
would have to hide under our desks in case we were attacked by the big, bad Soviet Union. But, the
next thing I knew the crisis was over and things were seemingly back to normal.

On November 22, 1963, I was sitting in my fif th grade classroom at St. Helena School. My teacher
that year was Miss Engel. It was after lunch and my class of around 70 students was well into our lesson
plan of that afternoon. Around 1:45 that day, Mother Alma Joseph, our principal, did something she
only normally did in the morning of each day. That is, she came onto the school’s public announcement
system. Upon hearing just a few initial words from her, I noticed her vocal patterns were different
than in her usual morning announcements and prayers. We sat up and listened intently to the one
tinnysounding speaker on the wall in the front of our classroom. I think most of us knew in those first
few seconds that something was inherently wrong.

Mother Superior started with: "Sisters, teachers, boys and girls, please excuse this interruption to
your afternoon classes. I have some very sad news to give you. It just came over the radio that President
Kennedy was shot this afternoon in Dallas,

Texas. Please keep him, his family, and our country

1.n your prayers.”

Mother Superior may have then led us in the "Hail Mary” prayer after this brief announcement, but
otherwise I think that’s all she said then. It wasn’t too long after that, perhaps around 2:00, when she
came back on the PA and told us the President had died.

Miss Engel started crying after this second announcement, but shortly afterwards began to compose
herself as she apparently realized she had to do so for the sake of her young charges. I don’t think we
went back to our lesson plan that day, whatever it was, but I really don’t recall what we talked about
after that initial announcement. About 20 minutes later, Mother came back on the PA and announced
that the school was being dismissed about a half-hour early that day. As most moms were stay-at-home
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moms then, and we all walked home each day (no school buses were needed or provided at our school),
it was really no big deal to let the school out early back then without any advance notice. So, dismissal
was around 2:45 that day, instead of the usual 3:10, and home we walked on that chilly, overcast,
ever-darkening November day.

On the way home, with my usual group of male friends, I remember it being a very somber ten
minute walk. No joking around, pushing, teasing each other, or talking about mean teachers, 11 stupid”
girls, 11 sissy” boys, or the like. It was an abrupt and immediate entry into the world of sudden death
and national mourning for us. We said our goodbyes as we reached our respective homes and just walked
inside.

Upon opening my front door, I saw that my mom was crying. She had on the TV and it was non-stop
coverage of what I then learned was the assassination of our president. Later, my dad and sister Marilyn
came home from work, my thenlnarried sisters Cass and Alma, and their respective husbands Bill and
Jim, all stopped by for an unplanned and spontaneous familial support session. It was a very sad night
for all of us. Undoubtedly, it was for the rest of the country and the world, too.

I would pepper my parents, sisters, and now two brothers-in-law, with questions that Friday night
and over the weekend about the assassination. I questioned even more so as my regular TV viewing
habits ,vere ,completely thrown off as the three broadcast networks were nothing but nonstop black and
white coverage of this national tragedy.

Why was the President killed? Who would do this? Who's this guy...Lee Harvey Oswald? Did he
kill the Dallas police officer too? Years would go by bef ore some of these questions could be answered
to me and to a grieving nation. Some were answered to some level of satisfaction, others not so much.

Two days later, after: coming home from Sunday Mass, in which the sermon was naturally dedicated
to the death of our young Catholic president, and after eating a late breakf ast, my parents again were
watching the coverage of this matter. I recall being in the kitchen and hearing my dad all of a sudden
excitingly yell out, ?Jesus Christ, they just shot the guy!”

I ran into the living room to the TV and bef ore long the rerun of Jack Ruby walking up and
shooting Oswald in the chest was replayed again and again. Now, what the heck did THIS mean? Dad,
mom, please help me understand here. Did I really just witness, even in rerun, the first actual murder
ever carried live on TV?

Of course, those answers were not readily derived from my parents or others at that time. Suspicions
still exist as to exactly what unf olded that day, bef ore it and after it. The assassination became sort
of the granddaddy of all national conspiracy theories that would originate over the next few decades.
This one, like most of them, would be debunked, at least in my opinion.

Like other major criminal investigations at the time, the Kennedy assassination piqued my curiosity.
I read every newspaper article I could back then, even as a 10-year-old. The fact that Kennedy’s 1960
campaign was the only one that I remembered at the time, he being Irish Catholic, and having seen the
movie PT 109 just three months bef ore, I took the matter somewhat personally.

I too had my conspiracy-related questions over the years, but it wasn’t until I read Gerald Posner’s
non-fiction book Case Closed, published in 1993, that my opinion was solidified. As a criminal profiler
and very experienced investigator by that time, upon reading his extensively researched and detailed
book in the early 2000s, I became convinced that Oswald acted alone in killing President Kennedy.

Lastly, probably in 2006, I was interviewed by a retired FBI agent who was doing the routine fiveyear
background check on me. This was a normal administrative action that every FBI employee undergoes
every five years to make sure he or she is not involved in things which could be detrimental to the
mission of the FBI. Issues like personal finances, travel, associations, national loyalty, drug usage, are
all asked about, investigated, and sometimes even tested for, as in taking urine samples for drug tests.
Upon talking to this retired agent, who was working part-time for the government doing these routine
investigatory duties, he advised me that he actually worked the Kennedy assassination case. He was in
another FBI division in another city in ’63, but on the Saturday after the assassination he was deployed
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with many other FBI agents by J. Ed gar Hoover to assist the Dallas FBI Division with their part of
the investigation.

It was interesting Jo bridge that part of FBI history and speak with an agent who was actually feet-
on-the-ground in Dallas at one of the most important times in one of the most important investigations
in our country’s history. He reminded me, ironically, that it was not a federal case back then. The FBI
didn’t even have legal jurisdiction over the assassination of our president. The Dallas PD was officially
in charge of the murder of the

U.S. president. That ju risdictional issue, of course, has since been changed. Not too long after
the Kennedy assassination, Congress passed legislation making it a federal eviolation to assassinate a
president of the U.S., not just a state violation. The FBI would then have jurisdiction for such crimes
any time in the future.

And, for the record, there was no problem with my background investigation that year, just like
every other time when so undertaken.
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5. "Miss America,” flying bat, crashing
rocket, "Hackoff Harry”

As I grew older, maybe now 1lor 12, but while clearly still a kid, late spring, summer, and early
fall afternoons and evenings in Olney, either after school or during summer vacation, would sometimes
be spent sitting on my front porch with friends. There, besides just talking and literally watching the
world go by the sidewalk and street in front of my house, we would also play various board and card
games. My parents, as loving as they were, clearly were “old school” and believed that in daylight and
decent weather kids and their friends should mostly stay and play outside. Also, there just wasn’t that
much room inside our house. While we had a basement in the house, it wasn’t finished or furnished like
some of my friends’ basements, so if I had buddies come to the house, and it was anywhere above 55
degrees outside, we sat on the front porch. The sidewalk was only about ten feet below and out from
where we sat, and the one-way (northbound) 3rd Street was only about six feet, the width of a parked
car, past that. We didn’t miss much that walked or drove in front of my house. While not enclosed, the
porch was covered with a full roof, with our neighbor’s enclosed porch forming a wall on the north side
of it, and an open porch, like mine, on the south side of the house. Even most rainy days were fine for
porchsitting.

Occupying ourselves on the approximately 8foot by 16-f oot porch on some days worked for my
friends, my parents, and me alike. There was actually somewhat a degree of privacy there, considering
the fact that it was a rowhome, as the neighbors on the south side of the house rarely used their porch,
except to ingress or egress through their front door. On my porch, with a couple very basic outdoor
chairs, including a three-seat glider, which was heavier than any piece of furniture I’ve ever come across
anywhere, and an awning to protect us from the hot afternoon sun and occasional rain, we would talk
and play games for hours at a time. We would partake in day-long, even sometimes multiday, games of
Monopoly, Clue, Risk, chess, checkers, and other board games or card games. Obviously, this was long
bef ore the advent of video games.

