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Acclaim for

Torture at the Back Forty

“A murder story that must be told, for it represents the worst of human nature. The only
thing colder than the killers’ hearts is the frigid air surrounding Green Bay, Wisconsin,
that terrible winter. There is no fat here; the writing is lean and moves swiftly.”

Philip Carlo, author of The Night Stalker, The Ice Man and The Butcher: Anatomy
of a Mafia Psychopath

~~~

“Keep your eyes on author Mike Dauplaise. He’s one to watch. He’s taken an obscure
crime story and crafted a smart and riveting narrative that dares you to put it down.”

Gregg Olsen, The New York Times best-selling author of Abandoned Prayers

~~~

“While well-written and a true page-turner, this book is not for the faint of heart. I would
prefer to fight a pack of hungry wolves before facing the men Margaret fought with on
the night of her death.”

Chuck Whitlock, author of Police Heroes and Scam School

~~~

“A despicable cast of characters, a misogynistic culture, a horrendous crime – Dauplaise
lays it all bare in shocking detail as law enforcement struggles for four and a half years
to find justice for a brutally victimized woman. Torture at the Back Forty is a stunning
story in an otherwise bucolic blue-collar town.”

Diane Fanning, author of Edgar Award finalist Written in Blood

~~~

“Who murdered Margaret Anderson? And why? Dauplaise vividly recounts the details of
this horrific crime. He depicts a twilight world where women are second-class citizens
and life is cheap. Read it and weep.”

Carol Anne Davis, U.K.-based author of Sadistic Killers and Children Who Kill



~~~

“Torture at the Back Forty” details the loss of innocence … the brutal killing of Ms.
Anderson changed this area for all time.”

Steve Daniels, National Homicide Conference coordinator, Criminal Profiler,
Retired Parole Agent
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Prologue

Green Bay, Wisconsin, is a typical small Midwestern city where everyone seems to
be connected through only one or two degrees of separation. Longtime residents assume
they’ll run into someone they know virtually every time they walk out the door,
sometimes leaving that door unlocked behind them.

Because of the dominating presence of the Green Bay Packers football team, people
outside of the immediate region mistakenly think the city is larger than its 100,000
residents. Either that or they’ve heard how small it is in relation to other pro sports cities
and picture it to be some sort of modern day Mayberry. Regardless, murders don’t
happen every day in Green Bay. In fact, years can pass without the type of headline-
grabbing crime that stunned the area on December 27, 1983.

Small-town murders generally fall into one of just a few categories: crimes of
passion, drug-related killings or domestic disputes. That’s what made the murder of
Margaret Anderson so different, so disturbing. Margaret’s death came at the hands of
people she barely knew, and occurred for no discernable reason. The motorcycle club
subculture that played a role in the evening’s events revealed a side of the city that some
residents either didn’t know existed or whose prominence they naively underestimated.

It took four years of dogged pursuit by members of the Green Bay Police
Department, with assistance from other jurisdictions and even the new America’s Most
Wanted television show, to bring ultimate closure to the case. These men made it their
mission to navigate through the intense political climate of the motorcycle clubs,
collecting hundreds of pieces of physical evidence along the way, to arm prosecutors
with solid cases for trial.

This book provides a comprehensive look at the people and events surrounding that
fateful night to the best of this author’s ability. Every effort has been made to produce an
accurate, fair accounting based on more than forty personal interviews and exhaustive
research of police and court records.

Margaret Anderson’s murder continues to elicit strong emotions to this day from
every perspective, including law enforcement, family, witnesses and the motorcycle
community. Torture at the Back Forty is a testament to Margaret’s will to live and the
perseverance of the men who tirelessly worked to bring her justice.



Chapter 1
“There’s a freak across the railroad tracks”

James Sumnicht slowly guided his truck and empty semitrailer up the slight incline
toward Lime Kiln Road after delivering a load of cattle to Packerland Packing, a meat
packing plant on the southeastern edge of Green Bay, Wisconsin. It was 3:01 a.m. on
Tuesday, December 27, 1983, and the bitterly cold night seemed to make the big rig
creak and groan more than usual.

Even by Green Bay standards, the area was in the middle of an unusually cold snap;
really cold, considering the most severe part of the season still lay ahead. A west wind
was producing a chill factor of 7 below zero, which was downright balmy compared to
conditions earlier when high winds had dragged the chill factor to 25 below during the
dinner hour. A light snowfall had covered the roads with a slippery sheen of white.

Sumnicht had arrived at Packerland Packing at 2:15 a.m. and was looking forward
to the well-deserved nap awaiting him a short distance south at a truck stop in De Pere. It
was too late and he was too tired to drive any more that night. But first, he had one more
unpleasant task to complete: cleaning the manure out of his trailer. Packerland Packing
offered truckers a rectangular, concrete-sided clean-out area immediately across Lime
Kiln Road from the entrance for just that purpose. Truckers would back into the unlit pit
and shovel the animal debris from their trailers after delivering their live loads.

As Sumnicht paused at the foot of Packerland’s driveway, the high beams on his
headlights illuminated the figure of a person coming out of the clean-out area. He
watched as the person slowly made their way across the street. Long, dark hair obscured
the person’s face and prevented Sumnicht from seeing if it was a man or a woman. The
person’s gait reminded him of someone who was on their way to work, but not very
enthused about it. He waited as the mysterious person walked across Lime Kiln Road,
then slowed suddenly and began to stagger as if they were drunk or drugged.

Sumnicht quickly thought twice about the wisdom of cleaning out his trailer with
people like this walking around.

“What would a person be doing, coming out of there this time of the morning?” he
thought to himself.

A shiver went down his spine as he imagined who else might be lingering in the
darkness, and whether the person on the road was truly drunk or if something was
frightfully wrong with them.

He turned right and headed south down Lime Kiln Road, gently traversing the



nearby railroad tracks and taking care to steer clear of the unsteady visitor who was now
on the right edge of the roadway. Checking his right-side mirror, he noticed the person
had stopped walking and was standing in potential harm’s way.

A short distance down the road, thirty-year-old Michael Brisky was on his way
north toward Packerland Packing to deliver his load at the end of a two hundred-mile
drive from Pecatonica, Illinois. He noticed Sumnicht’s truck coming toward him and got
on his CB radio to inquire about the status at Packerland.

“How does it look up there?” Brisky asked.

“Hey, Green Giant, watch out,” Sumnicht replied. “There’s a freak across the
railroad tracks. I was going to clean out my trailer, but changed my mind fast.”

Brisky didn’t quite know what to think of his fellow trucker’s warning, but found
out soon enough. As he slowed to give his livestock a less-bumpy ride across the tracks,
he saw a body lying face down ahead on his left, directly across from the clean-out pit.
He noticed a puddle of blood underneath the body as he turned into the Packerland
entrance driveway. Stopping his rig, Brisky jumped out and ran to the guard shack to ask
security guard William Borman to call police. It was 3:11 a.m.

~

Debra Smits had just finished an extended shift working in the tissue converting
department at the Procter & Gamble paper mill on University Avenue, where her 3-11
p.m. shift had turned into a 3 p.m. to 3 a.m. marathon. It was finally time to head home
to her place in suburban Bellevue, about two miles south of Packerland Packing.

As Smits turned south onto Lime Kiln Road, she noticed a dead rabbit on the side of
the road that looked as though it had just recently been hit by a vehicle. A few blocks
later, she saw something else on the side of the road, but this time it certainly was no
rabbit. The object appeared to be a body and was lying on the right side of the roadway
near the entrance to Packerland Packing. Smits crossed the railroad tracks and slowed as
quickly as she dared on the slick road. Turning into a nearby driveway, she hurriedly
executed a Y-turn so she could head back and check on the person.

Nervously, Smits got out of her car and walked over to the body. She could see it
was a woman who was lying on her left side and bleeding. Smits called out to ask if the
woman was OK, but got no response. The woman’s face was covered by hair and
pressed against the icy roadway. Smits returned to her car and quickly drove to the
Packerland Packing guard house to call for help.

“We need a rescue squad and the cops,” she told Borman, a sense of urgency
coating her words. “Someone’s been hurt badly; either that or they’ve been murdered.”



Borman informed her he had already made the call, and Smits returned to the
woman on the road. She gently turned the woman onto her back, and was horrified as
blood shot up like a fountain out of a gaping wound in her neck. The woman’s mouth
was open and it looked like she was trying to call out for help, but her wound prevented
her from making a sound.

Smits pulled her car up behind the woman on the road, and two other cattle trucks
pulled up behind her. The three drivers walked toward the woman, not knowing what to
do.

“Should I grab a blanket and try to help her?” she asked them.

They could only shrug in response. As the trio waited together for police to arrive,
the horrific sight was almost too much for them to comprehend.

~

The early morning of Tuesday, December 27, was shaping up to be just another
cold holiday season shift for a team of young Green Bay Police Department patrolmen,
Mike McKeough and Bill Resch. With Christmas falling on a Sunday, the officers found
themselves in the midst of a relatively quiet night while the community concluded an
extended holiday weekend that carried through Monday and now into the wee hours of
Tuesday. The Green Bay Packers had failed to make the National Football League
playoffs, meaning the city’s population would be without a shared topic of conversation
for the time being. Little did they know the next topic was about to unfold in front of
them, and with it one of the most horrific sights they would ever see.

McKeough hadn’t had dinner before starting work at midnight, and by about 3 a.m.
he had worked up quite a hunger. The pair pulled their squad into the Country Kitchen
on Main Street on the city’s east side to take a short break and grab a bite to eat. As
practically the only restaurant open at that time of night, the staff was used to cops
stopping in after the flurry of calls around 1 a.m. bar closing slowed down.

Shortly after ordering a cheeseburger, dispatch requested the pair respond to a
report of a party down near the tracks in the 1300 block of Lime Kiln Road, just a few
blocks away. A frustrated McKeough told the restaurant staff to keep his order going,
figuring he and his partner would quickly return after getting what they assumed would
be an intoxicated person off the road.

McKeough and Resch arrived at the scene within four minutes and immediately
saw the lineup of cattle trucks and a car on the right side of the road. The three drivers
were standing together, pointing south toward a person laying on the side of the road.
McKeough pulled up the squad to within about 10 feet of what appeared to be a woman.
She was flailing her arms in the air and kicking her legs, and the officers initially thought



she may have been hit by a car.

McKeough put the squad in park and called for a rescue squad, then went to get the
first aid kit and blanket out of the trunk. Resch approached the victim and quickly
observed that her injuries were more serious than they originally assumed. This was no
hit and run, he thought.

“Have the (rescue) squad step it up,” he told McKeough.

McKeough passed on the request to dispatch and asked for additional units from
both the GBPD and Brown County Sheriff’s Department to block off the road, as the
scene was just inside Green Bay’s southeastern city limits. He also asked for a supervisor
per police protocol for major incidents such as this.

Resch approached the woman and grabbed her arms as they thrashed above her. She
was wearing a black and gray jacket with artificial fur and gray cuffs on the sleeves. A
zipper down the front was open slightly, and the jacket pockets were unzipped. She wore
a red, sleeveless V-neck sweater on top of a blue and white flannel shirt, brown corduroy
slacks with the zipper open beneath a closed snap, and a leather belt that was open. On
her feet were tan shoes with a felt collar, but no socks. The woman’s hair was matted
together with snow and blood, and she had been beaten so badly that her eyes were
swollen to the point the officers couldn’t tell if she was Caucasian or Asian, or even how
old she might be.

The woman’s head was hyperextended backward, revealing a cut six to eight inches
long across her neck and so deep that it completely severed her windpipe. The angle
resulting from her head tilt produced a gap at least three inches wide where air could get
in and out of her windpipe, and steam was rising from her wound.

The officers covered the woman with their blanket, and Resch tried to bring her
arms down to her side in an effort to stem the loss of blood. They watched as she
continued breathing through her throat for a few more minutes. It was a helpless feeling,
as there was nothing they could do for a wound so severe. The woman stopped breathing
briefly, took a few more breaths, and finally took a last gasp – the kind that officers refer
to as the death gargle. There were no further signs of life as of 3:21 a.m.

~

Murders are rare in Green Bay, a Midwestern city with a population in 1983 of
about 90,000 and a mostly blue-collar work ethic. The brutality of this case hit the young
officers hard. Resch, McKeough and another young officer who arrived on the scene,
Shannon Mulrine, had all been on the force only about three years. The adrenalin
flowing through the men’s bodies made them especially alert, and they immediately
began making observations.



They quickly put in a call for detectives and the coroner, and stayed with the victim
until additional rescue and law enforcement personnel arrived at 3:25. They checked her
pockets for identification, but came up empty. Observing further, they could see her
panties were on only one of her legs, as though she or someone else had tried to put them
on completely but missed the other leg. Her ankles were bruised, and it looked to the
officers like they may have been tied. The volume of blood at the scene and around her
throat, while substantial, didn’t seem to match the severity of the cut.

“There has to be a lot of blood somewhere,” McKeough mentioned to his partner.

Brown County officers soon arrived to block off Lime Kiln Road from the south,
while Green Bay squads blocked off the road from the north. Brown County Deputy
Coroner Genie Williams had received a call at home at 3:22 and arrived on the scene at
3:40 a.m. She pronounced the victim dead and took control of the body, leaving the
officers to do a preliminary investigation of the area.

They quickly took notice of a blood trail that led south along the road from the body
toward the railroad tracks. Footprints in the hard-packed layer of snow appeared to be
made by the victim. They were short steps and made by someone who was dragging
their feet. Taking care not to disturb any evidence, the officers followed the footprints
south, then across the road to the east and toward the manure clean-out area that sat
parallel to Lime Kiln Road.

The clean-out area featured a pair of 100-foot-long concrete retaining walls on each
side of a thirty-foot-wide concrete floor, providing a firm footing for trucks as they
backed into the area. The side walls were only about two feet high for most of their
length, then rose to about five feet in height for the final nine feet plus the back wall.
Manure was piled about seven feet high toward the back of the pit. The area’s concrete
slab sat slightly higher than the ground surrounding it. The entire clean-out area sat
behind a fence, with an open gate on the north end for trucks to come in and out. The
turnaround area inside the gate was about 100 feet across and 150 feet long.

The officers observed a yellow bootie in the middle of the pit, near a fresh set of tire
tracks that appeared to be those of a light truck or car as opposed to the regular semi
traffic. The tracks went toward the southeast corner of the pit (the back left), where loose
snow covered a layer of ice. A set of dual tire tracks from a semi were visible slightly
more toward the road than the car tracks. The car tracks appeared to back away from the
rear of the clean-out enclosure and into the turnaround area, where they left a spin mark
as they headed back toward the road.

Resch and Mulrine stepped up on the concrete side of the enclosure’s retaining wall
and saw an area of snow just beyond the wall that had been disturbed. They noticed an
imprint in the eight-inch-deep snow where it appeared a person had fallen over the wall



and rolled over. Additional marks in the snow were approximately a foot-and-a-half to
two feet wide and led another eight feet to the south (or right, as they looked at it). It
appeared to Resch that the person who had fallen over the wall had been dragged a short
distance. Further back, just east of the back wall of the pit, he noticed several large spots
of blood on the snow. The blood patches ranged in size from drops to as large as five
inches in diameter. There was no pattern to how the spots appeared in the snow, and no
blood was visible on the retaining wall.

His eyes followed a set of footprints that led from the blood-stained area behind the
concrete pit, north along the east retaining wall, then around the wall and through the
turnaround area and across Lime Kiln Road. The steps appeared to be dragging through
the snow and zigzagged as though the person was staggering. The officers were amazed
at how far it appeared the woman had walked with such severe injuries.

By this time, Green Bay Police detectives had begun to arrive on the scene. Sgt.
Larry Gille placed a flare alongside each spot of blood, and after Mulrine and Resch
observed additional blood spots and what looked to be drag marks, Gille ordered
everyone out of the area.

The young officers pointed out their observations to Genie Williams and Det. Lt.
Norel Schaut, and then headed back to headquarters to begin the paperwork portion of
their jobs. It wasn’t until they arrived at the station that the trauma they had experienced
began to sink in. One of the sergeants kept asking the three if they were OK and was
finally told to quit asking. There was no critical incident team at the time, nor was there a
formal employee assistance program that offered counseling. Officers were left to deal
with issues more or less on their own.

McKeough had been a fan of horror movies as a young man – the type in which
blood and gore was more important than the actual plot. But the image of what he saw
that night on Lime Kiln Road stayed with him a long time. No longer could he stand to
see someone get cut in those horror flicks, instead choosing to close his eyes or turn
away. The image of that woman lying on the road kept returning to his dreams, as well.
It was an image that would haunt him until her killer was found.

The hunt for evidence

The first hours after a major crime are the most important, and Green Bay Police
investigators had their work cut out for them. They had a murder victim with no identity,
few physical clues and brutally cold conditions in which to get started. To make matters
worse, a few officers were pulled away immediately to check out a suspicious car fire
across town in suburban Howard. It turned out to be a coincidence, as the car’s electrical
fire didn’t pertain to the case at all, but it was the first example of many in which
investigators went on a wild goose chase in their zeal to work the case.



The task of collecting evidence at the crime scene was up to a team of individuals
with varying levels of experience. They set out to gather, measure, observe, sketch and
photograph as much as possible. The obvious brutality of this case brought out the
emotions of investigators to pursue their work with a passion.

Sgt. Stanley Keckhaver normally worked a regular day shift of 8 a.m. to 4 p.m. in
the department’s Photo Identification Division. However, his day began early on
Tuesday, December 27, when the phone rang at 3:47 a.m. Headquarters was requesting
his assistance at a possible homicide on Lime Kiln Road. He drove downtown to ready
his equipment and arrived at the scene at 4:30 a.m. He observed a rescue squad parked
just right of center beyond the police barricade at Debra Lane, its headlights shining
down on a body lying on the right side of the road. With no one to rescue anymore, the
squad was being used as a temporary warming shelter for law enforcement personnel.

Keckhaver met briefly with Schaut, who was the officer in charge, and quickly set
about the task of photographing the scene. He attached a 50-mm lens to his Yashica 35-
mm camera and focused in on the victim. Her arms were extended outward in an open
position and her head was tilted back, revealing the large wound to her neck.

Shifting to the manure clean-out area, Keckhaver and his team carefully moved
about the scene. Keckhaver struggled with his camera, constantly having to change
batteries as the brutally cold night quickly sapped their charge. Schaut used a tape
measure and called out his readings from known points of reference for Det. Sgt. Edward
Nerat to record. Keckhaver photographed the numerous blood spots over the short wall
bordering the east (left) side of the clean-out area, including a large spot that was close to
the wall and a second about five feet to the right. He followed the numerous footprints
and blood spots back to the north, around the pit wall, through the truck turnaround area
and back onto Lime Kiln Road. The team would come under criticism during cross-
examination at trial for not taking more measurements, including the size of the
footprints, tire tracks or the exact distance of the blood spots from the pit wall.

There was just enough snow on the concrete floor to produce an outline of a tire
track. However, no specific tread design was visible because the impressions were
smooth and shiny, either from a lack of tread or because the wheels were spinning. The
impression was no more useful than if a hand had whisked through the dust on a
tabletop. He also took a photo where a tire had rolled up on and broken through a bale of
hay or straw toward the back of the enclosure.

Keckhaver asked Schaut if other officers or police vehicles had been in the clean-
out area prior to his arrival. Schaut responded that both county and city officers had been
there to make sure there were no other victims other than the woman on the road, but no
police vehicles had been there. Schaut also pointed out a spot where he had reached into
the snow to check for a possible weapon. Keckhaver wrapped up his photography work



at 6:30 a.m., still almost an hour before sunrise in the week following the winter solstice.

Det. Sgt. Jerry Parins had been at a Christmas party with his wife until late the
previous evening and was fast asleep when the call from headquarters came at 3:52 a.m.
Adrenalin, topped off with a bone-chilling dose of Wisconsin winter air, fueled his
efforts as he joined his colleagues at the crime scene. After helping Schaut with
measurements, Parins went into the clean-out area to begin collecting physical evidence.
His first priority was obtaining material from the blood stains behind the pit wall. The
warmth of the blood had melted a hole into the snow and hard ice, so Parins used a knife
to carve out an area. He then took two white, plastic spoons to break it out and placed the
combination of snow, ice and blood into a small glass vial. He did the same with what
appeared to be human hair and blood from another spot, and marked that vial 2A.

Parins continued collecting blood-related evidence from other locations after
Keckhaver had completed his photographic work, and then shifted to the area inside the
concrete walls to secure those items. He put a white tube sock and the nearby yellow
footie into bags, and finally left the scene at 9 a.m. He transported the evidence to the
police department’s evidence security room, located on the downtown building’s second
level, and the vials containing liquid evidence were placed in a refrigerator.

Once inside the department’s walls, physical evidence became Keckhaver’s
responsibility. He consulted by phone with Karen Doerfer, a laboratory analyst for the
Wisconsin Crime Laboratory in Madison, about what to do with the liquid evidence. The
state expert told him to air-dry the solution, which would leave only the blood evidence
for further testing. Keckhaver poured it through a type of filter paper commonly used in
the lab and let it dry overnight. He then placed it back in its original container and set it
in Locker 51.

Rescue squad personnel had been cleared to remove the victim’s body from the
roadway by 5 a.m. They placed her in a double bag and transported her to St. Vincent
Hospital, Green Bay’s largest medical facility, and at the time, the only trauma center.
Officer Donald Chic stayed with the body in the hospital morgue while Genie Williams
left to make arrangements for an autopsy. She called for Keckhaver and police sketch
artist Sgt. Richard Buss to join her for the autopsy, along with St. Vincent pathologist
Dr. Darrell Skarphol and Brown County Coroner Timothy Blaney. Buss sketched the
woman’s face for a media release in the hope of getting the community’s help in learning
the identity of this Jane Doe. Her face was too badly bruised to take a suitable
photograph.

Skarphol began the autopsy at 7:45 a.m. and immediately was struck by the
unimaginable cruelty inflicted upon this woman. Of the approximately three hundred
legal-related autopsies he would perform during more than thirty-five years at St.
Vincent, this one would stand out as the worst. There were so many bruises and cuts on



the body that he spent the entire morning just cataloging his observations of the external
surface. There would be no time for even a lunch break, as the work continued for
almost ten hours until 5:20 p.m., producing a seventeen-page report.

Skarphol began by removing the woman’s clothing and cataloging the items. He
noted that her bra was pulled up over her breasts and the right strap was down over her
shoulder. Both sides of the bra were loose, implying that it had been unhooked or torn.
He removed two pieces of wood during the examination: one from the woman’s shirt
and one from her left breast.

The woman’s brown Levi corduroys were covered with blood stains. The zipper in
front was open, but the front button was snapped. A hair brush with metal bristles and
blood stains visible on the handle was stuffed into one pocket, and two movie tickets for
the Marcus Theater were in her back left pocket. The buckle on her carved leather belt
was open on the right side. After removing her red knit sleeveless sweater, which had a
long tear along a side seam, Skarphol saw that her flannel shirt had four buttons missing
along with pieces of the flannel material. Two buttons near the top and another two near
the bottom were completely torn out. She wore dark brown shoes with a felt-top collar
around the ankles.

He weighed and measured the body as five-foot-six, 110½ pounds. She had freckles
about her face, shoulders and upper arms. Police at the crime scene had originally
guessed her to be a very young woman, possibly even a teenager. But one look at her
feet told Skarphol this woman was much older than that, probably in her mid-thirties.

The woman’s body was so badly beaten that Skarphol hardly knew where to begin
his external observations. He counted at least eighty-nine separate injuries to the skin
surface, including bruises, cuts and scrapes. The injuries occurred all the way from the
top of her head to the bottom of her big toe. They were present on her scalp, face, both
ears, the sides of her neck, chest, back, both of her hands, abdomen, genital area and
lower extremities. Simply put, she was brutalized.







A police autopsy photo shows the extent of injuries inflicted on Margaret
Anderson’s legs. The linear marks may have resulted from strikes with a pool cue.

The lacerations were so numerous that it became almost impossible to list them all.
Skarphol decided to group them under major categories. Most were non-fatal lacerations
that in and of themselves would not have been severe enough to cause death. The five-
inch wound to the neck, however, he deemed the fatal blow. It extended from the left
side all the way across to just below the right ear. Very straight and with two slightly
irregular edges, the cut completely severed the airway and vocal cords right above the
voice box, and extended back into her neck about two-and-a-half inches – so far that it
involved the tissue next to the spine. It extended as deep into her neck as it could go until
it hit the bone of her spinal column. The killer had nearly decapitated this woman, and
Skarphol was amazed to learn how far she had walked with such a severe wound. It
might have been possible for her to get air into her lungs through her nose or mouth if
the severed parts happened to come back together properly, but he figured there was a
higher probability air had entered directly through the cut in her airway.

The two ends of the wound were very thin and delicate, implying to Skarphol that it
was caused by a very sharp, narrow cutting instrument. The victim had been granted a
brief reprieve from death by the fact her two carotid arteries – the two major oxygen-
carrying arteries in the neck – were not severed. Right next to these arteries sit two very
large veins that carry blood back to the heart and lungs, and they also were left intact.
However, a branch from one of the large veins – the external jugular vein – was cut,
along with two fairly large veins that run down the front of the neck and numerous
smaller arteries. The combination eventually led to a loss of blood too great to survive.

Aside from the neck incision, the most striking aspect visually was the huge amount
of blood present. It covered her hair, her face, her neck; there was blood on both of her
hands and large areas of her clothing. A large number of bruises on her head were most
prominent on her forehead, and around her hazel eyes and nose. All four of her eyelids
were bruised and swollen, with the worst damage being to her left upper eyelid. There
were numerous cuts in and around her nose, and a compound fracture to her nasal bone.
Both cheeks, upper and lower lips, and her chin had bruises covering the entire surface.
There was a large cut to her lower lip, and two of her upper incisors had been knocked
loose. A hemorrhage had spread to involve nearly her entire scalp, and there was one
small skull fracture involving the mid-portion of the bone that separates the nasal cavity
from the brain. A large blood clot in the temporalis muscle above the left ear was typical
of hemorrhaging found throughout the scalp. However, even more bruises were present
in the deeper tissues.

Skarphol removed hair, dirt and gravel from the woman’s bruised right hand, and
the back of her wrist revealed a large area of V-shaped bruising with two track marks.



Bruises also covered her left upper arm and both of her legs. Bruises were evident on her
legs, and her feet even displayed cuts, bruises and abrasions. About six of the bruises on
her ankles featured two linear lines – the kind of injury that occurs when a person has
been whipped with a long, narrow object. The longest of these bruises was seven inches
in length, and they were most prominent on the outer part of her left leg. However, this
type of bruise also was evident on her right leg, two on her right hand, one on her
forehead, and another on the right side of her neck.

The autopsy team attempted to correlate these injuries to the use of a rope or heavy
cord, but the injuries didn’t match up with that type of implement. They next placed a
pool cue over the bruises, and this time it correlated closely to the visible injury pattern.
While there was no way to determine whether a cue stick was, in fact, the object used to
cause the bruising, the team was satisfied that some type of long, narrow object at least
similar to a cue stick was used.

An examination of the pubic area revealed an external laceration about an inch-and-
a-half long and multiple lacerations of the lower vagina. There was also a foreign object
lodged within the vagina.

While feeling for the object, Skarphol looked at Williams and said quietly, “Light
bulb?”

An x-ray technician was brought into the room and an image taken of the area in
question. Williams grabbed the film before the technician was able to see it – she wanted
to limit how many people had access to this detail, but it didn’t take long for word of this
atrocity to hit the streets.

“Cue ball,” she whispered to the doctor.

Skarphol removed the object and gave it to Keckhaver as evidence.

The pathologist noted at least five irregular tears in the lower part of the vagina,
ranging from three-quarters of an inch to an inch-and-a-quarter in length. They gave the
impression of being tears rather than cuts. The cue ball was of such a size that it could
have caused at least some of the tears. Subsequent smears revealed no sperm or seminal
fluid present anywhere in or around her body cavities. A blood draw showed an alcohol
content of .20, and the only drugs in her system were caffeine and nicotine.

The woman’s back showed more bruising, and her left buttock had an area roughly
4 x 2½ inches with a bruise abrasion and hemorrhages in the underlying skin. It was also
directional in nature. Skarphol found numerous dirt particles stuck to her back, most
prominently in the buttock area.

The examination of the woman’s thoracic cavity revealed additional bruising, a



fracture of her ninth rib, two fractures of her tenth rib, and another of her eleventh rib.
Predictably, she had inhaled some blood into her airway and subsequently into her lungs.
Even with all of these injuries, Skarphol still believed the woman would have survived
without the fatal neck wound.

Identifying Jane Doe

By the time the autopsy team was finishing its work, news had spread like wildfire
by word of mouth and through the local media that a female was found murdered on the
city’s east side. Police still didn’t know the victim’s identity, and they would need a
break to learn who she was.

Throughout December 27, calls came in from all over town with possible leads to
the dead woman’s identity. After 4 p.m. – while the autopsy was still in progress –
officers began canvassing taverns on Lime Kiln Road and the surrounding area to inquire
if any were missing cue balls. The only one to report a missing a cue ball was
Sebastian’s on Main Street, which was located near the Country Kitchen that McKeough
and Resch had stopped for their mid-shift break. However, the club’s managers thought
their cue ball was taken on Christmas – the previous night – when there had been a
disturbance there. It would turn out to be another coincidence and unrelated to the crime.







Green Bay Police Sgt. Richard Buss sketched this image for release to the local
media in an effort to obtain help in identifying the victim.

Detectives had one more solid lead to check out from the movie ticket stubs. They
spoke with eighteen-year-old Susan Burger, whose job it was to dispense movie tickets
at the Stadium Cinema. The teenager was able to recall an incredible amount of detail
about the dead woman and her date. After looking at pictures of the victim’s clothing
and reading her physical description, she told investigators she was sure she saw her at
the theater on the 26th. She remembered the woman did not have a wallet or purse, and
appeared to know the male party with her. He had a wallet with a chain on his left side,
wore an orange knit hat and black motorcycle jacket. On the other side of his belt he had
a brown buck knife-type case. They paid for their tickets separately, and she also
remembered seeing the male party at the theater on previous occasions.

Investigators now had a possible connection to the murder victim, but they still
needed help from the community to identify her. Meanwhile, the sketch police had
released to the media was beginning to produce the desired results. People acquainted
with a west-side Green Bay woman named Margaret Anderson were beginning to take
notice of the image, which was accompanied by a description of the victim’s jacket and
clothing.

Ceil Patzke thought the woman resembled her neighbor on Shawano Avenue, but
she couldn’t bring herself to believe it was actually her. Dar Putnam, another neighbor,
took her suspicions one step further and got on the phone.

“Did you see the paper?” she asked Mary Lou Van Pay, who lived a few blocks
away with Margaret’s ex-husband, Bob Anderson.

Van Pay hadn’t seen the paper and asked one of her co-workers to quickly hand her
a copy.

“That’s Margie’s jacket!” Putnam said.

“Dar, if you know that’s her jacket, call someone,” Van Pay suggested, and Putnam
did just that.

Police finally got their break in the form of two phone calls the morning of
December 28. Sgt. Jerry Larson received the first call at 10 a.m. from a woman who
stated the sketch on the television news looked like a woman named Marge Anderson.
Then at 11:20 a.m., Capt. Norm Daniels received a call from Attorney William Appel,
who reported he had received a call from an anonymous female who suggested
authorities should check on a Margaret Anderson who lived at 997 Shawano Ave.
According to the caller, she had not been seen in a couple of days. Keckhaver pulled the



department’s fingerprint file and found that a woman by that name had been
fingerprinted in 1975 when she applied for a bartender’s license. The small photo with
the application fit the composite sketch to a T, and the prints on file matched that of the
victim.

Larson called the phone number listed for Anderson and spoke with her son,
seventeen-year-old Bobby Anderson. He asked the young man where his mother was and
what clothes she might be wearing. Bobby replied he hadn’t seen his mother since
Christmas night, when he and his father had dropped her off at home. Bob Sr. and his
girlfriend, Mary Lou Van Pay, had spent that night at their home with Margaret and
young Bobby. The group was close despite Bob and Margaret’s divorce, and Bob and
Mary Lou lived only three blocks from his ex-wife and son at 859 Shawano Ave. Bobby
told Larson he hadn’t returned to his mother’s house until after 5 p.m. December 26, the
evening prior to the murder.

Larson and Sgt. Wayne Baetsen drove across the Fox River to the Anderson
residence at 1:30 p.m., and after asking Bobby a few questions, asked him to accompany
them back to the station for more questions. Bobby told them his mother had been seeing
a tall guy named Lee and also a biker named Weasel, whom he did not like.

At 2 p.m., Sgt. Buss showed Susan Burger (the theater employee) composite
sketches of Margaret and the biker known as Weasel, a man named Terry Apfel. She
identified them as the couple she had seen at the theater the night of the 26th. While this
was taking place, officers located Apfel at the Back Forty tavern and requested he
accompany them to the station. He did, but wouldn’t talk without his attorney. Apfel
figured this interview was coming and had contacted Attorney Mark Converse that
morning. Converse was located by police, conferred with his client, and suggested he’d
bring him to the station for an interview the next morning. Apfel was released at 9:10
p.m.

At 2:20 p.m., Larson and Baetsen returned to Margaret Anderson’s residence and
received permission from Bobby to search the premises. They took as evidence an
envelope addressed to Margaret from Mary Copple (her mother), and a large, brown
wallet that contained a checkbook, several photos and numerous phone numbers,
including one for Apfel.

By now, investigators realized the dead woman must be Bobby Anderson’s mother,
Margaret. However, it would be up to his father to make the positive identification since
authorities didn’t want to put a minor child through such an ordeal. Bob Sr. was teary-
eyed and seriously shaken as Deputy Coroner Williams and Lt. Donald Rommel escorted
him and Van Pay to the St. Vincent Hospital morgue. It was 5:45 p.m. when Williams
unzipped the body bag slightly to reveal the woman’s face, and Bob had to look twice to
recognize his ex-wife through the bruises.



It was her, he confirmed. It was Margie.



Chapter 2 
The Montana girl moves to the Midwest

Margaret Caroline (Copple) Anderson didn’t grow up in Wisconsin, but by 1983
she had spent half her life in Green Bay and had accumulated a substantial circle of
friends and acquaintances. Her independent nature had its genesis on the high plains and
wide open spaces of Montana’s Big Sky Country.

Born October 6, 1948, Margaret was the youngest of Charlie and Mary Copple’s
five children. Margaret lived most of her childhood with her mother in Malta, a city of
two thousand people situated at the junction of U.S. Routes 2 and 191 in northeastern
Montana. Specifically, they lived on Green Acres Road in a small subdivision in the
northwest section of town also called Green Acres.

Malta is one of several cities that sprang to life in the late 1880s as Great Northern
Railroad workers laid what came to be known as the Hi-Line rail line across the northern
part of the state. Malta straddles the Milk River, an ancient channel of the Missouri
River, and is just fifty-four miles from the Canadian border.

The railroad tracks carry goods and Amtrak passengers from the ocean port of
Seattle all the way to the bread basket of the Midwest, including Minneapolis,
Milwaukee and Chicago. Trains pass along the Hi-Line at the rate of two per hour
around the clock – announcing their presence with a combination of whistle blasts,
squeaky wheels and ground-shaking rumbles – with the pattern interrupted only by the
occasional derailment. Residents are so accustomed to the sounds that the trains barely
interrupt their sleep.

Malta, which evolved from rail siding number 54, and many other Hi-Line towns
were named for random locations around the world. The story goes that names were
determined by the spot at which a railroad official’s finger came to rest on a spinning
globe. The “other” Malta is the tiny island in the Mediterranean Sea between Sicily and
Tunisia. Glasgow, a city an hour east of Malta on the Hi-Line, was named for Glasgow,
Scotland, coincidentally the birthplace of Mary Copple’s father.

Compared to what would become Margaret’s home during her adult life in
Wisconsin, her childhood stomping grounds still retain a large helping of the Old West.
It’s not uncommon for residents to carry handguns on their belts and rifles on the front
seats of their vehicles, and spending a summer night at the local rodeo is as much a part
of the culture as attending one of the weekly summer church festivals in the Midwest.
Everybody knows everybody, and rodeo competitors come from as far away as Texas to
vie for the lucrative payouts offered to the victors. The weeks around the Fourth of July
are known as Cowboy Christmas, as a hot rider can collect a tidy sum in prize money at



the numerous small-town rodeos that take place.

Life moves at a slower pace on the high plains, and rural residents sometimes go
months at a time between trips to town. The nearest airport is in Billings, more than two
hundred miles to the south. The only famous event to take place in the Malta area
occurred in 1901, when Kid Curry, as part of Butch Cassidy’s Wild Bunch, robbed a
train just west of town and made off with $60,000 – a huge sum for the day. The event is
depicted on numerous paintings around the Malta area and highlighted in the city’s
tourism literature.

Outside of the city, nature quickly becomes the dominant life force. The light green
of abundant sage brush and Russian olive trees blends with ground-hugging prairie
cactus. Expansive wheat fields and open grazing ranges stretch as far as the eye can see,
and grass seems to roll on forever in varying shades of green and beige. The yellow
flowers of wild alfalfa contrast with the purple flowers of its domestic cousin to produce
a rich pallet of sun-drenched hues. The few trees present look as though Mother Nature
sprinkled them onto the landscape as an afterthought.

Occasional ranch entrance gates provide the only features on the otherwise desolate
highways, displaying two-wheeled, rutted paths that appear to lead nowhere. That’s
because ranch buildings often lay miles back from the paved road. Antelope and deer are
much more numerous than their human neighbors and provide hazards to motorists.
Wind is a constant companion, as there is little to slow its relentless flow. Temperature
extremes can exceed 100 degrees in the summer and 30 below zero in the winter.

Margaret was a late baby, considerably younger than her siblings, and her parents
lived separate lives by the time she was old enough to notice. Her mother lived in Malta,
where she ran a restaurant called Mary’s Café. She later switched locations and ran a
café thirty miles to the east in another Hi-Line town called Saco. Charlie Copple lived in
the country and was most comfortable working in the sheep business. In his later years,
he worked for the city of Saco.

The rest of the family included Margaret’s sister, Mary (who was called Ileen), and
three brothers, Charlie (who was called by his middle name of Eugene), Will and David.
Margaret was nine years younger than David, the next youngest child.

While Margaret spent most of her time in Malta with her mother, she saw her father
quite often as Mary invited her estranged husband over to the house regularly. Charlie
had a fondness for alcohol that contributed to the rift between them, and Mary hounded
him to cut back on his drinking, but to no avail. Charlie was laid-back by nature and
loved to laugh, but if someone was looking for trouble, he’d accommodate them.





something of an attraction at the restaurant, and customers would stop in just to see the
cute little girl with a freckled face and auburn hair.

Years earlier, Margaret’s brothers had cut their teeth working with their father in
the sheep business. He owned a farm a few miles north of Highway 2 between Malta and
Saco. The boys would leave school a month early in the spring and return a month late in
the fall so they could work on the ranch and drive the animals. It wasn’t uncommon for
them to spend weeks on their own as they drove sheep to fresh grazing land along the
Missouri River. They were already rolling their own cigarettes by age six and packing a
shotgun by the time they were eleven. A sheep wagon would bring supplies out to the
ranchers every couple of weeks, but prairie dogs, gophers and baby ducks were more
regular features of their diets than anything out of a store.





By the time she was in eighth grade, Margaret had become close friends with a
neighbor girl named Rosie Coleman. The two were inseparable, and they even referred
to each other’s mothers as “Mom.” Margaret was a very private young woman and rather
shy outside of her circle, so Rosie was careful not to tease her about her family situation.
She was aware Margaret was self-conscious about her freckles, too.

The girls knew they had to behave themselves when they stayed at Margaret’s
house, as Mary Copple was pretty strict and could get feisty if the girls got out of line.
More often than not, however, Margaret and Rosie just enjoyed hanging out together. 
The girls spent a memorable day together during a brutally cold Montana snowstorm.
Rosie got herself all bundled up and walked across the nearby vacant lot to reach her
friend’s house. Margaret was very happy to see her, and the two spent the day playing
games and just having fourteen-year-old girl fun. Rosie viewed Margaret as a good
friend, trustworthy and with a good sense of humor. She would even name her daughter
after her.







Margaret and her brother, Will, during her final visit to Montana in 1982.

(Photo courtesy Will and Betty Copple

The girls also kept each other company working at Mary’s Café, where Margaret
loved to eat hamburgers, mashed potatoes and gravy. A highway patrol officer stopped
in for a hamburger one day, and Margaret served him the bun but forgot to include the
meat. The incident was funny at first, but once the story made the rounds, she was teased
unmercifully. A sheriff was also known to stop by the café and playfully chase Margaret
around the dining room. She hated it and acted girly about it, letting out a loud screech
and running away to hide.

Margaret dated a handsome older boy named Lyle Stewart for a time during her
early high school years. The two frequented Mary’s Café for hamburgers, and a photo
shows an obviously thrilled Margaret all prettied up as she posed with Lyle at a high
school formal.

Once Margaret started dating Rosie’s older brother, Jim, the girls spent less time
with each other. It just wasn’t right, Rosie thought at the time, for her to hang out with
her brother’s girlfriend. Jim and Margaret did everything together and liked to party.
Margaret even started smoking a pipe when Jim decided he wanted to try it. Margaret
and Jim saw themselves as quiet types, making them a natural fit for each other’s
personalities.

They were a couple for six months, but Jim was still hung up on an old girlfriend
and eventually went back with his former flame. He later dropped out of school to join
the Marines and saw action in Vietnam. He made it through that experience unscathed,
but later was seriously injured in a car accident back home. Margaret visited him in the
hospital and brought lilacs wrapped in tinfoil, but Jim’s girlfriend was in the room and
Margaret didn’t stay. To this day, he carries guilt that things might have turned out
differently for him and Margaret had he stuck with her.

Years later, Rosie was there to help pick out Margaret’s favorite clothes – black
pants, a white dress shirt and white tennis shoes – when her body was returned to Malta
under guard for burial in the town cemetery, and Jim served as one of the pallbearers.

By the time Margaret turned seventeen, she was beginning to feel restless. Another
high school friend had met one of the flyboys from the Glasgow Air Force Base an hour
to the east, and Margaret accompanied her to a get-together. It proved to be a fateful
decision that would impact the rest of Margaret’s life, as that night she met a helicopter
pilot by the name of Senior Airman Bob Anderson.

Andy Bob, as friends called him, was a jovial fellow from Wisconsin who liked to



laugh, drink and party, and his big personality swept Margaret off her feet. She quickly
became smitten with her man in uniform. Her family, however, wasn’t enamored with
Bob because they felt he showed little respect for her parents. Margaret dropped out of
school and the couple married at the base chapel on an unusually frigid November 20,
1965. Margaret’s father refused to attend the service, leaving the duties of giving away
the bride to her older sister Ileen’s husband, Ed.

Margaret soon became pregnant and the couple stayed at the base until after the
birth of their son on September 5, 1966, a red-haired boy they named Robert Jr. and
called Bobby. Bob completed his service commitment shortly afterward, and he
immediately moved the family back to his home state of Wisconsin.

Life wasn’t easy for Margaret when the couple settled in Green Bay. She was very
young, had a baby and knew no one other than her husband in an unfamiliar, larger city.
She was completely out of her element. The couple bought an older story-and-a-half
white house at 997 Shawano Ave., kitty-corner from Green Bay West High School. The
home’s bedrooms were on the first floor, along with a small kitchen, dining room and a
paneled living room. Bob supported the family in the early years by working as a parts
man at Van Boxtel Ford and later at Yineman-Dorsch Ford.

Bob and Ceil Patzke lived next door and shared a driveway with the Andersons, and
it wasn’t long before Margaret and Ceil became friends. Ceil was twenty years older than
Margaret and provided a willing ear for her young neighbor. Margaret told Ceil all about
Montana during their visits and seemed to miss her home state. Ceil enjoyed the bright
energy that flowed from this friendly young woman, who at first seemed to trust
everyone. Ceil viewed Margaret as a good housewife who kept a nice house despite
receiving little help from Bob, who at times was more interested in brewing homemade
beer than paying attention to his wife and child. He often asked his neighbors to come
over and sample his latest beer recipe.

Dan and Dar Putnam lived on the other side of the Patzkes, and their boys were
regular playmates with Bobby Anderson. Margaret and Dar were close in age and
became fast friends. Margaret’s mother heard so many good things about the Putnams
from her daughter, and was so impressed when she visited with them during her visit to
Green Bay, that she even knitted Dan an afghan. Various friends also referred to
Margaret by the nicknames Marge and Margie.

Margaret and Bob’s marriage began to sour in the latter part of the 1970s, and about
the same time, Margaret’s friends and family began to notice her behavior becoming
increasingly erratic and unpredictable. Dar Putnam even mentioned to her husband that
she was concerned about her friend’s change in personality, noting Margaret sometimes
would have a mean look on her face when she came over to their house.



Bob moved out in November of 1978 to live with his girlfriend, Mary Lou Van Pay,
and Bobby split his living arrangements between the two locations. Even though they
were no longer living as a couple, Margaret and Bob continued to spend time together as
friends and as Bobby’s parents, even drinking together at area bars. Their divorce didn’t
become final until 1981.

Bob told Mary Lou that his wife started showing signs of mental instability and
even paranoia after contracting pneumonia a couple of years earlier. A doctor had
prescribed pills for her, but Margaret was convinced the doctor was trying to kill her and
refused to take them.

Bobby lived with his father and Mary Lou during the summer and early fall of
1979, when they lived across the Fox River on East Mason Street. He then moved back
in with his mother to be closer to school during the winter months.

In 1980, Bob and Mary Lou moved into a home on Shawano Avenue that was only
a few blocks from Margaret’s house. It then became commonplace for Margaret to stop
over at all hours, and she treated their house almost like her second home.

Bob lost his job at Yineman-Dorsch Ford in 1979 and took a series of bartending
jobs around town at establishments such as Two Doors Down, the Hydrant Lounge and
Main Attraction. Margaret also worked a variety of jobs, including as a bartender at the
Hydrant and Main Attraction. Margaret’s drinking increased when she took the
bartending jobs, and Bob was a frequent bar patron and often hung out there when
Margaret was on duty. She worked the 3-8 p.m. shift at the Hydrant five days a week for
a time, and also shot pool there as a league substitute.

Members of the Drifters motorcycle club began frequenting the Hydrant, and Bob
and Margaret got to know several of them. With the rougher crowd came more
disturbances inside the bar. Margaret wasn’t afraid to stick her nose into the fray, even to
the point of being hard-headed and putting herself at risk. Hydrant owner Tom Schleis
decided to take a stand with the bikers and warned them to behave or move on, as their
presence had a negative impact on the business. Finally, a Drifter named Mark
Lukensmeyer opened a bar downtown called the Back Forty that became a popular
hangout for club members. As the bikers moved on, some of the Hydrant’s previous
regulars began returning to the establishment.

Margaret’s downward spiral also had become evident to Schleis. She was fired for
being drunk on the job, then hired back, only to be let go again for continued behavior
issues. Her next job was as a security guard for JJ Security, watching businesses such as
the James River paper mill. She lost that job after thefts occurred at two businesses she
was guarding.



It’s impossible to know how much of Margaret’s view of the world was reality and
how much was delusional. A rare visit to Montana in 1982 provided a case in point.
While visiting relatives along the Hi-Line, she gave her teenaged niece, Marcia, a key to
a bank safety deposit box along with a photo of herself, saying, “If anything ever
happens to me, use this. I saw something at my job, and I’m probably going to get
murdered over it.”