The only interruptions that I recall to these lazy afternoon activities were either the onset of darkness,
one of our parents telling us to come home (or in my case, inside the house) for lunch or dinner, and the
yearly (at least) car accident up the street when someone would run the stop sign on Nedro Ave. and
plow into another car going north on 3rd St. There were never any serious injuries involved; at least not
any that I ever observed. That was a good thing. Oh, and I suppose the only other midday interruption
would be when "Miss America” would walk by.

Miss America, the nickname my 11-12 year old friends and I gave her, was a woman, probably in
her late 30s or early 40s, with long, flowing brown hair, who in nicer weather would take randomly
scheduled walks along 3rd St. in nothing but a twopiece bikini and heels. I recall, even as a young boy
and bef ore those type things seemed to overtly interest me, that she was not an unattractive woman.
She was sort of plain looking, but fit the bikini, or vice-versa, rather nicely. She was definitely an oddity
who chose to dress, or more accurately, undress, as she did and then strut her stuff very slowly and
nonchalantly along 3rd St.

Our bikini-dad occasional neighborhood visitor walked as if she was on a modeling runway, or on the
stage at the Miss America Pageant in Atlantic City, with one high-heel shoe caref ully placed in front
of the other, for the whole length of the block. Cars, always with male drivers, if they spotted her in
time from between the parked cars on both sides of 3rd St., would slow down and/ or honk their horns
and whistle or say things to her. But she maintained her poise, her pace, her gait, never looking at or
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responding to these lotharios who would attempt to interact with her, by whatever primitive audible
means available to them.

On one or two occasions, my friends and I would bend down on my porch, sort of hiding from
her behind the stone and concrete half-wall/ railing, and teasingly wolf -whistle at her. She would not
respond or even look over at us. She’d just keep walking, staring straight ahead. For whatever reason,
we never bothered to follow her or find out where she lived. It wasn’t our concern. Especially if someone
was about to land their metallic token on Park Place and someone else had a hotel on it.

My mom, on one of these occasions upon hearing us whistling at Miss America, came out onto the
porch and quietly but firmly told us to stop doing so. I responded with something like, "Why, Mom?
She probably likes it.”

Alma calmly replied that the woman was probably "not right” and we shouldn’t be teasing her. We
didn’t really know what “not right” meant back then, but we understood that she was somehow not
functioning as an everyday "normal” person. Ever obeying my mom (well, most of the time), we simply
watched Miss America do her thing from that point on, without acknowledging her in any overt way.
We’d whisper comments among ourselves and laugh, but nothing was articulated out loud for her to
hear.

The 3rd St. Miss America walks were during the summers of 64 and ’65. I don’t know what ever
happened to her or why she ever chose, in the first place, to walk along an urban residential street very
provocatively in her bikini, or why or even when she eventually stopped doing so. She did this for just
two summers that I recall and apparently retired her heels and bikini; at least on the streets of Olney.

Needless to say, my friends and I didn’t just sit on the porch during our leisure time. There were
summer activities at the Lowell School, at 5th St. and Nedro Ave. The Philadelphia public school system
back then apparently had the finances to have a full staff of workers, mainly moonlighting public school
teachers, who worked at the otherwise closed school for the summer. They would engage us kids in
various organized games, contests, artsand-craf ts, and the like on a daily basis. The water sprinklers
(there was no pool) were turned on at

3:00 every day. It was a fun place to go for us kids in our very crowded neighborhood. It would
end every summer by the third week of August. Then, we were on our own until our respective schools
opened.

If not on my porch or at Lowell schoolyard or riding bikes, my friends and I liked to play touch
football and stickball in one of the parking lots or alleys in the area. In fact, it was while playing stickball
that I probably came the closest to losing my lif e, or being seriously injured, at any time prior to my
law enforcement career.

In the summertime in the alley across from my home (it was actually an L-shaped alley behind the
houses on 3rd St., 4th St., and Nedro Ave.) we would often play a simple game of stickball, usually in
the early evening as the sun was going down. We didn’t always have regular baseball bats, so we would
take our moms’ old broom handles, saw them off, wrap masking tape around one end, and use them
to hit Wiffle balls, pimple balls, and/ or half balls, aka "halfsies.” We’d run makeshif t bases, albeit in
a baseball diamond restricted by the dimensions of the narrow driveway, and play away, one team of
boys against another, for hours at a time. Usually the game would be called for darkness and we’d all
go home.

One evening, during a game, while waiting my turn to bat, I was sitting on the ground with my
back leaning on a garage door that butted up to the alley in which we ewere playing. I was slightly in
front of and off to the lef t of "home plate” and the right-handed batter, Steve Klarich. He was the older
brother of my lifelong friend, Tim Klarich, who was my age. I was only casually paying attention to the
game and the batter as I was looking up and talking to the boy who was standing next to me. Af ter
a few swings of his bat, resulting in foul balls or strikes, Steve swung hard at another pitch and missed
the ball. He must have really been swinging hard because in doing so the bat inadvertently flew out of
his hands. Like a horizontally spinning propeller blade, it flew at high speed and impaled in the garage
door about four inches from my head. It went about a foot into the wooden panel and stuck in there on
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its own as if a hole had been drilled in the door and the bat f orced straight into it. We sat in silence
for a few seconds, then all of us let out various versions of, "Whoa! Did you see that!?”

We collectively laughed out loud, me somewhat nervously if I recall, but Steve eventually came over
and removed the bat so we could resume the game. He said he was sorry too. He seemed to mean it. I
told him it was okay. I'm fine. Nonetheless, I stood or sat behind him and the rest of the batters that
evening. I think I may have struck out iny next time at bat. I did hold onto the bat though.

No damage, right? Right.

Only kids could laugh when coming that close to serious injury or, gulp, much, much worse. Four
inches closer, it would have been my head hit by the bat. There is little doubt that I would have lost an
eye, all my teeth, broke a nose, or died, if that rapidly flying sawed-off broom handle had impaled me,
instead of the garage door, at the speed it was going. But, as luck, great luck, would have it, it missed
me - by those few inches.

Over the next few weeks, the homeowner apparently noticed the hole and patched it. I don’t think
he ever knew how the almost perf ectly round hole wound up in one of the ground-level panels on his
garage door. We never told him.

I took a walk in my old neighborhood in 2012. I went down the driveway where this incident occurred
around 45+ years bef ore. The same gray garage door is still there in one piece, albeit in bad need of a
paint job. In the bottom panel remains the small wooden patch. Surely the present owner doesn’t know’
just how close someone, specifically me, came to preventing that hole in his garage door. In retrospect,
I'm very glad it was this garage door and not me that needed to be repaired afterwards.

While recounting my own near-death or nearvery serious injury experiences from this time frame,
it’s only fair that I tell the story of when the situation was reversed and I put someone in jeopardy of
losing their lif e or sustaining serious injury. It occurred during that same mid-1960s summer. It was
also a flying wooden projectile, in this case, a model rocket that I had built and launched myself.

My cousin, Tom Collins (no relation to the drink), had gotten me interested in model rocketry
around that same summer. We would build them from kits and launch them at one of the few open
fields in Olney. Later that summer, while at a somewhat uncrowded southern New Jersey beach with
my various aunts and their kids on a day trip, we launched a few rockets. They all worked fine and
either descended into the surf of the Atlantic Ocean (as we aimed them in that direction) or gently
floated down by their parachutes. The next launch of the day was of the biggest rocket in my "fleet.” It
was about 15 inches long with a pointy wooden nosecone. It had a parachute inside that was supposed
to deploy by a secondary burst of the small solid fuel engine on the rocket’s return to earth. On earlier
“test flights,” in a small open field in Olney, it clearly worked. However, for some reason, something went
wrong on this flight.

Af ter climbing to about 400 feet, the rocket plummeted back to earth as fast as gravity would allow
it, the wooden nosecone with the parachute inside securely in place.

Houston, we have a problem!

My rocket crash landed on the boardwalk adjacent to the beach about 15 feet from a woman strolling
with her small children. Much like the aforementioned bat sticking horizontally into the garage door
earlier that summer, the pointy-nosed rocket, with nosecone and parachute clearly not deployed, stuck
vertically, also like an arrow shot from a bow, downwards into the wooden boardwalk.

I recall leaving the beach with one of my other cousins, Bonnie Haeberle, running up to the boardwalk,
and needing two hands to pull my parachute un-deployed, nose down, fins up rocket out of its resting
place stuck perpendicularly in one of the boards. The woman glared at me and Bonnie, understandably,
but never said a word. We ran just as fast as we could back to the beach, recovered rocket in hand.

Clearly, if that homemade model rocket had hit the woman or her kids, it would have been disastrous
for them in terms of sustaining major injuries, or worse. But, as I was very lucky with the flying
broomstick/ bat incident earlier that summer, so were these people with my rocket. Needless to say,
further planned launches for that day were scrubbed.
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Despite its urban setting, my neighborhood actually had a wooded area in it, and we Olney kids
could occasionally be woodsmen too. About five blocks in an easterly direction from where I lived was
Tookany Creek Park. While miles long, Tookany Creek ( crick” as most Philadelphians would call such
a thing), is a relatively narrow, elongated body of water, which runs a serpentine course with adjacent
wooded areas on each side through the eastern portion of Philadelphia, starting in the faraway northern
suburbs and ending in the Delaware River. It served my neighborhood friends and me as a nearby portal
into the wild, or at least about as wild as a wooded area could be within the conf ines of the then fourth
largest city in the U.S. With friends, I would probably spend a few afternoons there a month while
between the ages of 9 and 12, pretty much year round. Some days my friends and I would pre-plan and
pack lunches in our empty school bags. Back then, over-theshoulder U.S. army-style bags were popular
for boys to carry to school and, minus books, they sufficed for long hikes too. On those “expeditions,”
we’d sometimes spend the whole day in the woods.

On one, cold, wintertime Sunday afternoon, with I suppose nothing else to do that day, a trip to the
woods was in order. While there and on the slightly sloping banks of the Tookany Creek, near the small
waterfalls directly north of the Adams Ave. Bridge, I acted on a dare from one of my buddies. Never
one back then to let a good dare go by, I stupidly agreed to attempt to walk on the frozen ice over what
was, and still is, one of the deeper parts of the creek. It was not very thick ice as I was about to learn.
After walking to near the center of the creek, about 15" from the bank, I f ell through. I found myself
suddenly completely under the surface of the very cold water. When I first came up from the bottom,
which I’'m not sure I ever actually touched, I hit my head on the ice above me.

Fortunately for me, I didn’t panic, as I had managed to suck in some air right bef ore my head went
beneath the surface. (I learned this trick body-surfing under the waves in the Atlantic Ocean on my
family’s occasional trips to the New Jersey seashore.) After what seemed like a few minutes but what
was no doubt closer to a few seconds, in my heavy winter jacket, which was at this point starting to
get waterlogged, I managed to break through the ice above me and half -wade and half-crawl to shore
and eventually climb up onto the creek bank. Af ter nervously laughing about the incident with my
friend, we then walked back home, me dripping cold water the whole time. He reminded me, somewhat
sarcastically, that I did win the bet. There was no gloating though. Fully dressed and soaking wet, I
didn’t feel much like a winner right then and there.

I thought my parents would be really mad at me when I got home but they weren’t. Af ter telling
them what happened, my mom hugged me, even while I was still dripping wet, and insisted that I take
a hot bath. She told me that I was lucky to be alive. She and my dad further advised that I shouldn’t
attempt to walk on ice or take similarly dumb bets again. I wholeheartedly agreed with them on both
and kept those promises.

A few decades later, usually during the summer months, more than a handf ul of people would
drown at that same location when it became a citysanctioned swimming hole. I did a thoughtless thing
that wintry afternoon and was very fortunate to have survived it.

While the earlier referenced Miss America’s neighborhood swimsuit-clad wanderings were odd, they
were still mostly at a distance from me, at least from across a street, and with no personal interaction
between the parties. Myfirst actual up-close-andpersonal experience with truly unusual and potentially
criminal adult behavior occurred in the nearby Tookany woods when I was about 12 years old. That
behavior was experienced as a result of finally meeting the man with the nickname, "Hackoff Harry.”
That was what the local kids called an adult male who would occasionally be seen walking through
the aforementioned woods. Why that name? Well, this man liked strolling through the woods stark
naked. And, he was reported by several of the neighborhood kids to occasionally be observed playing
with himself ("hacking off?”) while on these walks. I'm not sure where the "Harry” came from, but
his occasional penchant for self-f ondling apparently earned him the "Hackoff” part of his conveniently
alliterative nickname.

Harry was nothing more than a rumor for my friends and me during this time frame, but other kids
had sworn that they had seen this mystery man, in all his glory, as he strolled through the woods during
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warmer weather. What exactly he would do or say was unclear, and prone to many different variations,
depending on the kid telling the story. And usually it was from what he had heard from someone else.
My friends and I didn’t dwell much on this urban legend. (Bef ore, I believe, the term "urban legend”
was probably even coined). He was our version of a non-f urry Abominable Snowman or Bigf oot. Did
he exist or not? Was he a threat or not? It didn’t matter to us as we still went to the woods regularly
just to escape into nature and have fun away from the hustle and bustle of our big-city environment.

As it turned out, it wasn’t too long for me before the legend came true as one day my friends and 1
actually met Harry. He did exist literally, and somewhat scarily, in the flesh. It was way too much flesh,
as I was about to find out.

I believe there were three of us together in the woods that day, me and two buddies, just hiking and
looking to spend time there and off the streets. I seem to recall that it was a relatively warm midJune
day, possibly the afternoon of the last day of school, and because of that we were all in a very good
mood. At some point, probably about 300 yards into the woods, well into the thick of it, we stopped
along one of the trails and were sitting on a log in a small adjacent clearing, pretty much out of sight
and sound of the bordering neighborhoods and any other human beings. Or so we thought.

I believe one of the three of us was using matches in an attempt to light a small fire to roast some
marshmallows that we brought with us. There’s nothing like city kids "roughing it” in the deep, dark
woods. But our tranquility and semiisolation were about to be violated, on multiple levels.

Af ter hearing some leaves and twigs being stepped on behind us, we collectively looked over our
shoulders to our lef ts and rights. It wasn’t that unusual to occasionally come across other kids in the
woods also looking for the same urban escape as me and my friends that day. After all, the woods were
not all that vast or expansive, there were only so many trails and clearings, and there were plenty of
kids. But, as we soon learned, this wasn’t just another kid walking toward us.

We could see that it was an adult male, probably in his 30s, slowly approaching our little campsite.
It didn’t take a future profiler and behavioral expert to figure out that this must be Harry, as he was
completely naked, wearing only a hat and a pair of shoes of some sort. For me and my friends, seeing an
adult at all in the Tookany woods was unusual enough. It being a naked adult male made it genuinely
bizarre and pretty scary to us three pre-teens.

Harry had apparently seen us bef ore we saw him, as he walked from behind over to us and imme-
diately stopped at our location. He walked around us and was now standing almost directly in front
of us while we attempted to heat our marshmallows over our little campfire. His arms were akimbo
and he initially simply said "Hi” to us. We didn’t look directly across at him as our sitting eyelevels
would have had us staring directly at his exposed penis, which none of us (we later readily admitted)
had any strong desire to observe closeup. Instead, we looked at each other for some sort of reassurance,
collectively and non-verbally thinking in unison (we later concurred), "Is this really happening?”

I remember Harry then asking something like, "What are you boys doing?”