Some of the family members thought Margaret was displaying such unusual
behavior that they had her admitted to a hospital in Glasgow. Some guessed she was on
drugs, while others saw it more as severe depression. The short-statured Marcia stood on
her tiptoes to look through the window of the locked door to Margaret’s hospital room
and saw her favorite aunt crying in the corner. The emotional pain was too much for
Margaret’s mother and sister to tolerate, and Mary Copple bought a train ticket for her
daughter to return to Green Bay.

Margaret later worked as a server at the Carlton West dinner theater, which at the
time was Green Bay’s only intimate venue for national entertainment acts. She brought
Mary Lou Van Pay and other friends to there for shows on occasion.

Roland “Sport” Berndt, the father of Carlton West owner Carl Berndt, took an
interest in Margaret and became something of a sugar daddy for her. An older gentleman
with a big heart, Sport was a generous man who saw Margaret as a troubled soul. He
enjoyed treating her like a lady and she appreciated the attention. Margaret was no
longer working by the end of 1983, but was able to get by financially through his
generosity and unemployment checks.

Mary Copple visited Margaret for what turned out to be the last time during
Thanksgiving weekend, 1983. A month after her mother’s visit, Margaret called Vivian
Copple, her brother Eugene’s wife, and talked about her problems. She sounded blue,
and Vivian reminded her that she was always welcome in Montana.

“I have to go now because one of my neighbors is picking me up,” Margaret told
her. “I’ll call again sometime.”

Two days later, Margaret’s life would come to a sudden, tragic end.



Chapter 3
A date with death

Margaret was alone when her friend, Terry “Weasel” Apfel, stopped by her house at
4 p.m. on Monday, December 26. It was the day after Christmas, Bobby was at his
father’s house, and the cold, blustery weather had kept her inside all day. Even the
teenager noises normally present outside were absent, as the holiday break had left the
nearby Green Bay West High School campus silent.

Margaret and Apfel had known each other for a couple of years, having met while
she was bartending at the Hydrant. Apfel gave Margaret a ride home one night, and the
two began doing things together occasionally during the summer of 1983. They shared a
kinship through the lifestyles they led and their feelings of being somewhat misfits in
society.

Apfel was enrolled at Fox Valley Technical College in Appleton, about thirty miles
south of Green Bay, and was a member of the local Drifters motorcycle club. Nicknames
are more common in motorcycle circles than real names, and Weasel was no exception.
Apfel, 30, was five years younger than Margaret and a little shorter at about five-foot-
four with his shoes on. He wore a brace on his left leg, which had been badly broken,
and he often used a cane to help him get around. Margaret was hobbled herself at the
time, sometimes using a crutch to keep weight off a sprained ankle. She didn’t have a
job, and struggled to get by with unemployment checks and government assistance.

The two hadn’t seen each other in a couple of weeks, so when Apfel saw
Margaret’s car in her driveway on his way home from Appleton, he decided to pay her a
visit. Margaret was happy to see him and invited him in. They talked for more than an
hour and the topic of what they’d done for Christmas came up. Margaret told him she
had spent a little time with Bob, Mary Lou and Bobby, but other than that she’d been
alone. Apfel suggested they go out and catch a movie and have a few drinks. That
sounded good to Margaret, so the pair left the house at 5:15 p.m. and jumped into
Apfel’s dark blue 1969 Chevrolet Chevelle to begin their evening.

They made a brief stop on South Broadway at the Surf Club II, a favorite hangout
of Margaret’s less than a mile from her house. They both ordered a beer and Margaret
cashed a $140 unemployment check with proprietor John Johnston. Before long, it was
time for them to head to the Stadium Cinema, a multiplex located near Lambeau Field on
the southwest end of town. They each paid for their own tickets to the 7:15 p.m. showing
of Uncommon Valor, a Vietnam War movie that had just opened ten days earlier.
Margaret handed their tickets to the entry attendant and stuffed the stubs into her back
left pocket.



The pair returned to the Surf Club II after the movie concluded shortly after 9 p.m.,
where Johnston’s wife, Dolores, was now tending bar. She knew Margaret as a regular
customer, occasionally seeing her there with her ex-husband and son, but this was the
first time she’d seen Apfel. She noted that he wore glasses and a black motorcycle
jacket, and his greasy dark hair and mustache stuck out under an orange knit cap that
never left his head. She also noticed Margaret wasn’t dressed in her normal jeans; rather
she was wearing tan corduroy slacks and looked a little more dressed up. It wasn’t that
Johnston kept track of clothing trends by all of her customers, but Margaret came in as
many as five times per week and the change from her norm stood out.

Margaret and Apfel sat on the middle bar stools and ordered two shots of tequila
and taps of Old Style, a popular Wisconsin beer at the time. After downing the shots,
they took the beers with them to the end of the bar near the pool tables. Johnston noticed
they played two games of pool and some video games, all the while taking turns buying
drinks and generally enjoying each other’s company. Johnston didn’t talk to them at all –
other than to take their continuing orders for tequila and beer – because it looked to her
as though they wanted to be left alone. Although Margaret and Apfel considered each
other only friends, the alcohol and good company appeared to have them feeling closer
than normal.

By the time they got ready to leave at 11 p.m., they each had at least six shots of
tequila and nearly that many beers. Apfel wanted to head across the river to the only bar
in town owned by a fellow Drifter, a place called the Back Forty at 618 Bodart Way.
Margaret slipped on her gray and black jacket, and they headed out the back door arm-
in-arm.

“Goodnight, Di,” Margaret said to the bar owner.

“Goodnight, Margaret,” Johnston replied. “Thank you.”

In search of acceptance

Things were finally getting better for 23-year-old Randy “Gargoyle” Whiting after a
lifetime of challenges. He had joined the DC Eagles motorcycle club, and on this
Christmas Eve he was spending time at his Green Bay apartment with his girlfriend,
Vicky Chamberlain, and her six-year-old daughter, Heather.

Whiting was a native of Oconto, Wisconsin, a small town thirty-five miles north of
Green Bay. He had been a lost soul most of his life, and his DC Eagles brothers were the
closest thing he had to a family. His alcoholic parents divorced when he was nine
months old, and the county social services department removed him from the home at
age nine to place him with an aunt. She had eight children of her own, and Whiting
always figured his aunt was more interested in the extra income that came with his



support than actually caring for him.

He was unhappy living with his aunt and cousins, but stayed with them through
high school. Constantly searching for acceptance, Whiting finally found a source of
escape and positive reinforcement in athletics. He became a track star at Oconto High
School, where he won several mile and two-mile races his senior year and was named
the outstanding athlete of his class.

Whiting moved to Green Bay after graduation and on September 22, 1978, took a
job at Packerland Packing as a boner in the processing department. It was a position that
required him to use a long boning knife to cut meat off of cattle carcasses. The company
employed 650 people in round-the-clock operations and was one of the city’s major
employers. However, it wasn’t long before Whiting began feeling unfulfilled with the
job, and less than four months later he quit. He then worked for a short period in the
machine shop at Lakeside Metal Products in Princeton, Wisconsin, before deciding to
enlist in the Army. Upon completion of basic training, he was assigned to Chemical
Operations School to be trained as a chemical specialist, where he graduated first in his
class.

Whiting’s first overseas assignment took him to Germany, where the drug culture of
his unit soon led to a series of problems for him. Six months after his arrival, an incident
that began with his attempt to break up a fight escalated into his receiving a reprimand
for fighting and driving a military vehicle while under the influence of an illegal drug.
He caused minor damage to a civilian vehicle during the episode, and ended up spending
four days in a hospital after requesting treatment for a drug problem.

Whiting had begun to garner positive reinforcement as a good soldier, receiving two
letters of commendation, a certificate of achievement and two letters of appreciation. He
earned a Rifle M-16 Badge (Expert) and Hand Grenade Badge (Expert). However, his
reluctance to follow the rules caused his military career to spiral out of control halfway
through his three-year commitment. A new commanding officer took over and rescinded
decision-making authority from the unit’s senior non-commissioned officers (NCOs),
and Whiting claimed the morale of the unit quickly began to erode.

About a month after receiving permission to live off post and obtain a driver’s
license, Whiting was involved in a traffic accident in which he was not at fault and did
not receive a citation. He was taken to a civilian hospital for his injuries, including cuts
around one of his eyes that required stitches. Upon his release from the hospital, Whiting
immediately returned to his unit all bandaged up and still wearing his torn uniform. The
captain accused Whiting of driving drunk and took away his license. That didn’t stop
him from driving, however, and he soon was caught and ordered to move back on post.
By his own admission, Whiting’s attitude then took a turn for the worse. His
commanding officer turned down a request for leave, but Whiting took off anyway and



was punished as soon as he returned.

He was reassigned to Fort Riley, Kansas, where his poor attitude continued to affect
his performance. He had lost interest and given up hope of becoming successful, and
went AWOL for eight days. That was the last straw for the Army, which discharged
Private E-1 Randolph Joseph Whiting on December 16, 1981, under other than
honorable conditions for “frequent involvement in incidents of a discreditable nature
with civil or military authorities.”

Whiting returned to Green Bay, landed a job at Freeman Paper Co. in February
1982 and began putting a life together. He met Vicky Chamberlain at a biker function in
the central Wisconsin city of Wausau that spring, and the two soon began seeing each
other regularly. Chamberlain was on parole after spending time in jail for a marijuana
conviction and was restricted to Wausau until August. As soon as she was “off paper,”
she joined Whiting in Green Bay. The couple and Chamberlain’s daughter moved into
the upper apartment of a house at 893 Christiana St. – as it turns out only three blocks
from Margaret Anderson’s house.

Whiting worked at the mill only seven months, and in that time his aimless search
for a group that would accept him eventually led to the DC Eagles. His sister, Barb
Cichowski, lived with a DC Eagle named Mark “A.D.” Hinton, and the two men quickly
became friends. Hinton worked as a bouncer at some of the more notorious sex industry
establishments in Green Bay, including Spanky’s Bar, Stairway to Heaven Massage
Parlor and Angie’s Sex Clinic. Hinton also had been an outcast early in life, completing
only ninth grade and earning a GED later. He was physically very strong and could be an
intimidating figure at six feet and 200 pounds, with shoulder-length brown hair and a full
beard. His combination of strength and demeanor made him a perfect fit for the enforcer
role within the club.

As Whiting began spending more time with the biker community, he grew his dark
blond hair long enough to wear in a ponytail, and his full, bushy beard gave him the
rough look he desired as he strove to fit in. Hinton served as Whiting’s sponsor into the
DC Eagles during the probationary period that was required prior to earning full club
membership.

Vicky Chamberlain had spent Christmas Eve at her stepfather’s house in Wausau
with her daughter, while Whiting went out with his sister and Hinton in Green Bay. The
three piled into Barb Cichowski’s red Ford Pinto wagon and headed to Rev’s Brass Rail
bar on Broadway. The group ended up walking home at the end of the night when the
Pinto refused to start, and Hinton and Whiting figured they’d work on getting it started
another time.

Chamberlain and her daughter returned to Green Bay on Christmas morning,



getting a ride from her stepfather for the two-hour drive from Wausau. Cichowski
stopped by the apartment mid-afternoon to invite her brother and Chamberlain to go out
that evening, but Chamberlain wasn’t up for it, especially with having an excited little
girl who had just received her Christmas presents. Whiting left with his sister at 3 p.m. to
go out, while Chamberlain stayed home with her daughter. Chamberlain was furious, but
not surprised, that Whiting chose to go out partying rather than spend time with her and
Heather. Whiting’s mother, Rosemary Curry, stopped by at 4:30, and the two women
spent a quiet evening together watching a movie.

A long day of partying

The next day (Monday, December 26) dawned cold and windy as a weather front
moved through northeastern Wisconsin. Bruce Cary, a resident of Jerry’s Hotel on the
city’s near-east side, walked downstairs from his apartment a little after noon and went
into the establishment’s bar. He ordered a beer and began shooting pool with three men
who introduced themselves by their nicknames, A.D., Gargoyle and Bobber. They told
him they were members of the DC Eagles motorcycle club. Cary would learn later their
real names were Mark Hinton, Randy Whiting and Denice (pronounced “Dennis”)
Stumpner, respectively. They had walked the mile or so to Jerry’s from the Broadway
district bars, where the Pinto still was refusing to start in the cold weather.















The Back Forty tavern

(Photo courtesy Green Bay Press-Gazette)

The Back Forty occupied the ground floor of an old, two-story brick building on the
south side of the street. Bodart Way consists of a two-block stretch of businesses on
what used to be Main Street before that thoroughfare was redirected a block to the north
around downtown developments. Typical of small businesses erected around the turn of
the century, the Back Forty extended back deeper than its width displayed to the street,
and the upstairs housed an apartment.

In addition to a front door that faced the street, a door on the right side of the
building opened to an alley and small parking area, and served as the bar’s primary
entrance. Inside, the Back Forty’s bar sat parallel to the alley beneath a high, old-
fashioned tin ceiling. Wood floors and a brown interior gave the room a dark look in any
light, and black plastic covered the seats of the wood and metal bar stools. A pool table
sat at the rear of the bar room, next to a pair of restrooms adorned with signs saying
“Cowboys” and “Cowgirls.”

The four men shared numerous pitchers of beer throughout the afternoon and
evening, with Cary, Hinton and Whiting putting their turns on a tab and Stumpner
paying cash. Cary was broke, but bar owner Mark “Shotgun” Lukensmeyer and his
female bartender, Chris “Snooky” Shavlik, knew him from the neighborhood and figured
he would pay up when his Monday pay day rolled around. The tabs were recorded in a
notebook that sat alongside the till.







Green Bay Police photo of the Back Forty’s interior. 
The pool table is visible in the back right.

The connections in the crowd ran deep. In addition to Hinton’s relationship with
Whiting’s sister, Chris Shavlik had known the bar owner since he was a teenager, and
her husband, Jack Shavlik, was president of the Drifters, of which Lukensmeyer was a
member. Lukensmeyer had roots on Green Bay’s east side, where he had lived with
foster parents for part of his adolescence. Lukensmeyer was a big guy at six-foot-four,
and he and Hinton had an ongoing arm-wrestling competition almost every time they got
together.

Stumpner was deeply rooted to the DC Eagles since his sister, Cindy, was married
to the Wisconsin chapter president, Jim “Tube” Bloy, a guy with a tough reputation who
previously was president of the notorious Outlaws club in Milwaukee. Tube and Cindy
Bloy lived in rural Pine River in Waushara County, about forty-five minutes west of the
Fox Valley. The Fox Valley is a collection of cities thirty to sixty miles to the southwest
of Green Bay.

The Drifters and DC Eagles, although very separate clubs politically, often
socialized together and hung out at swap meets, where bikers would buy and trade
motorcycle parts and accessories. The Drifters were primarily a Green Bay and
Northeastern Wisconsin club that liked to ride and party, while the DC Eagles were
generally considered a rougher group that could be intimidating, even to the Drifters.
The DC Eagles’ local chapter was based in the Fox Valley area. The Drifters and DC
Eagles had been forming an alliance that allowed access to riding territory. Club
members partied together, shared alcohol and an amazing amount of drugs, primarily
mushrooms and marijuana.

There were similarities between the clubs, but there were also distinct differences.
Both clubs feature a culture that highlights brotherhood and provides security for its
members. They respect the patch – the club identification symbol worn on their vests,
also known as club colors – and feel strength in numbers when they ride or congregate.
The Drifters generally held jobs, while drug dealing and providing the muscle for sex
industry establishments were common sources of income for the DC Eagles.

Members of both clubs generally valued their bikes higher than women, who were
often seen as possessions that could be traded or beaten more easily than a motorcycle.
The men refer to their women as “old ladies,” and the women refer to their men as “old
men.” The terms aren’t necessarily used in a derogatory manner; they are just part of the
accepted vocabulary. The DC Eagles generally ruled their old ladies with an iron first,
while the Drifters’ old ladies had a little more latitude. It’s a subtle, yet distinct
difference between the cultures of the two clubs. Old ladies were seldom shared in either



club, but unattached women who came around to party were fair game, sometimes
ending up drugged and used as “train cuties” – a sexual toy for a train of at least fifteen
men. An old lady could never talk back to her old man without expecting a beating in
return, often in front of others.

Lukensmeyer tended bar and drank steadily with his patrons until 6 p.m. He was
well on his way to a hard drunk by the time Chris Shavlik arrived. She usually tended
bar from 6:30 to close four nights a week, but had arrived early this evening and
immediately took over the bartending duties. As the evening wore on and the beer kept
flowing, marijuana, speed and other drugs made their appearance, and the Back Forty’s
patrons began to display their combined effects. Around 10 p.m., Hinton and Stumpner
took Whiting’s buck knife away from him and began passing it around – much to the
young DC Eagle’s frustration. The longer this went on, the angrier and more agitated he
became.

It wouldn’t take much to send Whiting’s temper out of control, and a short time
later his fuse was lit. When someone mentioned that he should pick up the darts that had
been dropped on the floor, he refused and instead ran full-tilt into Bruce Cary. Cary was
sitting seemingly out of harm’s way on a bar stool, but Whiting’s body block sent him
sprawling to the floor and broke his glasses. Lukensmeyer and Shavlik pulled Whiting
and Cary apart, and Whiting ran outside. When he returned about ten minutes later,
Shavlik tried to avert any further problems by asking Cary to leave for the night, which
he soon did.

Lukensmeyer’s longtime girlfriend, Donna Vander Veren, had arrived at 8 p.m. and
immediately noticed her old man was very drunk. She saw many of the Back Forty’s
regulars sitting around the bar, including the three DC Eagles. It wasn’t unusual to see
Gargoyle (Whiting) and A.D. (Hinton) there two or three times a week. She would
testify later that when you saw one of the men, you usually saw the other, but Hinton
was at the bar more often than Whiting.

Midway through the evening, Vander Veren observed Stumpner put a piece of
paper on his bottom lip that contained a colored substance – likely a drug referred to as
blotter acid. He first turned to Whiting, who shook his head ‘no’ and put his hands in the
air as if to say, “I’ve had enough.” Hinton then walked over to Stumpner and appeared to
give him a kiss. Hinton then stepped back and opened his mouth to show he now had the
piece of paper, and began chewing on it. The fact that the men so blatantly used the drug
surprised Vander Veren, as people usually would duck into the alley, a restroom or a car
to do that.

Margaret and Apfel walked in the side door at 11 p.m., immediately ordered an Old
Style and started playing darts in the same corner of the bar occupied by Lukensmeyer
and the three DC Eagles. Lukensmeyer knew Margaret through his friendship with Bob



Anderson, but he was surprised to see her with Apfel. It was the first time he had seen
them out together as a couple.

 Vander Veren decided about that time that she needed to head home if she was
going to be in any shape to work at 7 o’clock the next morning. That turned out to be
easier said than done. Lukensmeyer had approached her about letting him and the three
DC Eagles use her 1974 Gran Torino to drive over to Rev’s and jump-start the Pinto.
Seeing the extremely inebriated condition the four men were in, Vander Veren offered to
do the driving instead.

“Are you guys ready to leave?” she asked repeatedly.

“You’re not going anywhere,” they responded, laughing at her growing frustration.

Finally, Vander Veren took the opportunity to sneak out the side door when
Lukensmeyer was busy in the restroom. She quickly drove the 1.3 miles to the 1133 S.
Monroe Ave. home that she and her two children shared with him. She hadn’t even taken
off her jacket yet when the phone rang. It was Chris Shavlik, asking her to come back to
the bar and get Lukensmeyer out of there. He was so drunk and out of control that she
needed to get her boss out of his own bar. Reluctantly, Vander Veren headed back to the
Back Forty, walked in and ordered another drink.

“Are you ready to go yet?” she calmly asked her man of more than eight years.

“No,” he growled back. “You’re not leaving until I’m ready to leave.”

Vander Veren finished her drink, went back out to her car and started it up to sit and
wait. Lukensmeyer didn’t want to be pushed and certainly didn’t want it to appear as
though his woman was calling the shots. He followed her out, opened the car door and
reached across to remove the keys from the ignition. He went back into the bar through
the side entrance and locked it behind him, forcing Vander Veren to walk around to the
front door to get back inside.

She knew enough not to push his buttons, as he was growing more belligerent by
the minute. She quietly asked him, in her nicest tone, if she could please have the keys to
her car. It wasn’t that she was afraid of him – in fact, she believed he wasn’t a violent
person and had never even raised a hand to her – but she knew that yelling or otherwise
making a scene had no chance of being successful. However, taking the high road wasn’t
working, either. When her attempts continued to come up empty over the course of the
next twenty minutes, she finally gave up and walked a block to a phone booth located
outside the Wisconsin/Michigan bus terminal. She placed a call to the police department
at 12:14 a.m., and officers Donald Chic and John Thompson responded a minute later.

Vander Veren explained her problem and that all she wanted was her car keys. But



Chic was in no hurry to go waltzing into a biker bar for such a trivial matter. When Chic
asked if there were any Drifters in the bar, Vander Veren lied and told the officer there
were only a bunch of drunk DC Eagles inside.

“Would you prefer to just have me drive you home?” Chic asked.

Vander Veren decided that sounded like a good idea. She wasn’t in the mood for an
argument and really just wanted to go home anyway. As she stepped out of the squad at
12:24 a.m., she remarked, “You’ll probably get a call over at the Back Forty later,
because my boyfriend gets pretty mean when he’s drinking.”

Vander Veren was relieved to be home, but too upset to go right to sleep. She
turned on the television in the bedroom and eventually drifted off an hour or so later.

~

Several other Drifters and their old ladies had come into the Back Forty during the
course of the day, with Richard “Pinch” Pinchard and his girlfriend, Sandy Pearson,
among the first to arrive a little before 4 p.m. As the evening progressed, they were
joined by Dave “Buff” Gerarden and his wife, Jackie, and their friends Ken Kriesa and
Julie Ziehms. The group had been regulars at the Back Forty since it opened earlier that
year and, on this night, they occupied their usual seats across the oval-shaped bar from
the side door.

By 9 p.m., Pinchard had passed out and was sleeping on the bar. Pearson began
visiting with Jackie Gerarden around 11 p.m., and Chris Shavlik joined in the
conversation from behind the bar. The Back Forty was the type of bar where the men sat
with men, and the women sat with women. Not long afterward, Apfel and Margaret
arrived and found a spot near the jukebox on the alley side of the bar. Apfel was known
to most in the bar, and while Margaret had been in the Back Forty several times with
Apfel, her ex-husband and even with her son, she wasn’t part of the crowd. Stumpner
tried putting the moves on Margaret at one point, but stopped when Apfel told the
intoxicated DC Eagle to back off because she was with him. Few, if any, in the bar were
aware until that night that Margaret and Apfel were anything more than casual
acquaintances.

The two had arrived just in time to witness Whiting’s run-in with Bruce Cary, and
behavior inside the bar soon began to deteriorate further as the clock ticked toward
midnight. Margaret was inebriated and soon began to act erratically. She tossed a plastic-
tipped dart that hit Chris Shavlik in the head, and quickly apologized. Shortly after
midnight, however, she pushed the Drifters ladies’ buttons too far. Apfel had left her
alone to talk to someone else in the bar, and Margaret began taunting Sandy Pearson,
calling her names and even sticking out her tongue at her. When Jackie Gerarden and



Chris Shavlik told Pearson what Margaret was saying, the cat fight was on.

Pearson staggered around the bar toward Margaret, followed closely by Gerarden.
Margaret jumped off her stool and lunged at Pearson, and the two quickly latched onto
each other’s hair as they yelled and scuffled along the length of the bar. Margaret had
Pearson by the hair on the back of her head, while Pearson had Margaret’s head pushed
down below the level of the bar. Gerarden grabbed Margaret in an attempt to pull her off
of Pearson, but the two women continued their hold onto each other’s hair. They soon
ended up on the floor together, with several people shouting for them to knock it off and
pulling them apart. Dave Gerarden pulled his wife off the pile; Richard Pearson awoke
from his stupor and yelled at his girlfriend; and Apfel and Lukensmeyer got control of
Margaret. The whole scene lasted less than a minute.