One of us (I don’t recall if it was me or not) gave the kid-common response to that type question,
”Uh, nothin’.”

He then asked if we noticed that he was naked . We each mumbled something, but while looking
at each other again for some hopef ul reassurance, we didn’t really answer him. His next statement
surprised us even more, if that was possible. He said, to our astonishment and to no one in particular,
"T’ll bet my dick is bigger than yours.”

Okay, this was getting way weird now.

I recall looking at one of my buddies and sort of smirking, but we didn’t respond to this statement
either. I didn’t want Harry seeing me smirk though, so I did my best to hide it from him. Af ter a fevv
more now long-f orgotten yet seemingly inane questions and comments from him, he said he was leaving
and simply strode off further into the woods. For the record, he did not fondle himself while talking to
us and he did not seem particularly excited in any physical way, shape, or form to be there with us.
The same, I can assure the reader, applied to my friends and me.
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We had no idea what this guy wanted froln us. He never touched any of us nor asked us to remove
our clothes or compare body parts or anything like that. (We would have definitely run away if these
acts were so requested, or fought him off if force was attempted.) We all agreed later that day that
we weren’t REALLY scared of him during his visit, but I suppose we were still a bit overwhelmed by
the encounter with him in all his...uh...nakedness. This was my first and only encounter with the once
rumored but now con, f irmed-to-exist Hackoff Harry. One time was plenty for me.

I never told my parents of this meeting in the woods with the naked man. Back in those days, at
least with me and most of my buddies, those type anecdotes wouldn’t be shared at home. I'm not sure
why. Maybe we f elt as if we had done something wrong, or had been somewhere that we shouldn’t have
been. That clearly wasn’t the case. I remember later that week telling some older neighborhood boys
of this encounter, to which they responded that they would have "beat the crap out of him” if they had
seen him in the. woods. I wasn’t sure why they threatened to do that as he never did try to harm us.
He, was odd, surely. But, my parental upbringing and my slowly developing adolescent mind figured
that he shouldn’t be the victim of unnecessary violence. Certainly not for what he did, and didn’t do,
to us.

I don’t know what ever happened to Harry. I'm not sure if there were any other sightings of him in
the woods and/ or an eventual arrest of him, or if some older kids beat him up and he subsequently
decided to forego his naked strolls, or what.

Was he an actual or potential child molester? Was he an actual or potential sexual predator? Or,
was he just a naturalist, a practicing nudist? If just a naturalist, why so in this relatively small urban
tract of land surrounded by residential neighborhoods? And, why did he ref erence his penis size to my
young friends and me? That certainly changes the dynamics of his behavior, now looking back as an
adult and a criminal profiler.

Af ter all these years, I simply don’t know the answers to any of these questions. (I've also always
wondered where he hid his clothes during his naked jaunts, where he entered and exited the woods,
etc.) I would need more information from additional verifiable incidents to truly assess Harry and his
actions.

My encounter with this man, on that circa 1965 late-spring day, didn’t alter or aff ect my lif e
in any notable way. But it was clearly a mental ref erence point when, later in lif e, I was asked to
provide assessments of individuals, usually men, engaging in what appeared to be unusual sexually
oriented behavior. Some behavior was clearly criminal in nature. Other noted behavior, perhaps similar
to Harry’s, may have been odd, but was not necessarily a violation of the law.

While what Harry did may be considered suspicious and unusual, it is not necessarily suggestive
of violent criminal behavior. (Yes, Indecent Exposure as per Pennsylvania criminal statutes, but that
would be about it.) It could have been a precursor activity on his part to attempt to assault young
boys, but, perhaps not. The actions we witnessed that day could have been the extent of his apparent
need-driven behavior. That is, to walk naked through a wooded section of a large city and "shock” young
kids, both visually and on occasion verbally. If that’s all he ever did, that would be suggestive of him
being an exhibitionist, yet pushing his luck, and the law, by doing so in a compressed, easily accessed,
and relatively well-visited wooded location. However, commenting on his genitalia size and verbally
comparing it to that of the young boys he happens to meet in the woods is certainly problematic
,behavior on his part and further suggestive of a diagnosable mental condition of some sort, not to
mention further law breaking.

The separate sightings of both Miss America and Hackoff Harry were certainly interesting and
memorable experiences in my early lif e. Af ter the rendezvous with Harry, my friends and I would joke
on occasion about somehow setting the two of them up on a "blind date.” We wondered how that would
work out. Probably not very well, we eventually agreed. Miss America would be over-dressed, for one
thing.

May 1955

Two year-old Jimmy and his mom, Alma, in front of 3rd St. house, 1955
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L to r: Rich Davoli, Dieter Ballman, Jim Fitzgerald;

First Holy Communion, St. Helena School/ Church, 1962 (Photo from Dieter Ballman Collection)

A Pe ter IC L' R E

Jim Fitzgerald at ".Q. Zoo,” Hot Springs, Arkansas, 1963

Wally Fitzgerald in our row home basement with one of my 1965 Christmas presents

1965 response letter from Philadelphia Evening Bulletin re "longest word in English language.”

SCHOOL SAFETY ,, PATROL

do/

PRESENTED TO

/ /1oE I ==.,.0.0 7 /[ O[O 0c

ine recognition o/ rnoritorious .Dervice rendo,red Jn prolecling the lives ol school children while,
sEJr vi.ng qs a member of the Sehool Sa fety Pc:rtrol.

~ MOTHER AI M A zoscoy

PrNCIPAL.

KEVST'ONE A.UTOMOQOIr..£ CLUS

ITIS

School Safety Patrol Award of Merit, 1967

Flying Bat Garage Door from Home Plate view;

Jim Fitzgerald was sitting on ground near bottom row second panel from left (Photo, 2012)

Flying Bat Garage Door, close-up of lower panel with former owner’s "patch” (Photo, 2012)

Apartment building and front lawn,

3rct St. and Grange Ave., where 1961showdown fight with bully occurred (Photo, 2012)
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6. Longest word, language
learning/ interest, Lindbergh kidnapping

Looking back at my early years growing up in Olney, and despite the occasional interactions with
almost naked or completely naked strangers, my upbringing and early life experiences were otherwise
relatively unremarkable. When not in school, watching TV, riding my bike, playing games on my porch,
engaging in sports, or roaming the not-sodeep inner-city woods near my house, I found myself reading
books as often as possible.

My parents greatly encouraged reading. Neither of my parents was educated beyond high school, but
they were nonetheless avid readers of books and newspapers and could be engaging conversationalists
on many topics. My dad enjoyed books related to history, to include biographies and autobiographies.
My mom was mostly a reader of fiction. She was also a big fan of newspaper crossword puzzles. She
introduced me to the art of these particular word games early in life. This evolved to playing the board
game Scrabble and later learning to do the daily newspaper Cryptograms, in which the words in long
sentences,/ short paragraphs had to be alphabetically unscrambled in an attempt to make readable the
usually clever quote or proverb. I got very good at each of the above as language and spelling (at least
in English) came to me easily.

It, no doubt, laid the foundation for me to become a successf ul forensic linguist years later.

Regarding my early interest in language, and with no prodding from anyone around me, when I was
twelve years old, I sat down and vvrote a letter to the "Answers to Queries” column in the Philadel
phia Daily Bulletin newspaper. I read it every day as the varied topic questions posed by readers
were generally interesting and thought provoking. The answers provided by the newspaper staff were
interesting and edif ying too.

My language-oriented question to the "Queries” staff was a simple one. I asked in my carefully
typewritten letter, "What is the longest word in the English language?”’ I was hoping the question and
response would be published in the daily newspaper column. But, for whatever reason, it wasn’t. Instead,
about a month later a one-page typewritten letter was mailed to my house, addressed to me, and it
contained the answer.

The letter was dated December 22, 1965, and it began,

Lexicographers say the 45-letter medical term for a form of silicosis is now the longest word in the
dictionary. It is pneumonoul tramicroscopicsilicovolcanoconiosis.