Apfel pulled Margaret over by the side wall and took a stern tone with her. Shavlik
suggested he take her outside to diffuse the situation. Margaret evidently told Apfel the
Drifter ladies had attacked her, because he came back in and started hollering at them to
leave Margaret alone.

“Margaret started it, so lay off and calm down until you get the story straight,”
Dave Gerarden yelled to Apfel.

When Margaret made her way back into the bar, Gerarden figured it was time to
call it a night.

“Let’s get out of here before there’s more trouble,” he said to his wife.

Since it was getting to close to bar time, many of the other patrons also began to file
out. Pinchard and Pearson left in his van, and the Gerardens, Kriesa and Ziehms piled
into Dave Gerarden’s two-door Cadillac. Apfel could sense that he and Margaret weren’t
welcome in the bar anymore, and Margaret was getting more difficult to control.

“Let’s go,” he said, and guided her back outside.

Margaret got into the unlocked passenger seat and proceeded to lay into Apfel,
yelling and cursing him and his Drifter friends. She grabbed Apfel by the hair and
slapped him. That was the last straw for Apfel. He slapped Margaret back and yelled at
her to get out, because she would be walking home.

While this was going on outside the Back Forty, Shavlik had turned on the lights
inside when the clock showed 1 a.m. and was busy closing down the bar. It was actually
12:45, but bars typically set their clocks ahead fifteen minutes to make sure the place
actually clears out by the legal closing time. She and Lukensmeyer were the only two
people left in the bar, while the three DC Eagles waited in the alley for him to drive them
home.



Lukensmeyer cleaned out the till while Shavlik put the clean glasses away. They
walked together toward the side door, turned off the lights and went outside. Shavlik
immediately encountered an angry Apfel, who was incensed with Margaret. He asked
the bartender to go over to his car and beat up Margaret. Shavlik tried to ignore Apfel’s
request and walked to her own car, which was parked next to Apfel’s Chevelle. With
Shavlik standing there, Apfel opened his passenger door and yanked Margaret out of his
car. He threw her to the cold pavement in the middle of the alley and began kicking her
with the steel-toed boot on his good leg.

“Ow!” Margaret cried out. “Why are you doing this?”

Shavlik yelled at Apfel to stop kicking her, and he pulled Margaret to her feet long
enough to give her one more kick in the behind. He shoved her across the alley toward
the three Eagles standing there.

“Here, you guys can have her,” he told them. “You can fuck her brains out.”

 Apfel drove away as the three DC Eagles began beating and kicking Margaret, and
Lukensmeyer watched from near the side entrance to the Back Forty.

“What’s going on? Somebody help me!” Margaret cried out.

Shavlik could hear the force of the Eagles’ kicks as they found their mark on
Margaret’s frail body. She thought she could hear Margaret’s bones cracking as they
kicked her in the ribs.

“C’mon you guys, cut it out,” Shavlik told the Eagles.

“Get out of here, Chris,” Lukensmeyer said to his bartender.

Shavlik tried one more time.

“Cut it out, you guys!” she yelled.

“Get the hell out of here!” Lukensmeyer scolded her.

Shavlik knew there was nothing more she could do. She got into her car and started
it up, but the engine quit as she began to back away from the neighboring building and
into the alley. She restarted the engine and it quit on her again. Finally, she was able to
keep it going and pulled out onto Bodart Way. She took one last glance into the alley and
saw all four men now kicking Margaret. As much as the scene bothered her, it wasn’t all
that uncommon for drunken bikers to physically abuse a woman. Plus, Shavlik knew she
might be risking her life if she called the cops or tried to help Margaret any further. As
the wife of the Drifters’ president, she was well aware of the war that would erupt if she



did anything to get the DC Eagles in trouble. Little did she know the events of the night
would take an even more ugly turn, pitting the Drifters and DC Eagles against each other
anyway.

Lukensmeyer re-opened the side door of the bar, and the four men took Margaret
inside as she cried and whimpered out of pain and fear. Her worst fears were realized
when the Back Forty became a house of horrors during the next two hours. What
happened next was pieced together from participant statements to police during the
investigation or the ensuing trial, and from physical evidence.

Lukensmeyer poured beers, and the men stood around and drank for a few minutes.
Before long, however, they turned their attention to Margaret. They let their pants fall to
the floor and told Margaret to give them oral sex, then groped her as they took off her
clothes. But Margaret wasn’t going to surrender to their desires that easily. She kicked
her legs wildly in an attempt to ward off her attackers, at one point catching Stumpner
with a solid kick to the groin. The four men shared one major challenge in their quest for
sex, oral or otherwise: they were so drunk that none of them could muster an erection.
Instead, the time inside the Back Forty turned into an orgy of physical abuse that resulted
in the disturbing discoveries made later that day during Dr. Skarphol’s autopsy.

Outside, Officer Chic couldn’t know what was transpiring inside the Back Forty as
he drove past while making his after-bar rounds. After dropping off Vander Veren at her
home, Chic began driving past the establishments in his district to make sure they were
closed by the 1 a.m. bar time. He typically would exit his squad car only for instances
when patron activity was evident.

About 1:30 a.m., he drove his squad slowly down the alley next to the Back Forty
and noticed Vander Veren’s Gran Torino still parked in the first spot off the street,
facing away from the bar. A stocky man was the only person outside, bent over just
forward of the car’s left rear wheel. The man stood up, walked very slowly to the back of
the car and casually sat on the trunk. Chic nodded to the man as he drove past, and he
nodded back.

Since Chic was familiar with Lukensmeyer, Whiting and Hinton, that left the man’s
probable identity as Stumpner. Chic generally wouldn’t get out of his squad to go inside
an establishment after 1 a.m. unless there were numerous vehicles present, and since the
Gran Torino was the only car present, he didn’t feel it necessary to check inside the Back
Forty. Instead, he checked the Gran Torino’s license plate number, then turned right out
of the alley onto Bodart Way and headed east to continue his rounds. In hindsight, a
quick check inside the Back Forty may have prevented the carnage that was to come.

Margaret continued to fight as the struggle moved to the area on and around the
pool table, but her attempts to defend herself only brought on more severe beatings. The



men pinned her to the table, and an incensed Lukensmeyer screamed at her about
embarrassing him through her actions that night. Whiting grabbed a wooden cue stick
and hit her repeatedly, leaving the linear bruises evident later. Hinton would later use the
cue stick to shove a cue ball into Margaret’s vagina.

During the melee, Margaret was able to snatch the buck knife from Whiting despite
lying sprawled on the pool table’s green felt. She swung her arm wildly, not caring what
she hit; only that she hit something. Stumpner made the mistake of getting too close, and
the blade caught him across the abdomen. The wound effectively removed Stumpner
from the fracas, as he immediately put his hands on his stomach and backed away from
the fight.

The energy in the room began to subside after the initial outbursts, and eventually
the decision was made about 3 a.m. to leave the bar. Margaret was conscious, but in
shock. She was beaten, injured and sexually assaulted, and her brain was in survival
mode. The pain she felt over every inch of her body – inside and out – likely made it
difficult to think clearly. From what had already taken place, she probably figured any
further resistance on her part likely would be rewarded with the infliction of more pain.
She collected her belongings and clumsily pulled on some of her clothes as the men
ordered her to hurry. She didn’t have time to even zip up her pants or put on socks before
being pushed out the door.

The fivesome exited the side door, with Lukensmeyer bringing up the rear to relock
the bar. Pulled by the arm and staggering from her injuries, Margaret remained silent as
she tried to see through the long dark hair that had become matted to her face by a
combination of blood and tears. Hinton half-dragged her across the alley toward the
Gran Torino and opened the passenger-side door, holding the seat forward as he pushed
her into the back. Whiting followed Margaret into the back, and Hinton pushed back the
seat and sat in the front. Lukensmeyer opened the driver’s door and stepped back as
Stumpner gingerly slipped his chunky frame into the back seat to Margaret’s left.

Lukensmeyer adjusted the driver’s seat from his girlfriend’s setting to
accommodate his long legs and started up the Gran Torino. He turned right out of the
alley and right again onto nearby Main Street. He headed east for two miles, stopping
briefly to let Hinton get sick, before turning right (south) onto Lime Kiln Road and going
past the collection of bars there known as “Little Chicago.” Lukensmeyer knew the area
well, having attended nearby Green Bay Preble High School and worked at a landscape
company a couple of miles away.

Driving up the hill toward Packerland Packing, he crested the incline and turned left
into the company’s concrete manure clean-out area. He pulled forward, rolling over a
pile of straw at the left rear of the pit with the car’s left front tire. Hinton opened the
passenger door to allow Whiting and Margaret to climb out of the back seat, and then got



back in.

Whiting, the youngest member of the group, yanked Margaret out of the car and
pulled her toward the back left corner of the pit area. Margaret didn’t resist and struggled
to keep her feet in her weakened condition. She couldn’t know what Whiting would do
to her, but after what she had already endured, she probably hoped he would just throw
her to the ground and leave her to fend for herself. She just needed to survive this
nightmare.

Whiting, however, had other plans. This was his opportunity to make a big-time
impression with his DC Eagles brothers, and the last thing they needed was for Margaret
to go to the police. The only way to prevent that was to silence her forever.

His mind now racing with the fuel of adrenalin, Whiting pushed Margaret over the
two-foot concrete retaining wall and into the shin-deep snow on the other side. He
stepped down into the snow himself, grabbed her arm and dragged her another six feet to
the right. Then, pulling the buck knife out of its sheath with his right hand and grabbing
Margaret across her chest from behind with his left, Whiting reached across her neck and
sliced the blade through her flesh with a swift motion.

Margaret clutched at her throat and fell to her knees, trying to comprehend what had
just happened. Blood squirted through her fingers and left deep red spots in the pristine,
white snow. She gasped for breath and gagged on the warm blood that entered her
windpipe. Whiting immediately headed back to the car, which Lukensmeyer had waiting
near the opening to the pit. Grabbing a yellow footie that had fallen out of Margaret’s
jacket pocket in the middle of the pit, Whiting wiped the blood off his knife and tossed
the footie to the ground. Hinton got out of the car briefly to let his friend back in, and
Lukensmeyer spun the tires on the icy surface in his haste to drive away.

No questions were asked and no explanations offered as Lukensmeyer turned right
and headed back down Lime Kiln Road. While not everyone in the car was aware of
what had just transpired, they all knew Margaret was in rough shape at the very least,
lying severely injured next to a manure pit on a treacherously cold Wisconsin winter
night.



Chapter 4
The hunt for the killers

The positive identification of Margaret Anderson finally gave police a solid starting
point from which to begin their investigation. They quickly began the task of piecing
together her movements, her acquaintances and collecting evidence. The trail was hot,
and the combination of tips from the public and non-stop police work began
immediately.

In addition to the interview scheduled with Apfel for the next morning, police
wanted to check out another male suitor of Margaret’s whose name came up in
conversation with Bob and Bobby Anderson. At 7:30 p.m. on Wednesday, December 28
– less than two hours after Bob Anderson identified Margaret’s body – Det. Sgts. Parins
and Larson picked up Lee Bogda and brought him to the station. Bogda told police he
had known Margaret for five months after meeting her at a bar called Danny’s Dew Drop
Inn. He was in the process of getting divorced, but still lived with his wife during his
affair with Margaret. He said Margaret had quickly gotten serious and wanted to get
married. Police soon dismissed Bogda as a potential suspect.

A female acquaintance of Margaret’s called police to say she had an argument with
her a few months ago over the fact that Margaret was seeing members of the Drifters.
After that argument, Margaret never said anything about boyfriends to her again. When
the two last spoke on December 23, Margaret said she was upset that her car wasn’t
running and her ex-husband was in jail for a few days for non-support.

John Johnston, the owner of Surf Club II, came into the station at 8 p.m. December
28 to relate his dealings with Margaret on the fateful night. He said Margaret called him
at 4 p.m. to ask if she could cash an unemployment check for $140, and he told her she
could. She arrived at his bar an hour later with a male companion. Johnston picked out
Apfel from a photo lineup as that person.

Police received information from an informant that a vehicle involved in the case
was at the Chicago Brake Beam plant located at 975 Ashwaubenon St., an industrial area
in suburban Ashwaubenon. The informant said the tires on the vehicle had been changed
since the night of the crime. A group of investigators went to check out the tip at 10 p.m.
December 28, including Brown County District Attorney Peter Naze, Green Bay Police
Lt. Bob Langan, Lt. Cletus Alexander, Lt. Ed Wirtz and Sgt. Buss. They found a 1974
Gran Torino registered to Donna J. Vander Veren (Mark Lukensmeyer’s girlfriend)
outside the building. Following appropriate procedures, they secured the premises with
officers and would return the next morning armed with a search warrant.

As with many major crimes, there soon was no shortage of braggarts and assorted



rumor-mongers for police to contend with. Shortly after bar time in the early morning
hours of December 29, police received a call from one parent and a station visit from
another who reported their children had overheard a young guy at a party bragging about
having killed the girl found on Lime Kiln Road. Police didn’t seriously believe the tip
would amount to anything solid, but it wasn’t until a week later that they were able to
track down the kid’s mother and put the story to rest.

Apfel arrived at police headquarters with his attorney as promised at 9:30 a.m.
December 29 and was interviewed by Lt. Langan. He related the events of the evening
with brutal admissions of violence, telling Langan he kicked Margaret three or four
times in the rear end or back while she was curled up on her side in the alley, trying to
protect herself. He claimed she was still on the ground when he drove off and went
straight home.

Apfel said he heard the news the next morning about a girl having had her throat cut
and thought about Margaret. However, the description of the victim mentioned her as
being in her early twenties. He knew Margaret to be older than that, so he disregarded
the report as having anything to do with his date from the night before. Still, Apfel said
he felt uneasy about the events at the Back Forty, so he called Pinchard and Pearson’s
house to talk to Sandy about the situation.

When the 6 p.m. news aired the evening of December 27, reports of the murder now
included details of the woman’s clothing and a composite sketch of her face. Apfel then
knew the dead woman was indeed Margaret and he became scared. Even though he
didn’t kill her, Apfel realized people had seen him kick Margaret in the alley outside the
Back Forty. He knew he needed to tell his story to the police right away.

Apfel drove to his brother’s house on Day Street, less than a mile north of the Back
Forty, where he was advised to call a lawyer before going to the police. First thing the
next morning, he placed a call to Attorney Mark Converse and met with him briefly at
his office at 10:30 a.m. Apfel then returned to his brother’s house for a short visit before
heading to Pinchard and Pearson’s house. He told his friends that the woman who was
killed was Marge, and asked if they saw him leave after his altercation with her in the
alley. They had not, as they had already left.

The trio continued to discuss the matter with Dave Gerarden and Drifters president
Jack Shavlik, who also stopped over during the afternoon. Apfel and some of the group
moved to the Back Forty at 4 p.m., where talk of the case was light. The Drifters’
unwritten code mandated that Apfel not talk of his problem, because it wouldn’t be fair
to get another brother involved.

While Apfel’s interview with police was taking place on the 29th, Sgts. Larson and
Baetsen went to Chicago Brake Beam to talk with employees John A. Hager and Carl



Ambrosius. Both men stated Mark Lukensmeyer worked on a car during the morning
and afternoon hours of December 28. Hager’s name would create some confusion later,
as a second John Hager would become part of the investigation.

The detectives obtained a consent-to-search form for the building and property,
signed by Chicago Brake Beam business manager Russell Lukensmeyer, Mark’s
younger brother. Their search uncovered a piece of masking tape with the words “Ford
Rims $15.00” on the floor where the car had been. Straw or dried weeds were also found
in the area where tires had left an impression in the dirt on the floor.

A check of the Dumpster in back of the building revealed a large amount of
sweepings that had been thrown into the container, along with a considerable amount of
trash in plastic bags. A Waste Management truck was called to haul the Dumpster to the
police department, where items of interest were packaged and sealed. It became obvious
to investigators that the volume of physical evidence related to this case would require
additional expertise. Sgt. Keckhaver and Capt. Daniels decided to enlist the assistance of
the Wisconsin Crime Laboratory, and they placed a call to the Madison office at 10:55
a.m. December 29.

At 3:15 p.m., Sgts. Gene Huth and Buss, acting on information given to police,
went to the alley outside the Back Forty to look for blood-like material. They found it
there, embedded in the frozen snow. The detectives picked out the material with a shovel
and placed it in plastic bags for transport back to headquarters.

Donna Vander Veren arrived at the police station at 4:28 p.m. to discuss her Gran
Torino. She was told it would be held as evidence for some time, and then proceeded to
tell detectives her version of events. She said she didn’t notice anything unusual with the
car when she went to work the morning of December 27. The car was messy inside, with
coffee cups strewn about, a tire jack in the back seat and a can of beer that she tossed out
the window. Her right rear tire went flat while she was at work, and her co-workers
changed it for her.

When she returned home later that day, Lukensmeyer told her he had to run an
errand and took the car. This didn’t sit well with Vander Veren, who was already mad at
him for the stress he had caused the night before. Things hadn’t been going well with the
two for some time, and Vander Veren had harbored thoughts of moving out after the
holidays anyway. On top of that, she had an uneasy feeling that her car was somehow
connected to news reports concerning a murdered woman found on Lime Kiln Road. She
called her brother to come pick her up, packed a few things and quickly moved out
before Lukensmeyer returned.

Meanwhile, information about Margaret continued to flow into the police
department. At 6 p.m. December 29, a woman called to say she knew Margaret from



working with her at the Carlton West dinner theater. She told investigators Margaret
worked some of the dinner shows and dated the Carlton’s owner, and that she also
worked night shift for a local security company.

A few minutes later, Attorney Appel called to say the same informant that had
given him Margaret’s identity had called back to say Vander Veren wasn’t involved in
the murder, but might know who is and is afraid. The informant apparently was hearing
much of this information second-hand and calling from safe phones, Appel said.

At 6:30 p.m., James Falkowski called police to say he knew Margaret from his time
working for Job Bound, an employment agency. He said Margaret tried to land a job
through the federal CETA program (Comprehensive Employment Training Act) from
August through October. She told him she had just been fired from her job at JJ Security
because there were burglaries at the last two places she guarded. He added that Margaret
always seemed on the verge of crying because everything was “the pits.” She stopped by
his office once or twice a week to find out if he had any job news for her.

Three representatives from the State Crime Lab in Madison arrived at police
headquarters at 8:30 p.m. December 29. They were briefed by Deputy Coroner Williams
and Sgts. Buss and Keckhaver before beginning the task of collecting evidence from the
impounded Gran Torino at 9:15 p.m. They searched every inch of the car for trace
evidence until 12:35 a.m., and then had the car towed from the security garage to the
main police garage for access to a hoist. They searched and photographed the
undercarriage until 3 a.m.

Langan and Baetsen paid a visit to the southeast Asian occupants of the upstairs
apartment of the Back Forty at 10 a.m. the morning of December 30. Vang Yang and his
family spoke very little English, but they got their point across that they didn’t see or
hear anything.

Appel called Daniels with more information from an informant, saying everything
in relation to this case started at the Back Forty. The informant was passing along
second-hand information that reportedly came from Lukensmeyer, saying Margaret had
kicked A.D. (Hinton) in the groin during the fracas and that he was the one who cut her
throat.

A call from another informant, passing along information from yet another
informant, named Gargoyle (Whiting) as the person who got out of the car with Margaret
at the manure clean-out area. The person said Shotgun (Lukensmeyer) didn’t know a
murder had occurred until the next morning and now is fearful for his life.

“If Shotgun gives the police a statement,” the informant said, “he’s as good as
dead.”



Det. Sgts. Baetsen and Parins interviewed Drifter David “Buff” Gerarden and his
wife, Jackie, at their east-side residence the morning of December 30. They said Weasel
(Apfel) came in with a girl a little after midnight. They had seen her before with him, but
they didn’t know her name. She looked drunk or depressed, and then started calling
Sandy Pearson filthy names. Pearson went over to the girl and they scuffled, the couple
said.

Parins then contacted Richard Pinchard and Pearson, and asked them to come down
to the station. They did so and were interviewed by Baetsen. Pinchard said he had been
standing against the wall and left with Pearson right after the scuffle took place. He
claimed to not remember much and was not cooperative.

At 3:15 p.m. December 30, Sgts. Buss and Larson, along with Officers Gene
Schenkelberg and Joe Kaminski, went to the Back Forty to talk with Chris Shavlik and
her husband, Drifters president Jack “Wolfman” Shavlik. They asked Chris to come to
the station, which she agreed to do. Officers closed down the bar for the day and
remained at the scene to guard potential evidence and turn away customers. Chris
Shavlik related to detectives a version of what occurred at the bar the night of December
26 and described the physical appearances of the three DC Eagles. She picked Whiting
out of a photo lineup as the one known as Gargoyle, saying he typically wore a leather
Harley cap with a strap under the chin.

Police obtained a search warrant for the Back Forty from Judge Alexander Grant at
8 p.m., and detectives collected evidence from 9:10 to 10:50 p.m. Among the items
collected was a broken cue stick, fiber evidence from the pool table and carpeting, and
hair strands from the underside edge of the pool table.

Mark Lukensmeyer called police at 9 p.m., wanting to know if there was a warrant
out for his arrest. He offered to come into the station, saying he heard second-hand that a
meeting with police had been set up for 1 p.m. the next day at the station with him and
Attorney Art Schuh. Police quickly consulted with Naze, and the district attorney said
Lukensmeyer should plan on keeping the 1 p.m. appointment.

It was 2 p.m. on New Year’s Eve by the time the meeting finally began. With
rumors circulating that the motorcycle clubs might hit the Green Bay Police Department,
officials quietly moved the meeting to the De Pere Police Department, ten minutes to the
south. Present were Alexander and Langan for the Green Bay Police Department,
District Attorney Naze, Lukensmeyer and Attorney William Appel rather than Art
Schuh.

It would soon become evident that Schuh had a close relationship with the DC
Eagles, and Lukensmeyer thought better of aligning himself with someone who could
turn out to be a hostile attorney. In fact, photos obtained later by police even showed



Schuh present at DC Eagles parties. With Lukensmeyer being a member of the Drifters,
the case was setting up as a political battle between the two clubs, and the dynamics of
the case would quickly spell the end of their peaceful coexistence.

Appel and Naze negotiated an agreement by which the Back Forty owner would
give a statement of the events leading up to Margaret Anderson’s death as he knew them
in exchange for immunity. The agreement would be contingent upon the assumption that
Lukensmeyer had no part in the beating of Margaret, no knowledge she was going to be
killed before it happened, no involvement whatsoever in her murder, and had no
knowledge of, direct or indirect, of any sexual assault on Margaret.

Naze drew up a contract specifying these conditions and what would be expected
from Lukensmeyer, the DA’s office and the police. The contract was signed by the 27-
year-old Lukensmeyer, Langan and Naze, and it was agreed he would return the
following day to give a full statement.

While the meeting was taking place, Sgt. George Solcz recovered two tires on rims
from outside the Morning Glory Dairy south parking lot in Ashwaubenon, not far from
the Chicago Brake Beam facility.

The police housed Lukensmeyer overnight in the Downtowner Motel room 291
near the Green Bay police station. They checked for Cichowski’s red Pinto at Hinton’s
residence, 413 Fourth St., and in the surrounding near-west side neighborhood. They
came up empty, but in the process it was learned the property was owned by Attorney
Art Schuh and Frank “Frog” Seebantz, a senior member of the DC Eagles.

Lukensmeyer’s formal interview began at 9:20 a.m. on New Year’s Day, 1984,
again at the De Pere police station. Langan wrote down the responses for what would be
a seven-page statement. Lukensmeyer began by saying he had opened the Back Forty at
1:45 p.m. on December 26, and that A.D. (Hinton), Gargoyle (Whiting) and Bobber
(Stumpner) came in right away. He claimed he became quite drunk before going out to
Vander Veren’s car, where he either fell asleep or passed out. The next thing he claimed
to remember was A.D. knocking on his window to wake him up. Standing with him were
Gargoyle, Bobber and Marge Anderson, Lukensmeyer said, and they wanted a ride.
Marge had blood on her face, and the group got into his car and directed him to the
manure clean-out pit across from Packerland Packing.

According to Lukensmeyer, A.D. got out of the passenger seat and stood outside
while Gargoyle and Marge got out of the back seat of the two-door Gran Torino. A.D.
got back in and told him to pull the car forward to where the driveway entrance meets
the street. Lukensmeyer said there was no conversation in the car and he didn’t see
where Gargoyle and Marge had gone. He said Gargoyle returned to the car alone after
fifteen minutes or so and said, “Let’s go.”



Lukensmeyer said he drove the three men to A.D.’s house on Fourth Street. He
didn’t ask any questions and nothing was said, he told detectives. He then drove home.

Lukensmeyer went on to say he took a cab to the Back Forty later on Tuesday the
27th to clean up the bar, and heard on the early evening news that a body had been found
on Lime Kiln Road. Weasel (Apfel) gave him a ride home, where his girlfriend, Donna,
questioned him about some blood in her car. He said he told Donna he might be in big
trouble, and then left with her Gran Torino and went to his brother Russell’s house in De
Pere. He left the Gran Torino there and used one of his brother’s cars to drive back
home. Donna had moved out of the house by the time he arrived, so he went out
drinking.

Lukensmeyer said he received a call from Hinton on Wednesday the 28th, wanting
help towing the red Pinto that was still parked in front of the Brass Rail. Lukensmeyer
said he drove to Broadway and met A.D. and Gargoyle at the car. He asked why they
had gotten him involved in this mess, and they said nothing in reply. Lukensmeyer said
he suggested they get rid of the garbage from the Back Forty, so the three of them went
to the bar and picked up the bags that Lukensmeyer had put out the day before. The
group then drove to Chicago Brake Beam.

The Gran Torino was there, as Russell had driven it there the day before, and they
changed the tires. Lukensmeyer said he cleaned off a spot that looked like a blood smear
on the rear of the passenger seat, and Gargoyle took the bar garbage and put it in a
Dumpster behind the building. He told detectives he dropped off the two DC Eagles at
A.D.’s house and then opened his bar at 2 p.m. He stated he didn’t hear from the two
men again.

Detectives showed Lukensmeyer photos of A.D. they had in a file they kept on the
Drifters – not knowing he actually was a DC Eagle – and Lukensmeyer identified the
man in the photo as being Hinton. Green Bay Police then worked with Outagamie
County Sheriff’s Department officials in the Fox Valley to further identify A.D. as Mark
Hinton. There was a non-felony arrest warrant active for him there. Lukensmeyer didn’t
know Bobber’s real name, and Outagamie County wasn’t familiar with him, either.

Green Bay Police didn’t know much about the DC Eagles at this point, but they
were very familiar with the Drifters from a feud that took place almost a decade earlier.
During the 1970s, the Drifters had increasingly exerted their muscle over citizens and
drew the attention of police. It became commonplace for Drifters to come into a bar and
throw patrons off their barstools if that was where they wanted to sit, or even beat up
people without provocation. They relished the bully role and generally terrorized the
city.

Police leadership came to the conclusion that in order to regain control of the city,



they would need to make it as uncomfortable as possible for the Drifters. That meant
targeting the Drifters through selective enforcement of laws. Any opportunity to issue a
citation for speeding or disorderly contact became fair game for patrol officers.

The war was on, building to a crescendo over the course of a year. The Drifters
tried to intimidate officers by visibly staking out their homes, but the lawmen refused to
back down. Finally, a handful of Drifters arrived at police headquarters for a meeting in
the office of Harold Compton, the department’s deputy chief of administration. One of
the Drifters pulled a stack of yellow citation tickets out of his pocket and demanded that
Compton cancel them. He threatened damage to police or officers’ property if police
didn’t back off.

“If we have any damage, you might find your motorcycles in the bay,” Compton
replied, and promptly threw the Drifters out of the office.

It wasn’t long before the gas tanks on two private cars and a squad car were
punctured and set ablaze in a brazen raid on the police station’s back parking lot. The
individual responsible for the attack was later prosecuted. The fire was the only major
attack on police property, although an officer got beat up in a bar, as well. The war
eventually subsided to a state of uneasy coexistence, as the Drifters tired of the constant
barrage of tickets and police attention.

~

Lukensmeyer returned to his home at 1133 S. Monroe Ave. following the interview,
and police began a protective custody and surveillance arrangement of the home for the
next several weeks. Two officers would park a squad nearby around the clock, noting the
comings and goings of vehicles and visitors.

Meanwhile, police continued their quest to compile information and identify the
mysterious Bobber. They attempted to pay Bob Anderson a visit, but he and Bobby were
in Malta, Montana, for Margaret’s funeral, which was held January 3, 1984.

Lt. Wirtz and Sgt. Solcz traveled an hour south to the Waushara County Sheriff’s
Department in Wautoma on Monday, January 2, in an attempt to confirm that a biker
named James Bloy was Bobber. They learned that Bloy’s wife was the former Cindy
Stumpner, and about ten years ago Bloy had been president of the Outlaws Motorcycle
Club in Milwaukee. Lately, the sheriff said, Bloy had been associated with the DC
Eagles and that his nickname was “Tube,” not Bobber. However, they discovered that
Cindy’s brother, a biker who went by the names Dennis Stumpner, Denice Stumpner and
Denice Mattice, may live with them in rural Pine River or with his mother, Winnie
Mattice, in the nearby city of Berlin. The sheriff described it as a very sensitive situation
between the bikers and law enforcement.



At 4:30 p.m. January 2, bartender Chris Shavlik returned to the Green Bay Police
station as requested to give Lt. Alexander a second statement. Police drove her to the
Back Forty, where she turned over a cue stick that she said had been broken in two by a
customer earlier in December. She had kept it behind the bar.

Police obtained a search warrant for Whiting’s residence at 893 Christiana St., and
Lt. Hinz, Sgt. Dick LaPlant and two officers searched the upper apartment and garage
from 9:45 to 10:55 p.m. January 2. The apartment was a mess, but in the bedroom they
found several items of interest. A green Arctic parka was on the foot of the bed, and in a
drawer to the left of the bed were a ten-inch knife and case, a brown leather knife case,
and another brown leather knife case with a pocket knife in it. They also found a
marriage license for Vicky and her ex-husband, Dale Chamberlain, along with a clerk’s
certificate of dissolution of that marriage.

Officers went to 415 Fourth St. at 10:15 p.m. to arrest Hinton. He wasn’t home, but
Whiting’s sister, Barb Cichowski, and her two daughters were there. Cichowski told
officers she hadn’t seen her boyfriend since December 28. Police looked for Hinton in
the strip clubs around town, but came up empty. In the process, they learned Hinton had
been fired from Spanky’s six weeks earlier.

Police used the information they obtained in Waushara County to deduce Bobber’s
identity, and at 10 a.m. January 3, they showed Lukensmeyer a photo of one Denice
Delyle Stumpner. The Back Forty owner identified the person in the photo as the man he
knew as Bobber, and Bruce Cary confirmed the identification from a photo lineup two
hours later.

Lukensmeyer accompanied Deputy Coroner Williams, Lt. Langan and Sgt. Parins
to the Back Forty that morning for additional evidence collection. They took carpet
cuttings from around the pool table, cuttings from dark smudges in the carpet fibers, a
cue stick from underneath the corner of the pool table, and a small imitation pearl found
in the carpet near the pool table.

While Lt. Langan and District Attorney Naze were meeting at the DA’s office later
that day, a call came in that Hinton planned to show up at the police station at 4 p.m.
with his attorney to surrender. That time came and went, and at 4:30 p.m. word came
that Hinton was at the district attorney’s office. Langan, Deputy Chief Dick Rice, Lt.
Alexander and Naze met there with Hinton and Attorney Schuh. Hinton claimed to have
no knowledge of Whiting’s whereabouts, and he was booked into the Brown County jail
on a probation hold until a decision could be made on possible charges. An arrest
warrant was issued for Randolph J. Whiting with the Clerk of Courts at 4 p.m. January 3.

At 6:05 p.m., Sgt. Larry Pamperin picked up Donna Vander Veren and brought her
to the station. Lukensmeyer’s now former girlfriend gave police a statement until 8:15



p.m., but would not sign it until the suspects were picked up. She told police she wasn’t
sure what time Lukensmeyer got home the night of the crime and related her issue with a
flat tire at work the following day. When asked if she knew where Bobber (Stumpner)
might be, she replied that on the night of the crime he had requested a ride to Brillion, a
small town twenty-five miles south of Green Bay. She also mentioned that Gargoyle
(Whiting) had relatives north of Green Bay in Oconto or Oconto Falls.

In the early morning hours of January 4, Green Bay police received a call from the
Wausau Police Department with information placing Whiting and Vicky Chamberlain in
their city the previous day. An informant told Wausau police that Whiting had a front
tooth missing and was wearing black clothes. In addition, Wausau police reported that a
1980 Buick Skylark owned by Chamberlain’s stepfather, Willard “Bill” Franke, was
missing. Wausau was assigning officers to watch his house.

Less than an hour later, Wausau police called back to say they had spoken with
Franke, and he confirmed that Whiting and Chamberlain were at his home. He told
police that on Sunday night, January 1, a guy they called A.D. and his girlfriend, Barb,
came to the house and stayed overnight along with his stepdaughter and Whiting.
Chamberlain left her daughter in Franke’s care January 3 while she drove A.D. back to
Green Bay so he could turn himself in.

It was later learned that Franke had put money down January 3 on a Charter Arms
.38 Special handgun and picked it up two days later.

The morning of January 4 continued to yield almost non-stop leads, and tension was
high at both the Green Bay and Wausau police departments. At 7 a.m., Wausau called to
report its officers were at Franke’s house, where the Buick had just showed up. While
Green Bay police were waiting for the disposition of that visit, they received a 911 call
regarding a possible sighting of Whiting in Kewaunee County, immediately west of
Brown County and the metro Green Bay area. A man had pounded on the caller’s door
and said, “I want food. Give me food!” The caller told the man she had no food, and he
ran toward some nearby woods. She said the man looked just like the photo of Whiting
that had appeared in the newspaper.

It would turn out to be the first of a long string of false sightings and wild goose
chases for police, as almost anyone with long hair and a beard within a hundred miles of
Green Bay was mistaken for Whiting. Media attention had been intense since the crime,
as Green Bay is the market hub for television and newspaper coverage for northeastern
Wisconsin and the Upper Peninsula of Michigan.

Wausau called back at 8 a.m. to report Vicky Chamberlain was now at Franke’s
house, but Whiting wasn’t with her. She told police she had been driving the Buick and
dropped Whiting off at the local bus station. Police spoke with workers at the bus station,



but they couldn’t recall anyone matching Whiting’s description boarding a bus. Another
call from Wausau at 12:15 p.m. reported Chamberlain and Franke had left in the Buick.
She told detectives she believed Whiting should turn himself in because he says he is
innocent of the charges and she believes him.

Lt. Langan interviewed Franke that afternoon in Green Bay, and he provided police
with another timeline of events. He said he drove Chamberlain to a family member’s
home in southeastern Wisconsin on New Year’s Day, and Whiting called while they
were there from a location in Milwaukee. They picked him up and returned to Wausau,
where they stayed until the morning of January 3. Cichowski brought Hinton to Wausau,
and Chamberlain, Whiting and Hinton took Franke’s car to Green Bay. He said Hinton
and Chamberlain returned a short time later, saying they had dropped Whiting off at the
bus station. Later that day, Chamberlain drove Hinton to his attorney’s office in
Appleton. Franke said there was no mention of the murder among the group, and the first
he learned of it was through a media report late that day.

Whiting actually had been whisked away by the DC Eagles to a safe house in
Illinois. It’s a common tactic for clubs to move members who are in trouble to a different
state, or at a minimum, to a different region in the same state.

Lt. Alexander received a call at 6:15 p.m. January 4 from a woman in Berlin who
said she had seen the photos of the suspects in the paper and on TV, and recognized
Hinton as being from the Berlin area. She added that there is a Mattice family and a
Stumpner family in the area, with siblings that used both last names. She confirmed that
a Stumpner girl, Cindy, was married to a James Bloy.

An upstairs light drew police attention to Whiting’s Christiana Street residence at
6:40 p.m., and upon investigation they found Chamberlain in the apartment. She let
police inside to confirm Whiting wasn’t there and mentioned her plans to move to
Wausau by the end of the week. The fact that police entered with guns drawn was not
lost on Chamberlain, and she would later mention to relatives her fear of Whiting getting
shot.

Police contacted Cichowski at her Fourth Street home that evening and requested
her presence at the station for an interview. Upon arrival, she called Attorney Schuh,
who advised her not to say anything or provide an information statement. With no
alternative, police sent her on her way.

Lts. Langan and Wirtz, and Sgt. Solcz drove to the Waushara County Sheriff’s
Department the morning of January 5 with the intention of going to Jim “Tube” Bloy’s
house in Pine River in an attempt to locate Bobber. The trio met with Waushara Chief
Investigator Dave Belfeuil and Investigator Dave Hotchkiss, who were familiar with
Bloy’s compound and some of the biker politics involved. The group drove out to the



property at 10:15 a.m., but Bloy was not home. Belfeuil spoke with Cindy Bloy, who
said her husband would be back after lunch.

The lawmen returned later and Bloy agreed to speak with them. He referred to his
brother-in-law by the name Todd, saying that has been his nickname for years. In fact,
Stumpner even carried an ID with the name Todd Stumpner so he won’t be linked to two
outstanding drunk driving warrants against him as Denice Stumpner. Bloy confirmed
that Stumpner’s nickname was Bobber within the biker community, and described him
as a loner with no friends outside of the bikers.

Bloy told investigators he drove to Green Bay with Stumpner on December 23 for a
Christmas party at “Frog” Seebantz’s house. He left Stumpner there and didn’t see him
again until December 28, about thirty-six hours after the murder. Bloy described
Stumpner’s behavior on the 28th as unusual, not himself and all excited and nervy. He
wanted money, the two argued, and Stumpner packed his belongings in a duffle bag and
left with a guy named Ed in an old blue Chevrolet. Bloy noted that Stumpner and Ed had
worked together at the Old Crow meat plant near Berlin, where Stumpner served as the
night foreman for two years.

Bloy said Stumpner had no source of money but had about fifty dollars with him.
That comment made police wonder if Stumpner had taken the money from Margaret
Anderson, who they knew had money on her after cashing a check at the Surf Club II the
night of the murder.

Bloy told police he knew Whiting and Hinton well; in fact, Hinton would come and
stay with him to hunt. He spoke as if he had been in contact with them after their names
had come out with regard to the crime, and apparently had acted as the liaison with
Attorney Schuh. He said a meeting had been arranged for Hinton, Whiting and Schuh,
but Whiting got cold feet and took off. This was upsetting to the DC Eagles leadership,
he said, as Whiting was not following their instructions. He claimed no knowledge of the
young Eagle’s whereabouts.

At 10:30 p.m. January 5, Wausau police called to say Whiting had contacted Franke
and asked for Chamberlain. Franke told him his stepdaughter was back in Green Bay and
was probably going to stay at Barb Cichowski’s house. Green Bay police found
Cichowski’s Pinto and the Buick Skylark that Chamberlain was using both parked at
Cichowski’s Fourth Street address.

The Outagamie County Sheriff’s Department called at 9:30 a.m. January 6 to report
that a reliable informant placed Whiting at Brassie’s Bar in the Fox Valley city of
Neenah about a week earlier. A fight between two bikers resulted in a broken nose for
the bartender, and a person purported to be Gargoyle was overheard saying he was
headed to Sturgis or Driftwood, South Dakota, to hide out.



A check with the bartenders at Brassie’s later that afternoon confirmed there was a
man with a beard and ponytail in the bar the night of the fight, but he was at least six-
foot-two – considerably taller than the five-foot-seven Whiting. Brassie’s was known as
a hangout for the Valley Riders motorcycle club. A tip came in a few days later stating a
DC Eagle at Brassie’s was overheard saying that Whiting was actually headed for South
Carolina.

The Illinois Department of Criminal Investigation in Chicago called at 4 p.m.
January 6 with intelligence on a possible motive for the murder. Its sources claimed
Margaret was an old lady of a DC Eagle, but had been dating a member of the Drifters so
the Eagles had decided to make an example of her. Illinois DCI said there might be some
retaliation within the biker group because the killing wasn’t authorized. The DC Eagles
were not considered a true 1-percenter club and were supposedly under such a group in
the Chicago area. Protocol mandates that such a crime is not allowed without permission
from the higher-ranking group. Hard-core clubs refer to themselves as falling in the 1
percent of motorcycle enthusiasts that don’t follow the law or other societal norms.

Lukensmeyer had come into Green Bay police headquarters at 11:10 a.m. January 6
to reclaim the Gran Torino and pool balls that had been removed from the Back Forty.
He was taken to the evidence room, where he identified the two tires on rims recovered
at Morning Glory Dairy as the ones he had removed from the car.

Later that evening, police interviewed a Garret Pavlik about two snow tires he had
sold to Lukensmeyer December 27 for $25. Pavlik rented a garage behind the Back
Forty.

Police protective custody shifts for Lukensmeyer became more about babysitting
and less about protection as the bar owner gradually became more and more
adventuresome. Officers would accompany Lukensmeyer to the Back Forty and to other
places around town, and on January 6 he told them he wanted to go to a bar in Denmark,
twenty minutes southeast of Green Bay. Police told him he wasn’t allowed to leave the
city. Lukensmeyer relented, but he later changed his story to wanting to visit his
stepparents. Police also denied that request. His story again switched back to wanting to
go to a bar in Denmark, but police weren’t about to allow it.

On Saturday, January 7, Sgt. Jerry Rogalski and Sgt. Irv Arendt paid a visit to the
rural De Pere home of Whiting and Cichowski’s mother, Rosemary Curry, and her
husband, Harry. She told investigators the last time she saw her son was December 21 at
Cichowski’s house to exchange Christmas presents. She added that Randy was not
allowed at their farm because Harry didn’t like him. Rogalski and Arendt noted that Mrs.
Curry seemed fairly cooperative.

Two days later, Sgt. Solcz called the Oconto home of Whiting’s father, Edgar. His



wife told Solcz that she and Edgar were very upset about this matter and didn’t know
where Randy was. She said the last time they saw him was at a Christmas Eve get-
together that also included Vicky and her daughter, Barb Cichowski and Mark Hinton,
and a guy named Todd Bobber. The group arrived at 4:30 p.m. and had a late lunch
before a school friend of Randy’s showed up. All but the school friend left in a red Pinto
station wagon at 6:30 p.m.

Bobby Anderson stopped by the station January 9 and told police a little more of his
mother’s story. He said she had met Weasel (Apfel) the previous summer and they had
become friends, but not close friends. Although Weasel was a Drifter and Bob Sr. had
friends who were Drifters, Bobby said his mother was not associated with any
motorcycle club that he knew of.

Bobby said he and his parents were at his father’s girlfriend’s house on Christmas.
He drove his mother home early the next morning but didn’t stay with her. By the time
he returned to her house at 5 p.m. December 26, she was gone and there were Winston
cigarette butts in the ashtray – the kind that Weasel smoked. He figured Weasel had
stopped by to pick her up and they had gone out.

Tips regarding Whiting’s possible location continued to flood police headquarters,
and they were coming from everywhere. At 4:05 p.m. January 7, the Oconto County
Sheriff’s Department called to say they had been contacted by a local truck driver who
thought he might have seen the renegade biker a few days earlier at the Big Springs
Truck Stop in Big Springs, Nebraska. The trucker said a male party, slender and with
hair and beard the same color as Whiting, got off a Greyhound bus at the truck stop. He
was wearing a snowmobile suit. The bus story meshed with the tale investigators had
been fed about how Whiting got out of Wausau. However, the tip was old by this point
and there was little they could do to follow up on it.

A detective with the Violent Crimes Unit in Chicago called Green Bay police at 7
p.m. January 9 to report his contacts with the DC Eagles were telling him the club would
cooperate in the search for Whiting. The Eagles reportedly told him they would turn in
Whiting or provide information as to his location if it was learned the fugitive was in
their area. The Eagles said they didn’t want any trouble and didn’t want the police
around them.

Action picked up January 10 for the other men involved in the case. An arrest
warrant was issued for Stumpner, and Hinton turned himself in to police and was
confined to the Brown County Jail on a seldom-used witness warrant.

Russell Lukensmeyer paid a visit to the squad car assigned to protective custody
duty on his brother’s house that night to inform officers they were watching an empty
house. He said he had picked his brother up at the Back Forty, driven him to



Cooperstown (a tiny crossroads in Manitowoc County, not far from Denmark), and then
back to the Back Forty. Russell said he cautioned Mark about breaking the contract he
had with the police department, but his brother told him he needed some unsupervised
time to himself. In further conversation with Russell, he volunteered that Mark had also
slipped away the previous Saturday and gone to Cooperstown.

Shortly after midnight, a male party called police and asked, “What the hell are you
people doing?” The caller said Mark Lukensmeyer was at a bar in Denmark two hours
earlier before going to another bar in Manitowoc County (likely Cooperstown).
Assuming police were protecting Lukensmeyer from harm, the caller wasn’t happy about
his being put in harm’s way.

“How can the police department safeguard the lives of other patrons in the bars, or
far that matter, anyplace in the public, that he (Lukensmeyer) is allowed to wander?” he
demanded.

Lukensmeyer finally returned home extremely intoxicated at 12:52 a.m. His heavy
drinking eventually landed him in trouble on January 19, when he was arrested and jailed
briefly for the first of two tickets he would receive that year for driving while
intoxicated. A week later, Russell Lukensmeyer confirmed to Capt. Norm Daniels that
Mark was driving one of Russell’s cargo trucks on regular runs to Kansas.

On January 31, Mark Lukensmeyer signed an agreement with police stating he no
longer wished to have officers maintain surveillance of his home or provide personal
protection.

External pressure mounts

Some members of Margaret Anderson’s family began to grow impatient with the
pace of the investigation and went public with their plans for vigilante justice. On the
afternoon of January 13, an employee at a restaurant not far from the Back Forty told
police she spoke with a white male who claimed to be Margaret’s uncle. He said he had
bought a gun and just arrived in town. He asked for directions to the Back Forty so he
could close the place down and show people that they can’t get away with murder. Sgts.
Arendt and Rogalski were dispatched to the Back Forty, but no one showed up other
than regular customers.

Less than two weeks later, the Green Bay News-Chronicle printed an interview with
David and Lola Copple, one of Margaret’s brothers and his wife. The Oklahoma couple
claimed two hundred friends and relatives had been raising money since the murder, and
they had now paid $25,000 to a Chicago hit man to find Whiting and Stumpner. Green
Bay Police were in contact with the couple several times during the course of the
investigation, attempting to calm their impatience. But the complexity of the case and the



scope of police efforts were lost on a family who just wanted justice, and they wanted it
now.

Green Bay Police continued to sift through a continuous stream of locally generated
leads, as well as those passed on by law enforcement agencies across the eastern half of
Wisconsin. Their search for the fugitives expanded January 17 to Ripon, a small city
fourteen miles southeast of Berlin. Ripon police called to say they had shown photos of
Whiting to bartenders at Bender’s Bar and the Spot Bar, with possible sightings at both
establishments.

The bartenders said a person they thought to be Whiting was in Bender’s the
previous Saturday night and the Spot on January 11. The subject appeared to be looking
for someone and did not stay very long in either place. The bartenders said the man they
believed to be Whiting still had a beard and ponytail, and they confirmed his identity
from photos. Ripon police planned to put undercover personnel in the two bars to watch
for a return appearance.

Meanwhile, politics and bad blood was heating up between the Drifters and DC
Eagles. Green Bay Police Officer Al Van Haute stopped by the detective division
January 18 to report he had received a phone call the night before from an anonymous
male who claimed to be a friend of the Drifters. The caller said members of the two
clubs had gotten into a fight recently on Green Bay’s near east side, and a couple of
Drifters supposedly had been shot at in the Appleton area.

There had been some discussion within the DC Eagles about the possibility of
eliminating witnesses, which could potentially leave the police without a case. That
never occurred, but the fear factor and blatant intimidation remained front and center.