It was simply signed, "Very truly yours, ANSWERS TO QUERIES.”

I still didn’t really understand what the word meant, nor did I really care, despite the additional
very brief descriptiv inf o. However, it was nice that the newspaper staff responded to my query. I had
my answer and now I knew the word. To this day, I've never used that word in a spoken sentence. I
never used that word in a written sentence either, well, until the inclusion of it in the above paragraph.

My dad, knowing the importance of speaking standard English, would challenge me directly when
he knew I was pronouncing or using words in a non-standard manner. For one, as with many people
in casual conversation, I had an early habit of IT dropping” word endings. For example, I would say,
"I'm goin’ down Fis Street,” meaning I'm proceeding to the main shopping district (Fifth Street) in my
neighborhood.

My dad would simply state back to me, "Spell that!”

I’d retort, "Spell what?”
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He’d respond, "Where you’re go-ing,” emphasizing the "-ing” in that word.

I’d then somewhat sarcastically and uberemphatically pronounce the verb as "goinG.” I'd then pro-
ceed to spell "F-i-f -t-h S-t-r-,” at which point Wally would stop me. He’d then remind me that, in my
rapid speaking style, I didn’t pronou nce the street as it was spelled. He was right. I substituted "Fis
Street” for "Fifth Street,” changing the "f” into an ”s” and omitting the ”-th” from my pronunciation.
Again, such reduced features are not that uncommon as I'd learn later in my Georgetown University
phonology courses. The tongue, when involved in speech, often follows the path of least resistance, es-
pecially when certain sounds or sound sequences are particularly difficult to pronounce, like the "-fth”
sequence in "Fifth.” It took a bit of tongue-related discipline on my part to pronou nce the ”-th” in
“Fifth” bef ore the IT s” in "street,” and as a child I was initially reluctant to do so, as all my buddies
tended to talk the same way too. The same applies, of course, to pronouncing words ending in

11 -ing” in the standard way rather that as 77 -in.”

My dad and I would go back and forth too about the pronunciations of II Acme” and "creek,” when
one of us would slip up and pronounce those words as did many other Philadelphians, that is, "ack-a-
me” and “crick,” respectively. Neither of us realized in those days that we Philadelphians pronounced
the word "water” as "wooder.” That’s a southeastern Pennsylvania/ southern New Jersey/ Delaware
pronunciation, whose origin is unknown. Years later, in my formal linguistic studies, I would learn
about the distribution of this and many other regional pronunciations and lexical usages from around
the U.S. And this knowledge would even help me solve crimes.

Having these nonstandard pronunciations and other vernacular language usages pointed out to me
by my dad early on (never in public, I should add, but only when just the two of us), as well as by a few
grade school and high school teachers, eventually paid off when later I would undergo job interviews,
was asked to give speeches, and testif y in court.

Later on, in my early 20s, just f or fun, I’d sometimes "correct” my dad in the manner in which he
would pronounce certain words. Two of those words were “exzilerator” for "accelerator,” and "lozenger”
for ”lozel;lge.” He’d always tell me he was appreciative of my language advisories to him, but rarely
afterwards would he actually alter his pronunciations of those words. He was, as a matter of fact, pretty
set in his ways in that regard.

There was ne particular high school English teacher of mine who was also very fastidious about
his students’ speaking styles and lexical usages, and who would correct us in class when the various
language miscues manif ested themselves. I learned to appreciate those “corrections” too, as they were
offered in the proper spirit by him. Years later, as a police off icer, I came up.on this same teacher in a
rather compromising situation one night. As with my dad, just if or fun, I actually "corrected” him for
a language miscue of sorts while addressing the larger issue at hand. He appreciated it and what I did
next for him that night, too.

When it came to reading, I certainly read the books assigned as homework in school. First of all, I
usually wanted to do so. Secondly, the nuns would beat us if we didn’t.

I also enjoyed the Marvel and DC comic books of the time and the "funnies” in the newspapers (as
well as the news and sports, too, or at least some of it), but just as many of my readings back then were
books of my choice. Af ter hearing my parents talk f or years of the "Crime of the Century,” at least in
their half of the 20th Century, which occurred to one of America’s greatest heroes, Charles Lindbergh,
I walked to the Olney Branch of the Philadelphia Library and borrowed a 1962 book entitled Kidnap,
written by George Waller. It was in the "adult” section of the library, not the “children” section, where
bef ore then I had borrowed all my books.

Kidnap was a very detailed telling of the story of Charles Lindbergh and his wif e, Anne Morrow, and
the 1932 kidnapping and subsequent murder of their young son from their New Jersey home. The area
of the kidnapping, in Hopewell, NJ, was only about 25 miles from my house, as that earlier referenced
crow would fly. And, my parents were right. This was truly the "Crime of the Century” in its day, and
reading about it some 30-plus years later utterly enthralled me.
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Although I knew in advance of the eventual outcome, having heard it over the years from my parents,
while reading the early chapters of the book I found myself asking similar questions to the Boy in the
Box case, "Who would do something like thI.S?. ” "Why?. ”

I wondered how the investigators would ever solve this crime. The biggest diff erence between this
case and the case of the little boy in the box though was a ransom demand. It was a for-profit kidnapping,
not just the killing and abandoning of a young child. This kidnapper/ killer wanted money for the baby’s
safe return even though he (but no one else yet) knew his victim was already dead, having been killed
most likely accidently during the abduction itself from the Lindbergh home.

I read the book and all my questions were answered as to how it was eventually solved. Upon being
introduced to this very early well-written literary exposure of a major U.S. criminal investigation, and
solved no less (Richard Bruno Hauptmann was eventually arrested, convicted, and executed for this
crime), I began to think that working on a major investigation, helping to solve a major crime or
crimes, was something that I would find truly rewarding.

I also found intriguing, ef or whatever reason at the time, the fact there was spoken and written
language assessed in the Lindbergh kidnapping case.

Along with other investigative clues, this evidence eventually helped identif y the kidnapper/ killer.
This taught me, very early on, that language evidence could be as important as any other types of
forensic clues in an investigation.

I put this type of evidence to the test in the Unabom case decades later. I also now use the ransom
letters from the Lindbergh case, as well as the writings of the Unabomber, along with other cases,
when I'm teaching forensic linguistics in the U.S. and around the world. They are invaluable from a
language-as-evidence perspective and serve as excellent teaching instruments.

Back at the time, I don’t remember thinking to myself or telling anyone that I wanted to be a cop,
a detective, an investigator, an FBI agent, or certainly a criminal profiler or forensic linguist. (Neither
of the last two terms were even part of our lexicon in the mid-1960s.) But, I believe that the seeds of
interest were planted in me by this book, this case, and the other criminal investigations to which I had
been indirectly exposed over the years and would later read about in other books or in the newspapers.

As T was reading about these varied crimes, I would put myself in the shoes of the investigators. Mix
in the "lawman” play-acting as a kid, some later cop-related TV shows, and perhaps it was a combination
of all these factors that contributed to decisions to be made by me in the not-too-distant future which
would lead me to be part of, if not instrumental in, the investigations of some of the most horrendous
and publicized crimes of my generation.

My dad, apparently aware of my early interest in anything related to the field of true crime, told
me when I was a bit older of a very famous def ense attorney in Philadelphia named Chippy Patterson.
He came to local prominence in the 1920s and 1930s. My dad said that in his own youth, during times
when he was out of work during the Great Depression and/ or had some free time on his hands, he
would actually sit in the courtrooms in Philadelphia’ s City Hall and watch Chippy in action. He was,
by all accounts, a very unconventional attorney, known to dress sloppily, at times act bizarre, carry all
his legal files in one broken-down, oversized, over-stuff ed briefcase, and yet someone who almost always
found clever and ingenious ways to have his usually down-trodden clients acquitted of their criminal
charges.