The word from fearful residents in the Christiana Street neighborhood was a feeling that
Whiting was still around. The rumor mill had the DC Eagles coming to town to kill
anyone who talked to police.

The club also employed a campaign of misinformation and various other tactics to
throw investigators off the trail. One of their strategies called for the use of third parties
to pass on misinformation to police. Brown County Jail inmate Lannie Cox was one of
those third parties.

At 4:25 p.m. January 28, Cox told jailers he wanted to talk to someone about the
Anderson case. Cox related a story to Sgt. Rogalski in which he learned information that
might be useful in the investigation while talking to Hinton in jail. Cox claimed to have
supplied Hinton with drugs prior to their incarceration. Cox said he had returned from
South Carolina within the past month with twenty-seven 1-oz. bags of heroin, and that he
had sold twenty bags to Whiting for $25 apiece. Cox added that he witnessed Whiting
mix the heroin with cocaine, and shoot up as much as three bags in a two-hour period.



Hinton reportedly told Cox that Margaret overheard something she shouldn’t have
while partying with them at the Back Forty. According to Hinton, Whiting was staying
with a guy that went by the name Big John outside of Daggett, Michigan, eighty miles
north of Green Bay. Cox said Big John was a member of the Henchmen motorcycle club.

Brown County Sheriff’s Department and Green Bay Police officials conferred about
Cox’s tip, and it was decided that officers from both departments would make the drive
to Daggett that evening and work with Michigan State Patrol in nearby Stephenson,
Michigan. After some confusion, the final decision called for Brown County officers to
take Cox with them in one car, and Green Bay Sgts. Arendt and Rogalski to travel in a
Green Bay squad car.

The group stopped at Michigan State Police headquarters to meet with troopers and
a Mann County Sheriff’s Department officer. The troopers pulled a photo of a man
named Bob McGuire, and Cox identified him as the party he knew as Big John. Brown
County officers then proceeded on with Cox and the state troopers, who directed them to
a house they knew to be occupied by McGuire.

McGuire’s house was dark and no vehicle was present when the group arrived. The
Michigan officers then began checking bars in the Daggett and Stephenson areas, finally
locating McGuire in the Belgium Town Tavern. However, McGuire refused to let police
search his house. While police watched the house, two people arrived at the house next
door, which was also dark. Officers approached the pair and learned the taller man’s
name was John. Cox identified the man from afar as Big John.

Since Cox had picked out the wrong house and the wrong party once already, police
knew they wouldn’t be able to obtain a search warrant. As an alternative, they knocked
on the door and asked the man named John Benner if they could look through his house
and why. Benner let them in and told police he didn’t know Whiting or Stumpner, and
had never met either of them to his knowledge.

Police checked the house and found no signs of anyone living there other than
Benner and his wife. However, everything else Cox told them about Big John seemed to
check out, so they immediately doubted Benner’s denials. Michigan state troopers told
investigators they would keep an eye on the house, since it was only six blocks from
their headquarters.

Even though this tip didn’t pan out, police began to increase their attention on the
sparsely populated areas of northern Wisconsin. The morning of January 30, Green Bay
police received information from the Outagamie County Sheriff’s Department in
Appleton that “Frog” Seebantz owned a cabin in a wooded area in northern Wisconsin,
south of the city of Rhinelander, and that Whiting had been there in the past. A check
with the Langlade County Register of Deeds verified Seebantz as the owner of a five-



acre parcel off County Highway H near Pine Drive in the town of Parrish. The property
lay in extreme northwest Langlade County, 120 miles northwest of Green Bay. Capt.
Daniels phoned Langlade County Investigator Larry Shadick to discuss the tip regarding
Seebantz’s cabin and requested a check for any activity there.

Vicky Chamberlain sent police on a wild goose chase February 7 when she fed
bogus information to an acquaintance that she figured would find its way to police. Her
assumption proved correct when Michelle Bass told the Sauk County Sheriff’s
Department in southern Wisconsin about what she learned regarding the possible
movements of Whiting and Chamberlain.

Bass related to investigators that Chamberlain told her she and Whiting were
headed to London, Ontario, Canada, because Whiting was in trouble for something that
happened in Green Bay. Bass admitted she never saw Whiting, however.

Green Bay police quickly called Wausau detectives to ask them to keep an eye open
for Franke’s 1970 GMC truck, which Chamberlain reportedly was driving. They also
placed calls to U.S. Customs officials at International Falls, Minnesota, and to the
agency’s Chicago Regional Communications Center so it could contact Canadian
Customs officials.

For all of Franke’s supposed cooperation with police, the information he passed on
was a mixed bag of fact and fiction apparently designed to protect Chamberlain. He told
investigators his stepdaughter had dyed her hair blonde and left town to protect him and
her daughter from being harmed by the alleged hit man, when in fact she continued to
live underground in Wausau and did not change her appearance.

The misinformation stream from Wausau continued through the month, as an
informant there told police February 24 that Whiting and Chamberlain were together and
possibly in La Crosse, a city in southwestern Wisconsin.

Franke took Chamberlain’s daughter out of school in Wausau three days later,
telling school personnel he was taking the girl to live temporarily with relatives in the
Milwaukee area before moving her out of state to live with other family members. There
was still no sign of Franke’s GMC truck.

As the calendar turned to the chilly pre-spring days of March, Green Bay police
began interviewing additional people not directly involved in the case. On March 11, Lt.
Alexander and Sgt. Pamperin paid a visit to a Reber Street home on Green Bay’s
northeast side. It was occupied by two DC Eagles, Patrick “Shampoo” Beattie upstairs
and “Frog” Seebantz downstairs. After securing his Doberman in a bedroom, Beattie
invited the detectives inside and mentioned he was surprised they hadn’t contacted him
earlier. He claimed he no longer was affiliated with the DC Eagles and provided little



information to his visitors. However, as Alexander and Pamperin were leaving, Beattie’s
wife returned home with none other than Barb Cichowski, Whiting’s sister.

About the same time, Cox’s report of Whiting possibly living in Upper Michigan
with Big John had found its way to Bob and Bobby Anderson. Mary Lou Van Pay, Bob
Sr.’s girlfriend, was intoxicated and hysterical when she called police at 11 p.m. March
12. She was terrified that the Anderson men were planning to take matters into their own
hands. She told police she had heard them talk while she bartended at the Grapevine
Tavern about driving north in search of Whiting the next day. She said Bob Sr. asked her
during the course of the day if she could handle a shotgun, since Whiting reportedly was
armed with an M-16 rifle, a 9-mm machine pistol and a 9-mm Ruger pistol.

Van Pay had observed revenge and obsession taking over the Andersons’ minds.
Bob and his son had begun drinking heavily together, and they took an active interest in
the hunt for the fugitives. Bobby regularly scanned the newspapers and watched local
television news accounts to stay apprised with the case, and he seldom attended school
the final semester of his senior year.

Old-fashioned police work

The fast-paced days that pushed investigators immediately after the murder slowly
transitioned into a steady rhythm of dogged pursuit. The passion they felt had not waned,
but it was becoming more evident that the search for Whiting and Stumpner – and the
truth – would be more a marathon than a sprint. Tidbits of information kept flowing into
the department, some of it more useful than others.

On March 17, a car-deer accident caused front end damage to a 1974 purple
Gremlin registered to Barb Cichowski. The police report said Whiting’s sister was a
passenger in the car, while Cindy Bloy (Stumpner’s sister) was the driver. On March 23,
the GMC truck that Vicky Chamberlain had been driving turned up at a dealership in
Appleton.

Informant tips as to Whiting’s possible whereabouts were numerous, but police had
no way of sorting legitimate information from deliberately placed rumor. March 19 was
a case in point. One informant had Whiting losing twenty pounds in the past month and
living on the outskirts of Seymour, a small town just west of Green Bay. Another
informant had Whiting now missing a front upper tooth and traveling with Chamberlain.
He said the pair was headed toward California in a smaller white pickup with a topper on
the back, and that Stumpner had landed in Colorado.

Waushara County, Wisconsin, continued to be a hotspot for information, with DC
Eagles leadership and the Stumpner family all in the area. On April 2, police in the small
town of Redgranite reported Stumpner and Whiting were staying at Winnie Mattice’s



house in Berlin, twelve miles away. An informant said the two were hiding out in an
abandoned house across the street from Stumpner’s mother’s residence, and that they
were in Winnie’s house when the informant paid a visit.

Two days later, Sgt. Parins and District Attorney Naze drove to Wautoma for a
meeting with Chief Investigator Belfeuil at the Waushara County Sheriff’s Department.
The veteran detective told his Green Bay counterparts that he had known Jim “Tube”
Bloy for sixteen years, but that over the past few months Bloy had been acting
differently. Belfeuil learned that the DC Eagles had sold four motorcycles to finance
attorney fees for Bloy’s friend, Mark Hinton. He said Bloy had become very suspicious
of anyone coming onto his property, and he felt very strongly that Whiting and Stumpner
were hiding out there. However, the property’s buildings were set well back from the
road and guarded by a large dog, making it virtually impossible to conduct surveillance.
Belfeuil said his department would keep its eyes open and ears to the ground, but it was
too dangerous to do much more at this point.

From the outside, it appeared the investigation had ground to a slow crawl. The
Copple family was still hot on police to make an arrest, but a letter from Lola Copple
indicated the family had called off its hit man and lost its deposit in the process. Green
Bay media outlets kept the story in the news on a regular basis, and the Green Bay
Press-Gazette even petitioned police to reveal more about their investigation’s status.

The public pressure wasn’t lost on Police Chief Don Cuene, who was eager for
District Attorney Naze to bring charges on somebody. But Naze knew detectives needed
more time to build a case, and keeping people like Lukensmeyer out of jail for the time
being just might create opportunities for mouths to run.

The first break

As a junior detective, Sgt. Jerry Rogalski found himself on the fringe of the
Anderson case for the first few months while the senior detectives handled the bulk of
the investigation. That changed on Monday night, April 9, when Rogalski stopped in
Geno’s Bar for a few beers on his way home from work.

Geno’s was located at 617 Lime Kiln Road, just north of Packerland Packing in the
cluster of bars known locally as Little Chicago. Rogalski entered the bar at 11:30 p.m.
and began visiting with bartender Carol Kruse. Her husband, Wayne, was a fringe biker
who had been a Drifter. He remained friends with some club members, including Mark
Lukensmeyer. Rogalski had also been in Geno’s the previous night, and it was then
when he realized how the bartender fit into the biker community.

This time, the two were the only ones in the bar and Kruse felt comfortable talking
openly about the case.



“Why are you protecting that scumbag?” she demanded, referring to Lukensmeyer.
“Margaret was a friend of mine, and it makes me sick what Mark and the rest of them
did to her.”

Kruse said Lukensmeyer had told her husband that he burned the clothes he wore
the night of the murder in the wood stove of his house, and that he had taken items
cleaned out of the Back Forty to his brother’s business in Ashwaubenon. She went on to
describe a meeting the Drifters women had the day after the murder to discuss what had
happened, and seemed incredulous that police didn’t realize Lukensmeyer’s deep
involvement.

“How dumb can you cops be?” she said, her voice raised with impatience.

Kruse added that bartender Chris Shavlik knew what took place at the Back Forty
that night. When Rogalski mentioned the district attorney might call a secret John Doe
hearing to elicit testimony that would aid the investigation, she replied that a lot of
people knew what took place that night, but wouldn’t talk unless they had to. She also
told Rogalski she feared what her husband might do to her.

Rogalski’s heart was pounding. He went home and struggled to get to sleep while
his brain replayed details of the evening. The next day, he wasted no time in telling Lt.
Langan about his conversation, and the two immediately went to the DA’s office for a
meeting with Naze. Rogalski spent much of the day recalling all he could of Kruse’s
statements.

That was enough for Naze, and he quickly set about arranging for a John Doe
hearing. A John Doe hearing is a means by which prosecutors can subpoena witnesses to
testify for the purpose of gathering information. It is not a trial, but it is held before a
judge. Carol Kruse, Wayne Kruse and Chris Shavlik were among those subpoenaed to
testify before Brown County Circuit Court Judge Vivi Dilweg on April 25.

Two days later, Langan re-interviewed Lukensmeyer with the information gathered
at the John Doe hearing, and the Back Forty owner now admitted to burning his jacket.
Lukensmeyer said there was blood on the sleeve – he didn’t know whose it was or how it
got there – and he was afraid of being tied to Margaret Anderson’s death in any way. He
said the only person in whom he confided about the events surrounding that night was
his friend Wayne Kruse.

Lukensmeyer added that “Frog” Seebantz had contacted him several times and
offered the services of Attorney Mary Lou Robinson for free, but he opted to use
William Appel instead because of Seebantz’s association with the DC Eagles.
Lukensmeyer made it very evident to Langan that he wanted no part in implicating the
three DC Eagles, as there were implied and present threats understood by anyone



traveling in the biker circles that testifying against them could cost him his life.

Investigators were now ready to put pressure on Hinton, who was still sitting in the
county jail. They figured if they dangled the carrot of getting out of jail in front of him,
Hinton might offer information useful in the case. Lt. Hinz and Sgt. Parins made the
short trip to the Brown County Jail on May 3 to pick up Hinton and his attorney, Art
Schuh, for an interview at the Green Bay police station. Hinton was cunning, providing
police with just enough information in his ten-page statement to satisfy their questioning
without giving away the farm.

At one point in the interview, Hinz felt Hinton might be relaxed enough to have his
guard was down, so he went for the home run.

“Did Whiting tell you he murdered Margaret Anderson?” Hinz asked.

“Yes,” Hinton replied without hesitation.

Later, when Hinz attempted to enter this exchange into the written statement, Schuh
objected on the grounds his client wasn’t sure Whiting had actually admitted that to him.

Hinton went on to tell police that neither he nor Whiting were members of the DC
Eagles, but that he had applied for membership. It was the first instance of what would
become a common thread in which people involved in the case tried to distance
themselves from their motorcycle club relationships.

Hinton was released from the county lockup three days after making his statement,
and police turned more of their attention to the hunt for Whiting and Stumpner. They
would need to enlist the manpower of additional law enforcement agencies to expand the
net before their quarry would come into focus. A little luck never hurt, either.



Chapter 5
A rummage sale surprise

By May 1984, investigators assumed Randy “Gargoyle” Whiting and Denice
“Bobber” Stumpner had long since fled the Green Bay and Fox Valley areas. They
changed their strategy from chasing leads with the hope of hitting the jackpot to one in
which they would apply consistent pressure on the biker community and the suspects’
families with the goal of slowly closing the net.

Sgts. Parins and Rogalski, in particular, were relentless in their pursuit of every
angle, every piece of physical evidence and every relationship that could aid in bringing
Margaret Anderson’s killers to justice. Their efforts became a 24/7 obsession that knew
no work week, even as administrators were forced to divert the limited resources of the
Green Bay Police Department’s detective division to other cases. Detectives showed a
photo of Margaret at meetings as a reminder of why they were there and to keep the
team’s motivation level high.

Waushara County officials called Green Bay police May 18 to pass on a report that
Whiting and Vicky Chamberlain may have been in Wisconsin within the past week. The
information they received had the couple staying in a northwoods trailer owned by
veteran DC Eagle Frank “Bingo” Cosby fifteen miles west of Crivitz, a resort area an
hour north of Green Bay. The report said the two may be headed for Alabama next.
Parins drove an unmarked squad car to the trailer and knocked on the door, but there
didn’t appear to be any activity there. The Cosby name would resurface later that
summer in connection with Stumpner’s possible whereabouts.

 Parins met with Bill Franke in Wausau on May 24, and Chamberlain’s stepfather
seemed generally cooperative. He related the story of how Vicky met Whiting at a biker
function in Wausau, and offered some other details about her life.

Parins and Rogalski also paid visits to people in the motorcycle community, such as
Drifters president Jack Shavlik and his wife, Chris (the Back Forty bartender), at their
rural Kewaunee County property. The detectives made a point to keep their pursuit of
justice front and center with people of influence, letting them know police weren’t going
to let the investigation die despite the drawn-out challenge of tying the case together and
locating the suspects. Parins was a former motorcycle officer and shared his love of
riding with the bikers. He showed them respect in the hope that they might soften their
stance.

On June 18, Parins and Sgt. Pamperin drove to Berlin to meet with Winnie Mattice.
Stumpner’s mother did not invite the detectives into her home, and instead spoke with
them in her backyard. She said Denice was one of eight children, and that she has also



known Hinton for at least ten years. Hinton had lived down the road from her with a
woman, and they had two kids together. Hinton and Barb Cichowski had visited her
since the murder occurred, but she didn’t share what they talked about.

Mrs. Mattice went on to say she believed her son may want to turn himself in, but
the club wouldn’t allow it. She confirmed he was a member of the DC Eagles and
described his involvement by way of another son, Larry Stumpner. Larry had been
arrested for stealing snowmobiles and selling them for the club. He had become skilled
at removing serial numbers from the sleds, was sent to prison, and a stipulation of his
parole was to quit the club.

She said Denice moved out of the house in October 1980, and the only work he had
done over the past several years was at rendering plants in meat packing houses. It’s the
only thing he knows, she added, and his last job was in Laredo, Kentucky.

Police records showed several active warrants for Stumpner, including one for
operating while intoxicated for the third time in five years. He was listed as five-foot-six,
195 pounds, with a birth date of October 15, 1953, making him thirty years old.

The next day, June 19, police learned of the death of Whiting’s grandmother in
Oconto. Officers attended the funeral of Adie Whiting Young in the event Whiting
would make an appearance, but he did not.

Whiting wrote two letters during the course of the summer that made their way to
police, both containing conditions by which he would turn himself in. Those conditions
demanded guarantees by police that any reward money would go to the person who
would turn him in, and that Stumpner and Hinton would be released from any charges
and outstanding warrants. He also requested a trial outside of Green Bay and that news
media of his choice be present when he surrendered to ensure his safety. He was worried
that police would find a reason to shoot him if media members weren’t present. Whiting
mentioned Arthur Schuh as his attorney.

The first of those letters arrived January 20, and District Attorney Naze quickly
rejected those conditions.

Police assumed Whiting and Chamberlain were together virtually the entire time
Whiting was on the run, but that wasn’t the case. For the most part, Whiting was shuffled
between DC Eagles safe houses throughout the country, while Chamberlain hid virtually
in plain sight where she figured neither the police nor the bikers would think to look for
her – a bar in Wausau popular with the male gay community. She cleaned the bar in
exchange for room, board and a safe haven, and Franke also provided financial support.

Whiting contacted Chamberlain midway through the summer to have her meet him
in Indiana, where he was working the bushel basket game for a carnival company called



Link Shows, a part of Amusement Corporation of America. Chamberlain joined the
carnie crowd and worked the children’s duck pond game for a short time. They made
$10 per day, working as many as fifteen hours per day.

The couple stayed at the Mayfair Motel in Indianapolis in June 1984, registering
under three different names in two weeks, including at least one name that was a DC
Eagles member. Chamberlain had a miscarriage while they were at there and went to the
hospital for treatment.

The carnival also took the couple to Michigan and Illinois, but the lifestyle and
physical abuse from Whiting soon convinced Chamberlain to head back to Wisconsin.

Police were hopeful they had a solid lead after receiving a call from a detective in
Fort Myers, Florida, saying he overheard a biker talking about a case in Green Bay.
Despite hours of phone work trying to nail down that lead, Green Bay Police Department
investigators weren’t able to establish whether Whiting was ever there or not.

In the meantime, Sgt. Parins received permission from his superiors to meet with
law enforcement personnel from several northern Wisconsin jurisdictions, including the
city of Merrill in Lincoln County, and sheriff’s departments from several northern and
north-central counties. He built relationships with these men with the goal of leveraging
their numbers and local expertise, serving as extensions to Green Bay’s limited
resources. He was particularly interested in any information they could provide about the
DC Eagles.

It wasn’t long before those relationships began to pay dividends.

In mid-July, Merrill-based FBI Special Agent Tom Burg noticed a flyer posted in
Appleton advertising a pair of concerts by country singer David Allan Coe. The shows
were scheduled for July 28 at the Outagamie County Fairgrounds in Seymour and July
29 at the Central Wisconsin Fairgrounds in Marshfield. The word was out that proceeds
from the shows would go toward the defense fund for Whiting, Hinton and Stumpner, so
a heavy biker turnout was expected. The concert flyer stated Coe “will be singing and
playing all your favorite bikin’, truckin’ and country tunes.” FBI Special Agent Tom
Aziere spoke with Green Bay investigators a week before the shows about the possibility
that Whiting might be in attendance. Green Bay detectives attended both performances,
but weren’t successful in making any sightings.

A detail that caught Burg’s attention on the concert flyer was the Antigo phone
number listed on the bottom for a promoter named Frank. He found that curious, since
Antigo is located in Langlade County, far to the north of the concert sites.

Agent Burg contacted Langlade County Sheriff’s Department Lt. Ben Baker and
asked the investigator to track down the name behind the phone number. Baker placed a



call to an acquaintance with telephone provider GTE in Madison, but was told it was
against company policy to identify the account holder. This was well before the Internet
age and the possibility of conducting online searches. However, the contact did tell
Baker the number was assigned to a location on County Highway H, about a mile north
of the intersection of Highways C, H and I in southwestern Langlade County. (County
highways in Wisconsin are designated with letters rather than numbers.)

A check of county land records showed the owner of the property was Frank B.
Burns, a biker-connected resident of Trevor in far southeastern Wisconsin. The forty-
acre parcel included eleven acres of forest, five acres of swamp and twenty-four acres of
farmland. Baker used an unmarked car to drive past the location and noted a pickup
parked outside a trailer. The truck was registered to Frank W. “Frog” Seebantz. Law
enforcement was familiar with Seebantz and his association with the DC Eagles, and
they knew about a cabin he owned twelve miles north of that location. However, they
hadn’t been aware he was using a trailer at this new location.

Agent Burg urged Baker to keep police checks of the two Seebantz locations very
low-key. Baker notified his colleagues about the new trailer location on Highway H, and
officers subsequently ran license plates for vehicles they saw parked there during drive-
bys.

Baker quickly became aware that it wasn’t beyond the realm of possibility that
Whiting and the DC Eagles may use this location as a hideout. Although this information
was being kept quiet, even within the department, Baker didn’t want unprepared patrol
officers to stumble upon a dangerous situation. He posted a note on the department’s
bulletin board saying, “If anyone is in this area of the Town of Vilas, be very careful
because there might be some bad bikers there, including Randolph Whiting.”

Green Bay Sgt. Parins made several solo scouting trips to the area during late July
and August, driving past the trailer on more than one occasion after learning from Baker
of its ties to Seebantz. However, he never saw any activity there.

On August 7, Baker called Green Bay to report that Whiting’s sister, Barb
Cichowski, had been observed driving a Gremlin in the area of the Mole Lake Bluegrass
Festival on the northern edge of Langlade County’s border with Forest County. Using an
unmarked squad, officers even let some of the bikers’ vehicles pass them on the road so
they could read the license plate numbers.

Meanwhile, Green Bay Sgt. Stan Keckhaver had purchased some property in
Florence County, in extreme northeastern Wisconsin, and was celebrating the transaction
closing on August 4. He stopped by the Black Bear Inn in the city of Florence and
discussed the search for Whiting with the proprietor, who was an acquaintance. The man
suggested that if Keckhaver could bring in some pictures of the suspect, he’d ask around



to see if anyone could help.

Keckhaver cautioned his friend to show the photos of the long-haired, bearded
suspect only to people he knew well, since he didn’t want to alert the bikers that police
might be increasing their attention in the area. He added that Whiting possessed some
distinguishing physical traits.

“If you look at his eyes and his ears, you’ll never forget him,” Keckhaver said. “His
eyes just take you aback, and his ears stick out a little.”

It wasn’t long before the proprietor had a possible lead for Keckhaver. An older
female customer claimed she had sat next to the person in the photo at a biker bar on the
west end of town. She said the man was clean shaven with jet-black hair, and stood
about five-foot-seven. She added that his eyes and ears matched Keckhaver’s
description.