Again recognizing this interest of mine, my dad recommended a 1960 book to me. It was The
Worlds of Chippy Patterson, by Arthur H. Lewis. It was wellwritten, very entertaining, inf ormative,
and insightful. I found myself, at times in my adult life in the criminal justice system, trying to think
like Chippy and utilize maneuvers and methods sometilnes “outside the box,” yet all completely legal
of course, to better investigate and further facilitate my cases through the court system. As an eventual
law enforcement off icer, I was on the prosecution side of the system, not the defense side like Chippy.
And, I tended to dress a bit better than he reportedly did. (I have witnesses who will attest to that.).

As a practitioner in the criminal justice system, I don’t believe I ever met a defense attorney, or any
attorney, quite like Chippy Patterson. I have gone up against some very interesting ones, nonetheless.
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Some were brilliant, some far from brilliant, some bizarre, and some who were certainly not the best
dressers or even seemingly daily bathers. However, as I matured and evolved within the legal system, I
never saw defense attorneys as my enemy when taking an investigation, an arrest, a prosecution, through
the adversarial process. To me, they served as my internal and external check-and-balance system in
the case investigation, profile, linguistic analysis, or whatever it was to which I may be testif ying. They
had a job to do, a client to represent, and I had my job to do, that is, to represent the government (or
a client, when later in life retired from law enforcement) and do so to the best of my ability.

There was only one time I was really "beat up” on the stand by a def ense attorney. That happened
the very first time I ever testified in open criminal court. It was a shoplifting case. It taught me yet
another lesson that would last a lifetime. That caper, and the court case itself, are forthcoming.

My father would also relate to me in his later life that in the Depression-era 1930s, when he would be
looking for work in the Philadelphia area, he would occasionally walk along the docks on the Delaware
River. (Elfreth’s Alley, where he was born, was not far from there.) While in that area, he recalled
seeing numerous Japanese freighters, almost weekly, loading ton after ton of sheet metal, iron ore, steel,
and similar type materials that they would buy in the U.S. and then return to their homeland. As an
amateur historian and relatively well-read in that genre, even back then, he was sure that someday in
the not too distant future the Japanese would be “shooting that scrap metal back at us.” My mom later
conf irmed he did, in fact, say that to her in the ’30s. He, along with others, was proven correct when
on December, 7, 1941, the Japanese Imperial Forces attacked Pearl Harbor.

Part of his opinions regarding the potential Japanese aggression came from another man my dad
greatly admired from afar. That was U.S. Army General Billy Mitchell. I recall engaging in conversations
about him with my dad on occasions as I was growing up.

Gen. Mitchell, in the 1920s and 1930s, attempted to convince otherwise reluctant military leaders
and politicians in Washington, D.C., that the next war would be waged, in no small part, in the air
and a strong air force component to the military was paramount to the security of the U.S. As a result
of Gen. Mitchell’s politically unpopular actions and opinions, he was eventually subjected to a military
court martial. In the long run, Gen. Mitchell and his reputation were vindicated. Air superiority during
World War II was crucial to the def eat of the Axis powers, and it remains critical to any country’s def
ense to this day. Gen. Mitchell was right, and the others who disagreed with him were clearly wrong.

I included the above examples of individuals of whom my dad spoke highly, such as Chippy Pat-
terson and Gen. Billy Mitchell, and of his (my dad’s) unschooled, yet ultimately accurate, historical
observations predicting Japanese war time aggressions, as being indicative of the positive parental influ-
ences to which I was exposed while growing up. Along with others, my dad admired these two disparate
men, who while outliers within their own prof essions, and to some degree even society, nonetheless
undertook what they thought was right to accomplish their respective goals and objectives. He didn’t
want me, as a kid and certainly later in life, to be afraid to say or do what wasn’t always popular, or say
or do what was simply agreed upon by the crowd. He wanted me to enter into maturity knowing that
if T clearly studied and researched an issue at hand, and/ or had a well-thought out gut instinct about
any matter of importance, I should freely express my true feelings and opinions and fight for them, even
if not readily accepted initially by others.

My father added that, at the same time, I should never turn anyone away who is willing to offer me
advice or an opinion about a matter of interest to me. I wouldn’t necessarily have to take this person’s
advice or agree with his or her opinions, but I should always be willing to listen to them nonetheless.
Even a seemingly ignorant person can teach others, sometimes, what they need to know about certain
aspects of life. As he would quote to me, "Even a broken clock is right twice a day.”

It wasn’t always easy, I would later learn, to vent these sometimes unpopular opinions, but my dad
did impart those valuable lessons to me, and they bore out for me in the future.

Many years later, during the DC Sniper case in 2002, when I was the first profiler/ forensic linguist to
suggest that there may be two snipers working in tandem and at that they were possibly AfricanAmer-
ican, I realized that I was the outlier in the room among my FBI and task force peers. But, my dad’s
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insistence that I stick to my guns when I was pretty darn sure that I was right eventually paid off, in
that case and others.

Lastly here in regards to Wally Fitzgerald’s sort of philosophy of lif e, at least when it came to
expressing words of wisdom to his f our kids, it should be noted that he was not the particularly touchy
/f eely type. I don’t remember him ever telling me he loved me or my sisters, but we all know he did.
He saw his role as a father as being a positive role model, that is, living a good life, a balanced life, and
conveying to his children that which he found interesting, insightf ul, and, most importantly, usef ul in
lif e.

In terms of what’s I usef ul” in lif e, my dad was a pragmatist, through and through, and not one
focused on theories and hypotheses. At the same time, he admired the guy who was II diff erent” and
ultimately not afraid to be so. He respected the occasional person who would go out on a limb with an
idea or a well-thought out opinion and who would be willing to sacrifice much to make his beliefs known
and then undertake certain actions, even if not popular at the time. He stressed that people, and even
entire countries, undertake certain actions for a reason. Those actions, and perhaps ongoing patterns
bef ore and af ter related to them, can prove very beneficial in heying to figure out exactly what it is
they're doing, why, and what they may do next.

I modeled my profiling career on these tenets imparted upon me to a large degree by my dad.
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7. St. Helena’s, nuns, safety patrol,
police/ FBI shooting, ”69,” paper route

As with everyone while growing up and experiencing lif e, my dad and mom weren’t with me all the
time. Their conversations with me only went so far. Much of lif e’s other learning experiences, as with
most of us, were gained on my own. That included those gained during my school years.

My grade school years were relatively noneventf ul. I attended all eight years at the same school, St.
Helena School. I am a graduate of the class of 1967. At the time it was one of the largest grade schools
in the city of Philadelphia. The student enrollment teetered around 1500, spread from first through
eighth grade. From first through sixth grade f or me, there were three classes in each grade. Our class
size averaged 70 students. Finally, in seventh and eighth grades, another class was added and it went
down to only 50+ students per class.

I still blame these class sizes on the reason that I've never been good at advanced math. Not an
excuse, mind you, but the 70-to-1 student-to-teacher ratio certainly didn’t help me in that subject area
when I initially struggled and could have benefitted from additional teacher interaction. Fortunately,
reading, spelling, history, geography, and other subjects came to me relatively easily.

I should add that I wasn’t an angel while in grade school; in fact, far from it f or a few of those years.
It seems I would get in trouble of some sort a few times from fif th through seventh grades. Usually,
it was as a result of me talking when I was not supposed to be talking. I could be the wise-guy, even
class clown, as some would remind me later for at least a few of those grades, depending on the teacher.
Punishment imposed by the teachers would include staying after school, being beaten, and being given
repetitive writing assignments.

One of the latter assignments, in fif th grade, was the granddaddy of them all, at least to me. I
was ordered to write, in one overnight period, 500 times, "I must not talk after the bell.” Thank you
Sister William Loretta. She wasn’t even my teacher at the time, but didn’t approve of me talking while
standing in line in the schoolyard af ter the lunchtime bell rang. She didn’t even know my name as she
was a seventh grade teacher. Nevertheless, I spent a whole school night writing it, with a severely limp
lef t hand to show for it afterwards. My parents knew about it (how could I hide handwriting 3500
separate words and going through three pencils), but back then they would never consider calling the
convent to talk to Sister and complain about this worthless punishment.

Or, was it worthless? I know I didn’t talk in line again for a long time af ter that writing assignment.

I later learned when given similar writing-f orpunishment assignments, even in high school, the value
of good old-fashioned carbon paper. A #2 pencil with a certain form of carbon paper (gray,/ black, not
blue) with a blank page under it would cut the punishment writing assignment time and eff ort in half .
I must have done a dozen such assignments that way during high school. One priest in particular would
have the entire class write out the day’s newspaper editorials five times if we were too rambunctious for
him in class that day. At least in these written punishments we were learning of the various newspaper
editors’ opinions on certain matters. But SistereWilliam Loretta’s samesentence-500-times assignment
was clearly punishment for punishment’s sake. Nothing externally learned in the process of doing that
one.

Did I mention being beaten in grade school? Most of my trouble occurred in classes taught by
the St. Joseph Order nuns, as opposed to the lay teachers. During the '60s, the faculty at St. Helena
school was probably two-thirds nuns, with the remaining one-third being lay teachers. The nuns, at
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least some of the older ones, could be very strict, set in their ways, and tough as nails. I paid the price
for their strictness and their set ways more times than I care to recall, as these ways included the liberal
application of corporal punishment. Yes, as in slaps and wooden sticks to the head and to various body
parts.

I remember having chalk and/ or erasers thrown at me (both almost always finding their target, my
head), my face slapped, getting yardsticks across my butt, and taking it on the knuckles with regular
wooden rulers and for a whole school year one of those solid-wood, three-sided, foot-long engineering
rulers. Each time I got a beating at school I would never tell my parents. If I had told them of these
disciplinary tactics handed out by the nuns during the day, I’d be in even more trouble with them later
that night. I pref erred to keep my getting-into-trouble to no more than once per day, if at all possible.

During the first week of eighth grade, I was appointed to the St. Helena School Safety Patrol. With
that, I was assigned my first "real” badge. It came with a white harness belt of some sort and I proudly
wore both each day at lunchtime (as the vast majority of the students walked home for lunch) and af ter
school, while I escorted one of five lines of hundreds of kids up the street from the school to the corner
of 5th and Godfrey. There, the full-time school crossing guard took over. My "safety” responsibilities
were then done for the day.

And, for the record, I never lost a kid during that whole year. That’s an accomplishment of which
I'm still proud.

While on the Safety Patrol in eighth grade, I had my first up-close-and-personal meeting ever with
a police officer. He came to our building early in the school year one day to talk to us. He may have
spoken to our whole class, too, but it seemed he was there to congratulate the saf eties and tell us what
an important job we were doing. He was a friendly, well-spoken, relatively young officer and was very
engaging to my classmates and me. He represented the Philadelphia Police Department very well. Of
course, he was in full unif orm, to include his gun, and that didn’t hurt ,his image and persona among
us eighth grade boys.

(Girls weren’t allowed to be safeties back then. Clearly a sexist attitude still existed during this time
in regard to these types of positions and appointments. They couldn’t be altar servers at Mass, either.
That has all changed, fortunately.)

Af ter the officer’s talk, and when some of us safeties were helping him take whatever display items
he had brought in with him back to his patrol car, the question all of us wanted answered was eventually
asked of him. That is, "Hey Officer, did you ever shoot anyone?” e

I don’t think I asked it, but I'm not really sure af ter all these’ years who did. The officer’s simple
response was, "No.”

We lef t it at that, with no follow up questions. I'm not sure what my fellow students and I would
have followed up with if he had replied, "Yes.”

Years later, I would be asked that same question many times as a unif ormed police officer. And, it
wasn’t always a kid asking it. Sometimes, depending on who posed the question, and my mood at the
time, I would reply with some level of sarcasm, "No, but the day (or night) is still young.”

That’s cop humor, whether others found it funny or not.

Looking back at my year in eighth grade, I’ll never forget the date November 27, 1966. In the early
morning hours of that day something tragic happened in my Olney neighborhood that was a true rarity,
certainly during that timeframe. That is, a Philadelphia police officer was shot and seriously injured.
This happened while he was responding to a botched robbery attempt. It occurred near the intersection
of 5th St. and 66th Ave., only about four blocks from the location of my school, and perhaps ten blocks,
or about a mile, from where I lived. I forget exactly how I first heard of this incident, whether from an
early morning TV or radio news account, or my parents. At first, I didn’t know the off icer’s name or
the exact details of the crime.

Later that evening, upon learning from the TV news the shot officer’s name and seeing his picture,
I was somewhat relieved to learn that it was not the officer who had come to visit us only weeks bef
ore. It was gleaned from the news over the next 24 hours that the shooter, now under arrest, was a man
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named William Barnes. He had shot and paralyzed a rookie police off icer named Walter Barclay, who
was one of the responding officers to the robbery call.

I found myself very much distressed by this event. I'm not sure then why the shooting of the police
off icer bothered me as much as it did. As a young boy, being exposed to the media as I was in my
home, I was certainly aware of other police officers in Philadelphia and its environs having been shot,
and other violent crimes which had occurred that victimized the innocent or even perhaps the not-so-
innocent among us. But, because this one occurred in my neighborhood, and/ or perhaps because I had
just met my first “real” police officer a month or so bef ore, I was really bothered by it. This tragedy
was to become even more personal to me by the next day, and I've regretted what I did on that day
ever since.

On the next full day following the shooting, the buzz throughout St. Helena school and its students
was that the shooter, of the police officer was, in fact, the older brother of one of my fellow eighth
graders, James Barnes. And; he happened to be in my homeroom that year. I wasn’t that friendly with
this particular student, as he had not been at the school as many years as me. But, I knew him and had
known of him for a while, although we were never in the same class together bef ore. As we were seated
alphabetically, he sat about five seats in front of me in the first aisle of our eighth grade homeroom. He
was noticeably quiet in school since the previous day.

At some point on that second day after the shooting, and on the same day that the inf ormation be-
came known at school about the sibling connection between the shooter and my classmate, it happened.
It was either at the change of classes, or on the regularly scheduled boys’ lavatory run, that I found
myself walking right up behind my fellow student Barnes, still in the classroom. Leaning towards him,
speaking close to his lef t ear, I spontaneously stated, quietly and for only him to hear, four words.

Those words were simply, and sarcastically, "Hey Barnes, nice brother!”

That was it. That was all I said; four words. James slowly turned around and glanced back at me,
perhaps in an attempt to confirm which one of his classmates just made this uncalled for remark, looked
to his lef t, then to his right, and then just began walking forward to wherever it is we were going. We
separated ahead somewhere and there was no further interaction. We never shared a word or activity
between us again that school year. I don’t remember seeing him much again after our class graduated.
I believeehe later went to a diff erent high school than me.

A short time later, maybe even that night, I realized that what I said to my classmate that day was
wrong. Yes, I still felt bad about the police officer, but my fellow eighth grader was in no way responsible
for what his older brother (by 18 years I later learned) did to seriously injure the off icer. I have no
doubt that he felt awful for a long time af ter this tragic incident yet, to his credit, as far as I know,
he still managed to show up at school the days immediately afterward. In doing so, he certainly didn’t
need me to say to him what I said.

No one ever corrected me or admonished me or challenged me for what I said to James Barnes that
day. They didn’t have to. Plus, no one but James ever heard me say it. It was between him and me.
However, something in me realized shortly af terwards that I was out of line to have said what I did
to him. I learned a lesson that day, or shortly thereafter, and I have never forgotten it. Perhaps I was
maturing, at least to some degree. After the fact, I suppose, in the case of this particular incident.