That was enough for Keckhaver to suggest a road trip might be in order for him and
Parins.

“Jerry,” Keckhaver told Parins, “you’re going to go for a ride.”

Not wanting to draw attention, the men rented an older station wagon from Rent-A-
Wreck and made like they were a pair of fisherman. In actuality, Parins didn’t fish at all,
but Keckhaver did and knew how to play the part. They tossed some coolers in the back,
along with sleeping bags and fishing equipment, and on August 19 headed north to a
friend’s cabin in Florence County. The next morning, the two men set out on a sight-
seeing and listening tour of Florence, Forest and Langlade counties. Parins was at the
wheel while Keckhaver handled the camera duties.

A few weeks earlier, Keckhaver had been assigned the duty of monitoring Hinton
and Cichowski’s home on Fourth Street in Green Bay, and had watched Cichowski move
furniture and other belongings out of the house. That observation would prove
surprisingly useful on this trip.

Keckhaver and Parins stopped in bars throughout the region, listening to the locals’
conversations and occasionally asking if anyone had been in lately who the proprietor
didn’t recognize. They eventually wound their way through the back roads of northern
Wisconsin to southwestern Langlade County. Driving slowly south on Highway H,
Keckhaver sat poised with his camera in the passenger seat as Parins drove past the
Seebantz trailer on the right. The door on the large garage building was open, enabling
the men to a catch a glimpse inside. Keckhaver’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“Jerry, that’s her furniture!” he told his partner, referring to the items he watched
Cichowski move out of the house a few weeks earlier in Green Bay.



As an added bonus, they noticed a man on the front lawn with jet-black hair – an
unnaturally dark shade for a Caucasian. Keckhaver quickly dropped the camera on his
lap to get it out of view. The investigators weren’t positive, but they entertained the
possibility that they had just seen Whiting.

“Could that be him?” Parins mused.

They continued south on Highway H to the nearby intersection and stopping at an
establishment owned by Jim Teal. Teal’s business was a combination tavern and general
store, with a ball diamond across the street and the Vilas Town Hall next door. They
took seats at the bar and Keckhaver casually mentioned to the woman on duty that he
liked to trout fish. He wondered if she knew if there were any trout in the little creek
back up the road.

She didn’t know, but it was enough to start a conversation that quickly turned to the
inhabitants of the trailer.

“They’re kind of strange,” she commented. “I don’t know anything about them, and
they haven’t been there very long.”

An open invitation

Langlade County officers had been keeping an eye on the 12 x 60 trailer ever since
Baker’s discovery at the end of July that Seebantz was using it. Deputy Dave Steger
drove past the place virtually every night the past few weeks without ever seeing a light
on. Steger grew up a couple of miles away and knew the area like the back of his hand.
In fact, one of his friends had been the person who initially put the trailer on the
property.

Steger’s hobby was fixing up cars, so he regularly perused the local shopper’s guide
for cheap vehicles that he could work on and resell. He noticed an item in the August 29
edition of the Antigo Area Shoppers Guide advertising a rummage sale. The ad listed a
set of bunk beds for $70; fancy couch and two chairs for $150; a component stereo with
large speakers for $270; a German .22 automatic pistol for $100; and a 1976 Chevy
Malibu wagon with a bad timing chain, great tires and runs good for $100.

He called the phone number and was told the car was sold, but they still had other
items for sale, including the bunk beds, in which he figured his wife, Sue, might have an
interest. Steger didn’t realize it at the time, but the phone number was the same one that
appeared on the David Allan Coe concert flyer assigned to the trailer on Highway H.

Steger asked for directions to the sale, and immediately a light went on in his head.

“God, that’s the place we’ve been watching!” he thought to himself.



Steger called Baker with an idea: “Hey Ben, that address on H, you want to go take
a look there? They’ve got a rummage sale going on.”

Figuring this was a cheap search warrant if there ever was one, the men made plans
to meet up the next morning. Baker called Lt. Alexander in Green Bay to inform him of
their plans, along with Langlade County Deputy Jesse Sterling, so another local officer
was aware.

Baker arrived at Steger’s home at 10 a.m. on Thursday, August 30, and Steger’s
wife, Sue, asked what they were up to. They mentioned the rummage sale, assuming she
would have little interest, but she caught them off guard by saying she wanted to go
along to check out the bunk beds. They couldn’t talk her out of it, and like any good
detective, Steger wasn’t about to tell his wife what he and his partner were really doing.

Using the Stegers’ beater pickup truck as cover, the threesome set out on what was
shaping up to be a beautiful late-summer morning. Steger had been off work the previous
two days and hadn’t shaved. With his flannel shirt, he fit right into the rural landscape.

As it turned out, Sue Steger’s presence only served to enhance the lawmen’s cover.
She wore her McDonald’s uniform, since she planned to stop off at work after the
rummage sale. She had no idea the trip carried any police purpose whatsoever, much less
one involving a fugitive murder suspect. Baker and Dave Steger had all they could do to
stifle their adrenalin as they made their way west toward the town of Vilas. Their
anticipation rivaled that of a child waiting for Christmas morning to arrive.

The group arrived at the trailer at 10:30 a.m., just as Seebantz was leaving with a
brown briefcase in hand for an appointment in his job as a real estate agent. The trailer
sat slightly left of the driveway, with the garage to the right. A very pregnant woman –
whom they would later learn was Seebantz’s girlfriend, Gerry Behnke – greeted them as
they got out of the truck.

Steger explained that he had called last night about the bunk beds he saw displayed
in the driveway. There were items displayed all about the front yard. Many appeared to
be almost new, and there were multiples of some items such as wheelbarrows and
shovels. That struck Steger as odd, and he figured some of the items probably were
stolen merchandise.





“How do you hook this up?” Baker asked, pretending to show interest in a car tape
player. “I’ve never had good luck with electrical items that I buy at sales like these.”

“The guy inside will help you with that,” Behnke responded, adding that there was
furniture for sale inside the trailer.

As they walked inside, a woman they would later learn was Vicky Chamberlain left
the living room area and walked to the south (left) end of the trailer, where they could no
longer see her. A small partition immediately inside the door separated a small
kitchenette and dining room on the left from the living room on the right, which was
crowded with an old cedar trunk, couches and chairs. A corridor to the left led to the
bathroom and two bedrooms.

Baker and Dave Steger observed a short, thin male sitting in the living room on the
right side of a couch. He wore a dark t-shirt, jeans and blue thongs on his feet. The man’s
hair was unnaturally black – as if he used shoe polish to color it – which fit the
description Parins had provided for Whiting. Baker also noticed the man had a large
tattoo of an eagle and a snake on his right arm, a tooth missing out of the left side of his
mouth, and unusual eyes.

Baker’s heart jumped as he realized the man in front of him most likely was
Randolph “Gargoyle” Whiting.

“It’s him!” he thought, fighting to maintain his cool.

Sue Steger unknowingly plopped down on the couch next to Whiting, while her
husband and Baker sat in the nearby chairs and pretended to check out the fabric.

“She’s going to kill me when she finds out,” Steger thought as he watched his wife
interact with Whiting.

Steger and Baker knew they had hit the jackpot, but they needed to get Sue out of
the trailer and be discrete about it.

Before they could make their next move, however, Behnke took a pistol out of a
holster hanging from the front door and handed it to Dave Steger, telling him it was for
sale. The deputy pulled out the ammunition clip and saw that it was empty, but he
couldn’t get the gun’s breech to open. Whiting got up off the couch and reached for the
pistol. The unarmed lawmen froze, thinking Whiting might be on to them.







“No, it was broke before,” Whiting assured him.

Baker held the housing as Whiting attempted to shove the tape inside by hand. This
proved successful for a time, but the tape became crimped and they had to stop. The
incident offered Baker the opportunity to get a close look at the man’s tattoo, face and
hair. He was now convinced this was Whiting standing in front of him.

Whiting told Baker it would take only a few minutes for him to hook up the car
stereo if he wanted to buy it. Baker said they could take care of that later if they came
back for the bunk beds, adding that his friend needed to measure a bedroom first to see if
they would fit.

 “We have to get you to work by noon,” Dave Steger told his wife. “I’ll come back
later to get the bunk beds.”

Steger also inquired about a shop vacuum cleaner priced for $40. He asked Behnke
if they would be willing to go lower, and she went into the trailer to discuss it with
Whiting. After several minutes, she came back outside and said they needed to stick with
the $40 price. Steger said he’d consider it if they came back later. He told Behnke he
would bring back a larger truck to transport the beds and couch if they decided to buy
them, but that she shouldn’t hold them. She said they weren’t going to hold anything.

With that, the group piled into the pickup and began backing out of the driveway.
Baker was like an overfilled balloon ready to burst. As soon as they were out of earshot
of the trailer, he looked across Sue Steger toward Dave and let out an enthusiastic, “He’s
there!”

“Who’s there?” Sue demanded.

“Gargoyle!” Baker replied. “That’s the guy that killed a girl in Green Bay!”

She initially thought the man they were referring to was Seebantz, the man who was
leaving as they pulled in. When they informed her that the suspect was actually the man
she had been sitting next to on the couch, she was not amused.

“You let me sit next to a murderer?” she yelled, continuing to give the men an
earful for the next few minutes as they drove back to Teal’s.

Dave Steger pulled the truck into the town hall parking lot at the corner, putting
them in position to keep an eye on anybody going in or out of the trailer property back
up Highway H. Baker went inside Teal’s and told the bartender on duty that he was
commandeering the tavern for the next few hours. He asked to use the phone behind the
bar and called dispatch with the warning that nothing he was about to say should go out
over the department’s radio system.



He first spoke with Langlade County Deputy Sterling, instructing him to drive to
Boyle’s Bar, not far from their location, and bring the unmarked squad parked there to
Teal’s. Sterling was the only squad on duty in all of Langlade County. Baker also
requested the phone number for the Green Bay Police Department, because they had
Randolph Whiting spotted and needed to make a move.

Baker then got Langlade County Sheriff Jack Hoffman on the phone and informed
him that he and Steger had completed an undercover operation in which they had
Whiting spotted near Teal’s. Hoffman said he would get in touch with Chief Deputy
Larry Shadick, who was off duty, and send him to Teal’s. Baker also requested
additional personnel be dispatched from surrounding jurisdictions to their position, and
arrest warrants for Frank Seebantz, Whiting and two Jane Does.

Baker next called the Green Bay Police Department and spoke with Langan, who
by this time had been promoted to captain, to see if his department wanted to send some
people. Langan said they would and quickly jotted down Baker’s directions to Teal’s. He
then immediately placed calls to Alexander, Hinz and Parins.

Parins, whose father had died two years earlier after a long illness, had his hands
full that morning. His mother was battling cancer and in failing health, and he and his
wife, Sandy, had just picked her up from the hospital and brought her to their home. An
hour after they got her settled, Langan called.

“Jerry, I think we’ve got your man,” Langan said.

It was the moment Parins and his colleagues had been working toward for the past
eight months. The four Green Bay officers drove in an unmarked squad car, dashing
west at a high rate of speed on two-lane Highway 29 before turning north toward Antigo
on Highway 45. Despite the fact they ran with red lights, a State Patrol officer pulled
them over for speeding through Shawano County. The officer checked out the impatient
occupants before allowing them to continue their ninety-mile trip.

Meanwhile, Langlade County requested assistance from neighboring jurisdictions in
sealing off the area. Oneida County sent five officers and Lincoln County four, and
Langlade County and the city of Antigo pulled in as many of their own as they could
spare. All told, there were almost twenty law enforcement personnel on hand.

With Teal’s in place as the command post, officers moved to secure the north
approach to the trailer on Highway H as well as the south approach at Teal’s. Traffic
coming to the rummage sale and a school bus were turned away, and police cut off
phone service to the trailer. This was well before the days of cellular phone or Internet
service, meaning no one could get word to the occupants of the trailer as to what was
transpiring around them.



The Green Bay contingent arrived at 1:30 p.m., even beating some of the local men
to the scene. They met in the Teal’s command post with Langlade County’s Deputy
Baker, Chief Deputy Shadick, Sheriff Hoffman and officers from other departments.

“Weren’t you one of the fishermen in here a week ago?” the bartender asked Parins.

Shadick was in charge of the operation, but some political hurdles still needed to be
navigated. A call was placed to the Green Bay SWAT team, but it was determined that
regulations prevented it from operating that far outside of its home area. Eventually, a
SWAT unit from Portage County in central Wisconsin was summoned, but it was too far
away and too much time had now elapsed for it to arrive in time.

In the meantime, officers from the various jurisdictions quietly began surrounding
the trailer. Baker had detailed maps of the area already prepared, along with photos
showing the surrounding terrain and concealment routes those on foot could take to the
trailer.

Steger positioned himself among the mosquitoes in the trees and brush across the
road from the driveway. Several officers, armed with rifles and camouflaged with face
paint, crawled on their bellies to take up positions in the tall grass behind the buildings.
The command post team waited for Langlade County Deputy Dennis Lutzow to arrive,
since he was the only officer in uniform and was driving the only marked squad. He
finally arrived with Langlade County District Attorney Phil Freeburg. The mood was
tense as the clock reached 2:30 p.m.

The plan called for the marked squad to slowly drive in front of the trailer while a
phone call was placed to the occupants, informing them they were surrounded and to
come out. However, three events happened in succession to complicate the plan.

First, the phone line was reactivated as planned at 2:40 p.m., but a busy signal
sounded every time officers attempted to call, keeping them from contacting the trailer’s
inhabitants.

Second, Seebantz attempted to return to the trailer at 3:28 p.m. and was detained at
the north road block. He was advised of his rights by Investigator Raymond Zastrow of
the Oneida County Sheriff’s Department, and he verified for officers that Whiting was,
in fact, at the trailer. He asked that he be allowed to call the trailer and have Whiting
come out. Officers took him to the Teal’s command post and held him in reserve in case
the arrest team wanted to use that option.

Police now knew for sure they had their man within reach. Their objective was to
make the capture without any injuries to the occupants of the trailer or law enforcement
personnel. The long wait was almost over.



Shortly after 3:45 p.m., the final unplanned event quickly set the arrest in motion.
Behnke walked down the driveway toward the mailbox on the road’s edge. She looked to
her right and saw squad cars near Teal’s intersection, looked left and saw more squads to
the north. She ran back toward the trailer in a panic.

“We’re surrounded!” she yelled, waving her arms in the air as she struggled to
move quickly despite her advanced pregnancy.

As soon as Behnke went through the front door, Whiting bolted out the back door,
followed closely by Chamberlain and Behnke. They stopped in their tracks when officers
stood up and pointed their weapons. The women went back inside while Whiting dove
underneath the trailer skirting.

Squads quickly closed in from both directions, with Green Bay’s Alexander and
Parins approaching from the south in a car with Langlade County’s Shadick and Baker.
An officer yelled for the Langlade County K-9 officer to bring her dog from a secondary
vehicle, and the aroused animal let out a bark. That was all Whiting needed to hear, as he
ran around the south end of the trailer toward the front, only to see the collection of
officers waiting for him there. He immediately laid face-down with his hands up.
Langlade Deputy Lutzow kneeled on Whiting’s back to make sure he stayed put while
Baker applied the handcuffs.

Shadick used a loudspeaker to order the remaining occupants out with their hands
up. Behnke came out the front door and was taken into custody in the driveway. Baker
removed a buck-type knife from Whiting’s belt, and then requested that he tell everyone
else in the trailer to come out. The last thing police wanted was for someone to get hurt
unnecessarily.

“Everyone come out!” Whiting yelled toward the trailer.

Chamberlain came out from behind the trailer and was taken into custody in the
front yard, but officers still treated the trailer with suspicion in case there were more
people inside. Antigo Police Officer Ken Hardin eventually came through from the back
door and cleared the trailer.

It was all over in a matter of minutes, and police units were notified that all three
subjects were in custody at 3:54 p.m. Whiting was escorted to a Langlade County squad
car, where Parins was waiting.

“Are you Randy Whiting,” Parins asked.

“Yes,” Whiting replied.

Parins placed Whiting under arrest and read him his Miranda rights. Officers



performed a more thorough search and removed a number of items from Whiting’s
possession, including a red Swiss Army knife, two sets of keys, a comb, a Harley-
Davidson metal emblem, and a brown leather belt with an eagle on the buckle. He also
carried a driver’s license listing a Scott F. Kostuch of Brown Deer, Wisconsin.

Officers placed Whiting in the back seat of a squad behind a metal cage, and
Lutzow, Parins and a uniformed officer drove back to the command post at Teal’s. Green
Bay Lt. Hinz climbed into the back seat and sat next to Whiting as a caravan of law
enforcement vehicles headed to the Langlade County Sheriff’s Department in Antigo
while a news helicopter followed overhead.

As the first group started off toward Antigo, Green Bay’s Langan and Alexander
remained on the scene with Langlade County officers to secure the trailer and wait for a
search warrant to arrive. They placed Seebantz (age thirty-two), Behnke (age twenty-six)
and Chamberlain (age twenty-seven) under arrest. The search warrant finally arrived at
5:16 p.m. A red Gremlin was parked behind the trailer titled to a Pamela J. Lemirande of
De Pere. A driver’s license with the same name was found in a bedroom, this time listing
her address as Oconto.

Officers found an invoice from a NAPA auto parts store in Bloomington, Illinois,
signed by a Scott Van Laneen, which was likely a Whiting alias. Nearby was an
Alabama identification card with Whiting’s photo, but listed as Scott R. Van Laneen of
Birmingham, Alabama. In a purse next to the bed was a 1984 itinerary for the Link
Shows traveling carnival. Along with the itinerary were photo identification cards
showing Whiting and Chamberlain, but under the names Scott and Pam Van Laneen.

Whiting was talkative on the drive to Antigo, covering topics ranging from
motorcycles to events of the past eight months. Even though the formal questioning had
not yet begun, Hinz was already maneuvering to get Whiting more comfortable talking
to him. Hinz knew that people have a tendency to tell a consistent story when the truth is
involved, but a skilled interrogator can extract bits of information that don’t add up over
time when lies are involved.

Upon arrival at the Langlade County Sheriff’s Department, Whiting was placed in
an upstairs interview room across the hall from Baker’s office. He used Baker’s phone to
call his father and inform him about his capture before it made the news. He also half-
jokingly asked Baker if he was still interested in buying the bunk beds.

Parins and Hinz were careful to follow protocol, reading Whiting his rights for a
second time at 4:30 p.m. Whiting said he understood his rights and was ready to talk,
although he asked the detectives not to write anything down just yet. He waived his right
to an attorney, but mentioned he planned to retain Mary Lou Robinson because she had
experience. He liked Art Schuh, as he rode with the DC Eagles and didn’t ask for a



retainer, but Whiting didn’t think he had enough experience to do a real good job with
his case.

He was happy nothing bad happened during his capture, because he didn’t trust the
cops. The questioning took on a calm, conversational tone as Hinz and Parins attempted
to put Whiting more at ease and potentially into a sense of complacency. Hinz had
primary responsibility for the questioning.

Whiting began by saying he had planned to turn himself in the following Tuesday,
but he first wanted to spend some time with Vicky. He claimed to have never left
Wisconsin, adding that a letter sent to his mother was driven by a friend from Milwaukee
to Chicago for the Illinois postmark. He talked about his change in appearance, saying he
lost a lot of weight, dyed his hair black and removed a piece of bridge work for a front
tooth he had lost in the fourth grade, all to alter his appearance. He was now twenty-four
years old, stood five-foot-eight and weighed 155 pounds.

Going back to the night of the murder, Whiting related a story that began with him
heading out to party with fellow DC Eagles A.D. (Hinton) and Bobber (Stumpner). He
said it was their day to get away from their women and get lucky. He drank all day –
mainly beer and a couple of shots – smoked a few marijuana joints and ate only potato
chips. He denied killing Margaret Anderson, claiming he only learned of her murder
three days later.

“If I had killed the woman the way they say, nobody could forget that,” Whiting
stated. “That’s why I’m innocent.”

He said the cops could run all the tests they wanted on his knife, but they wouldn’t
find anything because he didn’t kill Margaret. He claimed to have owned the buck-type
knife that officers removed from him during the capture for at least three years. He had
received it as a gift and always carried it on him.

Whiting said he remembered little about what happened at bar closing the night of
the murder, other than getting into a car with a bunch of people. He remembered being in
the back seat of a car with Bobber and being really tired, even leaning on Bobber’s
shoulder. He said he didn’t recall going for any ride, and the next thing he remembered
was being dropped off at his home on Christiana Street and staggering up the stairs.

Almost ninety minutes into the interview, Whiting made the remark that he couldn’t
have done anything about Margaret’s death. For Hinz, that statement opened the door for
some direct questions.

“Why didn’t you stop it?”

“Maybe I couldn’t,” Whiting replied. “I might have put my life on the line.”



Later on, Hinz circled back and pressed further.

“Did you talk to the guy who did it?”

“I might have, yes.”

“What did you say?”

“I got my point across.”

Whiting wouldn’t reveal the identity of that person.

Whiting told the detectives he took off after hearing about the murder because he
didn’t want to get blamed for something someone else did. He said he took an oath to
himself as a boy that he would never tell on anyone, adding that if he had to go to prison
for something he didn’t do, he would rather than “nark” on someone.

“I would die if Wisconsin had the death penalty before narking on someone,” he
stated.

Whiting continued to claim he was too drunk to remember any details of the night
in question, and Hinz was struck by how cold and unemotional the suspect appeared to
be. Whiting did admit that he went along with Lukensmeyer and Hinton the next day
when they changed the tires on Lukensmeyer’s girlfriend’s car (the Gran Torino). He
added that he didn’t like to work and talked to a guy running a machine in the garage
while Shotgun (Lukensmeyer) and A.D. (Hinton) worked on the tires.

Whiting said he and Bobber – whom he referred to as Todd Stumpner – thought it
would be better to split up and make it harder to be caught. He denied talking to any
family members while he was on the run.

The interview concluded at 8 p.m., and by that time word had hit the media that
Whiting – the now-famous Gargoyle – was in custody. The Green Bay detectives
followed a Brown County Sheriff’s Department squad carrying Whiting back to Green
Bay as darkness fell on an emotionally draining day.

The men finally allowed themselves their first deep breaths. It was a high-five
moment for them, since all of their hard work and persistence had finally paid off. They
felt a sense of accomplishment for their own efforts, and were even more pleased to
make this capture for Margaret and her family. Homicide investigators believe they
represent the victim and work for God.

But they weren’t out of the woods yet. The long road to convictions would extend
the lifespan of this case, and they still had yet to find Stumpner.



Chapter 6
Pointing the finger

It was an extremely busy year for Peter Naze and his district attorney’s office
colleagues in 1984. Two other high-profile murder cases also were up for trial, while
Naze and Assistant District Attorney Tim Pedretti continued to immerse themselves in
the Margaret Anderson case.

The wall of silence exhibited by the biker community surrounding the Anderson
case was frustrating, but not unexpected. The attorneys had attended a continuing
education session offered by the Attorney General’s office three years earlier in which
the Milwaukee Police Department gave a presentation on dangerous gangs, which helped
prepare them for the behavior they were witnessing now.

A great deal of physical evidence was present to confirm a crime had occurred.
However, prosecutors were left with a black hole where witness accounts normally
would tie details together. Unlike many crimes, there were no independent witnesses
other than the people who were in the Back Forty before the bar closed, and most of
them also had ties to the motorcycle clubs.

Naze had developed the January 1, 1984, immunity agreement with Lukensmeyer
so it would backfire on the bar owner if he changed his story. Naze was leery about what
Lukensmeyer had to say, since he understandably would be looking out for his own hide.
Lukensmeyer was more afraid of the DC Eagles than he was of the district attorney.