In 1991, while an FBI agent in New York City assigned to the Bank Robbery Task Force, one of my
co-workers and friends, NYPD Det. Charlie Jardines, was shot in Brooklyn af ter a short foot chase of a
suspect wanted for bank robbery. The suspect was also shot at and wounded by Det. Jardines. Charlie
was seriously wounded and rushed to the hospital. I was on another assignment that day and not at the
scene of the shooting. However, I responded to the area shortly af ter the shooting and was eventually
assigned with another NYPD detective to st?y with the shooter in the hospital, who was in custody and
being treated for his bullet wound there. He had, been arrested and was initially in the same hospital
as Charlie, who of course also had a police/ FBI detail guarding him.

While not violating any of the shooter’s civil or criminal rights, during the course of several conver-
sations with him that evening (which he initiated), I did manage to have a few choice words for him
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regarding his actions from earlier that day. The words I said were to the cop-shooter / bank robber
himself, not to one of his family members. Unlike what I said decades bef ore to the younger Barnes,
I have no regret for the words directed at the shooter in the hospital that night. They were between
him and me, and they were from the heart; especially as I knew Charlie was only a floor above me, in
surgery, for the wounds suffered because of this felon.

Det. Jardines fully recovered from his injuries and a year or so later took a well-earned disability
leave from the NYPD. He is now teaching school in New York City. The suspect also recovered and was
eventually tried and convicted of bank robbery and attempted murder of a police officer.

A legally interesting, yet nonetheless sad, footnote to the 1966 shooting of the Philadelphia police
officer surfaced in 2007 when former Officer Barclay, on full disability and conf ined to a wheelchair ever
since the 1966 incident, died of a urinary inf ection. William Barnes had already served 16 years in prison
for the attempted murder of Officer Barclay, and was freed, but still on parole in 2007. When Barclay
died, 41 years after the shooting, the Philadelphia District Attorney’s off ice re-charged Barnes, this
time with second-degree murder. The DA’s office maintained that the urinary infection and Barclay’s
subsequent death was a direct result of the shooting in 1966. Thus, Barnes was re-arrested, again placed
in custody, and faced another trial stemming from that night four decades ago.

At the trial, the def ense claimed that Barclay’s death was not the result of the shooting, but instead
because of three car accidents, two falls from his wheelchair, and neglect from caregivers. At the 2010
trial, Barnes was found not guilty of the murder. I believe the ju ry reached the proper verdict in this
matter.

In May of 2014, after some 47 years, I located and reached out to my former St. Helena school
classmate, Jim Barnes. Af ter some catching-up on life, I reminded him of my thoughtless schoolroom
comment I made to him regarding his brother back in 1966. Immediately afterwards I apologized to
him. Jim accepted it unconditionally. I thanked him and we’ve maintained contact ever since.

Back to my grade school days, and on a much, much lighter note, during that same eighth grade
year, I was to learn something about almost becoming a snitch or informant. Later in my prof essional
life, it became very clear to me how valuable conf idential informants, or snitches, can be. But, could I
be turned into one at 13 years of age? And by a nun?

My eighth grade nun was a hardnosed, nononsense, quick-to-lose-her-temper woman of the habit.
Her name was Sister Ruth Dolores. She was probably in her 50s, wasn’t tall or heavyset, but she was
mean and she could pack one heck of a punch or a slap. I never experienced one of them myself, but I
saw her hit classmates of mine square in the face or in the belly numerous times. I observed her punches
and slaps in real-time, my classmates’ reactions, the eventual welts that would develop, and heard their
tales of pain and discomf ort afterwards. I sympathized with them for the physical damage she inflicted.

Sister Ruth didn’t usually hit the female students, but she could make them cry like babies. On such
an occasion, one of my eighth grade female classmates wore the slightest touch of makeup to the annual
Sunday evening May Procession. While assembled in 'Our classroom, bef ore the procession around
the school and into the church was to begin, Sister Ruth belittled her, an otherwise quiet and studious
fellow student, in front of the whole class. With tissue paper, she forcibly and demonstrably wiped the
smidgen of makeup off her crying face. It was not a good start for our class to what should have been
an otherwise spiritual evening, especially with our parents waiting outside for us. It was much worse for
the young girl who was publicly embarrassed in front of our whole class by our nun.

I think Sister Ruth is the one that finally taught me, through fear of getting seriously hurt by her
left and right hand slaps and punches (she was noticeably ambidextrous in that regard), that I should
learn to keep my mouth shut at times. I certainly did in her class. Maybe it was my reluctance to
getting socked in the face, or maybe it was that thing called maturity once again slowly starting to set
in, although very slowly by some accounts back then. Either way, I concentrated more on listening in
class that year than talking.

Once, while in class, and obviously not that mature yet, I was passing around to my fellow students
a short, non-class related “essay” that I had spent considerable time undertaking while at home. I had
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even typed it on my parents’ old Underwood typewriter that, at the time, I was learning to use more
and more, one finger-peck at a time.

In the clearly G-rated essay, I made fun of, in a light-hearted and whimsical way, one of my fellow
male students. Sister Ruth saw it being passed around, with students giggling aloud upon reading it,
and slowly walked over to my area of the classroom. She took the document from whoever had it at the
time. She quickly figured out I was its author, and I was now awaiting the worst. She stayed right in
the aisle, next to my desk, and read it to herself from beginning to end. I was never more nervous in a
classroom than I was at this time, while she read my short story. I was awaiting a right or a lef t hook
at any moment, maybe even both in rapid succession, as she was noted for her one-two combinations.

Sister Ruth eventually relaxed her arms, putting them to her side, turned on her heels and looked
directly down at me. Instead of her belting 1ne, to my great surprise, she smiled and started sort of
half -laughing. She then handed the document back to me.

In doing so, she said to me, in eff ect, "Excellent writing style. It’s humorous, Mr. Fitzgerald. You're
good at this. But, put your skills to something more constructive. Understand!?”

I replied with the then oft heard classroom refrain, "Yes, Sister.”

Sister Ruth seen;led to like me after that. It didn’t hurt that I was also a good student in her class
and had relatively recently learned to stifle my over-the-top verbal expressiveness. It didn’t hurt in a
number of ways.

From all of the homework assignments ever given to me while in any class anywhere, I credit Sister
Ruth Dolores and one of her assignments as being the oddest. It was one of the easiest, but at the same
time conf ounding in its simplicity, meaning, and purpose.

One day, our homeroom nun simply asked the class out loud if anyone knew the shortest flight one
could take from Philadelphia International Airport. Some guessed out loud (when called upon), but no
one knew the answer for sure. She then assigned all of us, including other students who rotated through
her classroom, over 200 in all, to find the answer. Why she would want to know this is unclear. But, as
I didn’t want to miss out on a rather easy homework assignment, I knew I would comply and do my
best to get her that answer, and the added homework bonus points she was offering.

Later that evening, af ter dinner, I looked up in the Yellow Pages the phone number f or the airport.
I called the main number. A man answered and said "Philadelphia International Airport, may I help
you?”

I simply said, in so many words, ”Sir, can you please tell me the shortest flight someone can take
from your airport?”

He stated back adamantly and angrily, "Jesus Christ! Another one! It’s Newark! Tell her it’s Newark,
New Jersey, damn it!”

And, he hung up.

Apparently a pervious caller, perhaps dozens and dozens of them, told the poor guy that this was
a homework assignment from our nun. At least he was a religious man in that he invoked the name of
Christ in giving me his answer . That was reassuring.

Sister Ruth asked the class the next day if anyone had the answer for her regarding the airport/ flight
question. We all sort of answered simultaneously that it was Newark. She thanked us and we moved on
to the regular lessons of the day.

Upon talking to my fellow students about their assignment of the day bef ore, we pieced together
the timeline and learned that the later in the day and evening that we called the airport, the more
angry the guy bec