Naze was tempted to charge Lukensmeyer and Hinton with sexual assault and/or
battery earlier in the year, but held off because he realized they likely would clam up and
provide no further assistance – however limited it might be. Hinton had volunteered to
take a lie detector test during the spring, which was administered by Hinz. The session
didn’t provide any earthshaking admissions and wouldn’t have been admissible in court
anyway, but it did help tie Hinton to Whiting enough that Naze knew he could circle
back later to charge him. Whiting was the primary target at this point, and Naze wanted
as many of his partners in crime as possible available to testify at trial.

Whiting’s initial appearance was held before Judge Charles Kuehn on Friday,
August 31, the day after the dramatic capture in Langlade County. Whiting’s father,
Edgar, made a brief appearance for the State and identified the defendant, who stood
mute, as his son. The charge listed in the information was first-degree murder with a
sentence of life imprisonment. Kuehn set a cash bond of $150,000, and Whiting was
formally booked into the Brown County Jail at 2:09 p.m. that afternoon.

The preliminary hearing took place September 7 in front of Judge John C. Jaekels.



The purpose of a preliminary hearing is to determine if enough evidence exists to move
the case on to trial. Officer Bill Resch took the stand first and described the scene on
Lime Kiln Road when he and his partner arrived to find Margaret still alive, but mortally
wounded. Deputy Coroner Genie Williams and Officer Don Chic briefly described their
roles in securing Margaret’s body back to St. Vincent Hospital, and Dr. Darrell Skarphol
provided a description of her injuries from the autopsy.

Lukensmeyer then took the stand, with Naze conducting the direct examination.
The Back Forty’s owner testified that A.D. (Hinton), Bobber (Stumpner) and Gargoyle
(Whiting) were the first customers in his bar the afternoon of December 26, 1983, and
that they had been in the bar frequently prior to that. When Naze asked him if Gargoyle
was in the courtroom, he replied, “I don’t see anybody that looks like him.” He added
that Gargoyle had long blond hair and a beard when he last saw him.

Lukensmeyer said he knew Margaret Anderson through her ex-husband, Bob
Anderson, who was a friend of his, and that she came into the bar between 10:30 and 11
p.m. with Weasel (Terry Apfel). He testified that he went to his car at closing time and
passed out in the driver’s seat. He woke up later to find A.D., Gargoyle and Margaret
standing outside his car. He didn’t remember for sure if Bobber was there. He said Mark
(Hinton) asked for a ride, and all four people – including Bobber – got into the 1974
Gran Torino, which was actually his girlfriend’s car. He proceeded to drive down Main
Street toward Lime Kiln Road and Packerland Packing.

“I don’t remember why I went that way. I was probably told,” he said. “I turned into
an access off to our left, where they unload manure out of semitrailers. I think somebody
told me to turn in there, if I remember correctly. I think Mark did, if I remember
correctly. I was getting directions from everybody.”

Lukensmeyer said A.D. got out of the car to let Gargoyle and Margaret out of the
back seat, then got back in. He pulled the car forward up to the opening of the driveway
and waited ten or fifteen minutes for Gargoyle to return.

“Did you see Margaret Anderson after she got out of the car?” Naze asked.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Did Gargoyle say anything when he got back in the car?”

“No, there was nothing said.”

Lukensmeyer said he dropped off his three passengers at Hinton’s house and drove
home. On Wednesday, December 28, Hinton called to get help with the red Ford Pinto.
Lukensmeyer used the Gran Torino to pick up Hinton and Gargoyle, and they drove to
Chicago Brake Beam, his brother’s place of employment in Ashwaubenon. They







but the bar was missing a cue stick. Police had shown him a photo of a cue stick that was
similar, but he couldn’t say positively whether it was or wasn’t from his bar.

Hinton was next on the stand. He described leaving the Pinto station wagon outside
of Rev’s Brass Rail on Broadway because it wouldn’t start, and how his group ended up
at the Back Forty. He then played the alcohol card, saying, “It was all hazy. I was pretty
well wasted out of my gourd.”

Hinton said he’d known Whiting and Stumpner for a few years and went out with
them as often as anyone.

“I don’t go out that often,” he said.

Naze had heard enough. He had the Court declare Hinton a hostile witness and
proceeded to question him about his statement to Green Bay Police the previous spring.
Hinton quickly invoked his Fifth Amendment rights and refused to answer almost every
question put to him.

Naze showed him a ten-page document marked State’s Exhibit #4, dated May 3,
1984. Judge Jaekels instructed Hinton to answer Naze’s questions pertaining to the
statement, but Hinton absolutely did not want to do it. He had hoped he could back off of
these statements, and Naze wasn’t about to let him off the hook.

“I am not saying nothing,” Hinton told the judge.

Naze began reading from the May 3 statement, which quoted Hinton’s description
of the events in the Back Forty prior to closing time:

“All the old ladies were sitting on one side of the bar, probably four or five of them.
Anderson was sitting on the opposite side of the bar as the old ladies, and several of
them came over to Anderson’s side of the bar and jumped on her. There were three or
four at least on Anderson punching, kicking, scratching, pulling Anderson’s hair. While
Anderson was on the floor, someone hit Anderson with a bar stool.

“The guys jumped in and finally stopped the fight. When the fight was stopped,
Anderson was on the floor, bleeding real good…. Anderson got up, went to the
bathroom. It seemed like it was going to start again, so some guys were telling Weasel to
get her out of there.”

Hinton then went outside, according to his statement.

“About this time, I saw Weasel’s car was still there about twenty to thirty feet from
us. I heard them yelling, then they got out of the car. Weasel started putting the boots to
Anderson while she was on the ground. Weasel was yelling at Anderson. Then he waved



his hands and said, ‘You guys can have her, I’m through with her.’ ”

Hinton told police he dragged Margaret out of the alley as she was “crying and
blubbering.”

“Shotgun opened the side door to his bar back up and we all went inside the Back
Forty,” the statement concluded.

Hinton was not about to own up to his own statements, telling the Court: “It’s just a
stupid statement that I don’t even know I was in the right frame of mind when I gave it.”

“We are not concerned about that,” Judge Jaekels said.

“I am,” Hinton replied.

“Somebody is going to be in jail until they start answering these questions if that’s
what it takes,” Jaekels stated. “I hate to do that.”

Attorney Art Schuh then requested a recess to confer with his client. When court
resumed, Naze continued reading from the May 3 statement, which Hinton knew would
paint an incriminating picture for his girlfriend’s brother and fellow DC Eagle, Randy
Whiting. The story Hinton told police had him asleep on the bar after the group took
Margaret back inside. He said Gargoyle or Bobber woke him up later on, and all five of
them got into Shotgun’s car.

“We drove around for a while and I puked,” he said. “I remember suggesting we
take Anderson to the hospital because she was so beat up and bleeding on her face.”

Hinton said Gargoyle got out of the car with Margaret at the manure pit for what
seemed like only a minute, then got back in the car by himself. Cichowski came home
from beauty school the next day and said something to the effect of, “Did you hear about
the girl who got killed?”

The statement said a group that included Hinton and Gargoyle went to Milwaukee
to visit a friend in the days after the incident. Hinton returned to Green Bay to see his PO
(parole officer), while Gargoyle left from Milwaukee with his girlfriend to go to
Wausau. That was the last time he saw him.

Robinson began her cross-examination by asking Hinton if he had any independent
recollection of the events from the evening of December 26, 1983.

“No. No,” he said, shaking his head. “This is – a lot of this is news to me.”

“What does ‘putting the boots’ to someone mean to you?” she asked.



“It means he (Weasel) was kicking the shit out of her,” Hinton replied.

Hinton continued to claim he was too drunk and high to remember much of what
happened that night, and that he didn’t remember most of the statements attributed to
him in the May 3 police statement. All he knew for sure was that he got out of jail after
giving that statement, and at one point he was threatened with a murder charge.

“And you knew in May that it would be helpful to you to point the finger at
somebody; isn’t that true?” Robinson asked.

“Yes.”

“So, you pointed the finger at Randy Whiting; isn’t that right?”

“If I did, it was unintentionally.”

The convoluted testimony from Lukensmeyer and Hinton was exactly what
Robinson had hoped for. She then asked the Court to dismiss the charges against her
client.

“The State has come in with proof of a dead person and some circumstances set out
by Mr. Lukensmeyer that are contradicted in virtually every fashion by Mr. Hinton, that
is, by Mr. Hinton’s May third statement. … (Lukensmeyer) emerges here as the State’s
star witness with what would appear to be blood all over his hands. He doesn’t recall
much. … There seems to be some vague attempt by Lukensmeyer and Hinton both to
direct interest and concern away from themselves. They have apparently both had a
rapport with the police department. They both appear to be dishonest and selective in
their memory. … Under all of the circumstances brought here today and the evidence or
lack of evidence brought here today, I would move the Court to dismiss the charges
against Randy Whiting.”

Jaekels, however, wasn’t buying it.

“While all of that might be extremely persuasive as far as a jury is concerned, I fail
to see where there is any evidence at all or anything presented to this Court that would
suggest that the charges being brought against this defendant are either malicious,
capricious or arbitrary, but in truth. And considering all of the evidence at this
preliminary examination, this Court will find probable cause to believe that this
defendant is guilty of having committed a felony. He is bound over for arraignment.”

Whiting entered a plea of not guilty a week later during his arraignment before
Judge Richard G. Greenwood.

On September 27, Whiting requested a meeting with Parins at the Brown County



Jail. The two talked for almost an hour, during which Whiting asked the detective about
getting some of his personal items back. He mentioned that anything Hinton told police
was said merely to get out of jail.

“There are things I can’t talk to you about,” Whiting said. “Let’s not get into it.”

The courtroom showdown

The long march through motions hearings leading up to the trial began November
16, 1984. Judge Greenwood asked Whiting if he had voluntarily made his oral
statements to Parins and Hinz, and was assured that he did.

Whiting also requested permission to marry Chamberlain. The civil service was
held November 30 in the county jail with no guests allowed. It was a move ordered by
DC Eagles leadership to limit how much Chamberlain would be asked to testify.

Detectives continued to use the months leading up to the trial to accumulate every
additional piece of information possible. In December, Carol Kruse (the wife of
Lukensmeyer’s friend, Wayne Kruse) told Rogalski that her husband and Lukensmeyer
went out to purchase a new cue ball the day after the murder to replace the one lodged
inside Margaret. Carol overheard Lukensmeyer say the men held Margaret down and
jumped on her stomach in an attempt to get the cue ball out of her. She added that
Lukensmeyer stated he would never testify in court against Whiting, and when the case
came up for trial he planned to leave the area.

Carol told the detective that Lukensmeyer has lost his job and his girlfriend, and
was drinking a lot. She also commented that she was divorcing Wayne and was afraid of
him.

Vicky (Chamberlain) Whiting came into the police station December 14 to discuss
the death of Randy’s mother, Rosemary Curry, in a fire. She said the family thought the
fire was suspicious and wondered if Rosemary was the target of a hit man. Rosemary’s,
husband, Harry, had also died shortly after Randy’s capture from what appeared to be a
heart attack.

On January 7, 1985, Parins spoke with Lola Copple by phone, and Margaret’s
sister-in-law related the story about the safety deposit box key given by Margaret to her
niece. Copple was told the box contained the deed to the house in Green Bay, insurance
papers and tax papers from her employment with JJ Security.

Parins then placed a call to Bobby Anderson, who said the box was at Peoples
Marine Bank. He also told the detective that his mother had a nervous breakdown in
1978 after the divorce.



Wayne Kruse met with Rogalski and Parins January 28 at his home. He told the
detectives that Lukensmeyer had described to him how the four suspects were standing
around Margaret, requesting oral sex, when she kicked one of them in the groin.

The tenacity with which the detectives kept working the case was helpful for the
prosecuting team, but Naze finally told them enough was enough. The shear volume of
physical evidence created a tremendous amount of pre-trial work for Naze and his team,
and a January 7, 1985, hearing hit on the fact the State Crime Lab was still muddling
through its backlog of work to complete its portion of the case preparation. A further
hearing was scheduled for February 15.

The amount of evidence was something of an advantage in the preparation phase for
the prosecutor, as the defense team couldn’t know which items they should prepare for.
In sorting through which items were worthy of use in the trial, Naze and Pedretti were
careful not to cross the line between helping the jury understand the case and boring
them to death. As it was, it would take most of an excruciating day of testimony to
clarify the chain of evidence.

By the time the case was ready for trial, close to three hundred pieces of evidence
filled a room at the police department. It took defense teams two days to go through it
during the discovery phase prior to the trial.

A February 15 motions hearing before Judge Alexander R. Grant covered the
question of moving the trial because of the intense pre-trial publicity. Naze was well
aware the case was one of the biggest in Green Bay history, and told the judge he
wouldn’t oppose moving the trial.
“I am aware of the nature and extent of the publicity surrounding this case,” Naze said.
“I think it is fair to say that it has been massive, but that’s true in many cases where there
is a charge of first-degree murder, and the State ordinarily opposes such motions. But in
this case it’s gone beyond that, and I think clearly the publicity has been inflammatory as
well as massive. I think it is intended to influence public opinion against the defendant
for reasons outside the very nature of the facts involved in the case.”

Grant was convinced that justice would be just as well served by importing a jury
from outside the area than by moving the entire proceeding.

“I plan to have it in this courtroom,” he told the attorneys. “There will be an area
reserved for the media as such, but we are going to follow the rules exactly as they are
listed in Supreme Court Rule Chapter 61. This is not going to be like going to the zoo,
and if there is anybody in the audience or any press that doesn’t follow the Court’s
orders, they will be barred from the courtroom.”

Wisconsin Supreme Court Rule Chapter 61 specifies the conditions by which trial



coverage may be conducted by electronic media and still photographers.

Grant set the trial date for March 11, 1985, to begin with jury selection, and the
final conference with attorneys for March 1. Grant also approved a request by local cable
provider Cablevision to broadcast the trial proceedings on a tape-delayed basis, a rarity
for the time. The station originally planned to show tapes as the trial progressed, but
agreed to delay them until after the verdict because attorneys feared witnesses who
would be testifying would watch the coverage.

Jury selection – Monday, March 11, 1985

Jury selection took place in Port Washington, the county seat of Ozaukee County
(immediately north of Milwaukee). Grant struck a homespun tone as he addressed the
room filled with prospective jurors, giving them a rundown of what they could expect.
He told them they would be sequestered in the Downtowner Motel in Green Bay,
describing it as one of the nicer places in town.

“I would suggest that those of you that are selected, that you bring along your
swimsuits because during the course of the week anyway, you will be permitted to use
the pool there,” he said.

Grant went on to say that jurors would not be allowed to read the Green Bay
newspapers during the trial, and even the Milwaukee papers would be censored by the
bailiffs. Phone calls would be monitored by a bailiff, and they could only watch TV in
the bailiff’s room to ensure they didn’t watch any news accounts of the proceedings.
Those selected would have three hours to arrange their affairs and return to the
courthouse for the bus ride to Green Bay.

“If I were you, I would probably pack for two weeks,” Grant said. “I would
admonish you not to talk to each other about the case during the trial or at any other time
until the case is submitted to the jury at the end of the case for deliberations.”

About forty witnesses will be called during the course of the trial, he added, and
note taking will not be permitted as it opens up security concerns.

Naze then addressed the prospective jurors, describing how the DC Eagles and the
Drifters motorcycle clubs would be central to the case. He also began laying the
groundwork for the prosecution’s objective:

“Premeditation is a term that is used in some other states. It means planning the act
for some time ahead. That is not a part of Wisconsin law, so if you do have that in your
head through television or whatever, I’d ask that you disregard it. Wisconsin uses the
concept of intent, which is simply the mental purpose to take human life, and that may
be formed any time up to the instant before the fatal act.”



Naze and Attorney Robinson asked potential jurors their opinions about a variety of
issues that could cloud their objectivity, including their views on motorcycle clubs;
members taking oaths of loyalty; taverns and drinking; marijuana use; and even tequila,
which would come up at trial as one of the alcoholic beverages Margaret consumed the
night of the murder.

“It’s gross, isn’t it?” Robinson asked the jurors. “There’s a worm in the bottle.”

“I might add that the Court wasn’t aware of that,” Grant said. “I’ve learned
something right now.”

Robinson also began laying the foundation of the defense case, asking jurors to see
through the reprehensible behavior they would hear about during testimony to arrive at a
fair verdict.

“We have got a long string of, I guess we could characterize as not very nice
people,” she said. “But out of that we are asking you as jurors to try to make some
reason, some sense, some search for the truth out of what may be emotional, sensational
and disorganized testimony from people largely who do not want to cooperate.”

Grant, not quite comfortable with dealing with a female attorney, asked Robinson if
he could address her as “Miss.”

“I like that,” she said.

“You like ‘Miss?’ ”

“That’s fine.”

“Bless your heart, because I have trouble remembering Ms. sometimes.”

“I don’t like that,” she told the judge.

The attorneys then began voir dire proceedings, which is a preliminary examination
of prospective jurors under oath to determine their competence or suitability for this
particular case. Once the final selections were made, Grant excused the group to go
home and pack their bags while he and the attorneys got through additional motions.

Robinson immediately attacked the State’s use of Lukensmeyer as a potential
witness, complaining that the deal he struck with prosecutors early in the investigation
tainted his credibility. She argued that he should have already been charged in
connection to the crime.

“I am going to show that they had physical evidence at the time they made the deal



with him that established that the guy was already up to his ears in alligators, and the
State never did charge him, and each time the State went back at him and squeezed him a
little harder, he came out with a little more, but it was all, every bit of it, self-serving.

“Everything he ever said was to protect Mark Lukensmeyer and to dump on Randy
Whiting, and yet so as not to spoil the only thing they apparently had going for them,
which was targeting Randy Whiting, they never charged Mark Lukensmeyer. And Mark
Lukensmeyer, up to this moment and through the trial of Randy Whiting, I think I can
demonstrate believes so long as he plays ball with the State, so long as he tells his little
tale of woe consistent with hanging this whole mess on Randy Whiting, his whole parade
about sleeping in the automobile and how his friends woke him up and wanted him to
give a ride and all this, ‘Gee, I didn’t think anything of it,’ and this whole incredible
story, that was part of the deal he made with the State, was going to be that he would tell
the truth.

“They knew he never told the truth. He hasn’t told the truth. …. I think that it’s
critical to his bias and his motive and his prejudice in this case to establish that in spite
of the fact that he has not been cooperative, in spite of the fact that he went around
hiding evidence, in spite of the fact that he has done a number of things to cover up his
crime, the State has not charged him with anything.”

Grant asked Naze when he had informed Lukensmeyer that he was not going to be
granted immunity.

“That would have been in April of 1984 approximately,” the district attorney
responded. “Right after we conducted the John Doe, we informed him that we had
developed additional information which indicated he had not lived up to the terms of that
agreement.”

Robinson asked for and received permission from Grant to question Lukensmeyer
about that deal at trial.

The jurors returned to the Ozaukee County Courthouse at 7:45 p.m. and were sworn
in. A parade of vehicles and buses then made their way north on Interstate 43, but it
wasn’t long before a severe late-winter snowstorm enveloped the caravan. A drive that
typically takes an hour and forty minutes turned into a three-hour marathon as the storm
forced drivers to creep along at 25 mph. Jury members wondered if they should even be
on the road in such dangerous conditions, and questioned at times if they were even
going to make it to Green Bay.

They finally arrived a little after 11 p.m. and retired to their rooms, anxious about
what the next days would bring.

Testimony begins – March 12, 1985



The first day of testimony brought a standing room-only crowd and a horde of
media representatives to Judge Grant’s courtroom in the Brown County Courthouse.
Police officers manned the doors to check for weapons, and tensions were high as more
than a year’s worth of emotions simmered just beneath the surface. Grant welcomed the
jury and put forth some general instructions for them to keep in mind.

“Perhaps the most important function that you have is determining the credibility or
believability of a witness,” he said. “Remember that beyond a reasonable doubt does not
mean beyond all possible doubt.”

Naze took the floor to make his opening statement at 9:23 a.m. He reminded the
jury that the charge of first-degree murder has two parts: that the defendant caused the
death of Margaret Anderson and that he intended to kill her.

He went on to give a brief biography of Margaret, and told how her son, Bobby,
was seventeen when she died. After describing the DC Eagles and the Drifters as being
separate motorcycle groups who got along with each other, Naze went through the
chronology of events from the night of December 26, beginning with Margaret’s date
with Terry Apfel.

Naze described the challenges investigators faced as they tried to put together the
pieces of the puzzle in the days following the murder. They had a victim with no identity
for more than a day before learning the woman’s name was Margaret Anderson. This
information enabled detectives to begin reconstructing the events of the night, quickly
zeroing in on the Back Forty in downtown Green Bay and the bag of garbage that Mark
Lukensmeyer and his associates had placed in the Dumpster behind his brother’s
business in Ashwaubenon.

Rather than wait for Robinson to bring it up, Naze immediately addressed the issue
of the defunct immunity agreement with Lukensmeyer.

“I drafted an agreement saying that he would not be charged, but only if he told the
truth, the entire truth, and that he had no involvement in Margaret Anderson’s death, in
her beating, or her sexual abuse,” Naze told the jury. “At this time, the police did not
know what had gone on in the bar. The statement was used as the basis for an intensive
Green Bay Police Department investigation. It was their starting point.”

Naze related how Lukensmeyer claimed to be asleep in the car when the events
were taking place inside the bar that he owned. Evidence to the contrary was
subsequently developed.

“At that time, he was informed by me that we had no agreement because he had not
lived up to his terms,” Naze said.



Naze addressed the jury for thirty minutes before turning over the floor to Robinson
for her opening statement. She immediately attacked Naze, telling the jury how the
district attorney could say anything he wanted in his opening statement. She appealed to
the jury’s common sense in coming to a different conclusion.

“The State, in having the burden, also has a great number of advantages that they
get to take off the bat. One is they get to get up and tell you, just as Mr. Naze did, a
story. He called it an opening statement. It’s kind of like once upon a time. Now, you all
have been around long enough. You have got that yardstick of common sense, and that’s
what I am going to ask you to use through the testimony in each and every witness that
sits on that witness stand over there.”

Robinson’s challenge as the defense attorney was to create enough doubt in the
jury’s minds that they would have to find her client innocent. She saw Lukensmeyer as
the perfect target for creating that doubt. As the only non-DC Eagle among the four men
in the car that night, he would be the easiest on which to shift the blame.

“The other people in the bar were not without shame,” she said. “But Mark
Lukensmeyer took the lead. He is the biggest, the evidence will show, and he is the
brightest, the evidence will show. And it was his place.

“By the end of two weeks or something approaching that, ladies and gentlemen, the
evidence in the case State vs. Whiting will show that while there was group conduct that
was absolutely abhorrent, it was group conduct that was disgusting, that Randy Whiting
is not guilty of the question before this jury, which is, is he guilty of first-degree murder
beyond a reasonable doubt. And when you hear the evidence, all of the evidence, you
will conclude that he is not guilty.”

After a short recess, truck driver Michael Brisky took the stand and related what he
saw as he approached Packerland Packing from the south. A fellow driver warned him
on the radio of “a freak across the railroad tracks,” and he didn’t know what to think of
that. He learned soon enough, when he observed a body laying on the left-hand shoulder
of the road as he approached.

Brisky told the Packerland security guard to call police, and moved his truck out of
the way inside the compound’s gates. He walked up to the fence bordering Lime Kiln
Road and watched from there as police began to arrive. After watching events take place
in front of him over the course of the next several minutes, Brisky unloaded his
livestock, fueled up and waited to give a statement to police.

Debra Smits was next on the stand, and related her horrifying experience in seeing
Margaret on the road and turning her over to check on her condition.

“Could you see what was causing the bleeding from the neck?” Naze asked.



“All I knew was that the blood was coming out like a fountain of water,” she
replied. “Her mouth was open like she was calling for help.”

Officer Bill Resch followed Smits to the stand and told the jury what he and his
partner, Officer Mike McKeough, observed and the actions they took upon arriving on
the scene. His story was one of helplessness as he watched Margaret die.

“There was a rising and falling of her chest at a fairly constant rate as she was
breathing,” Resch said. “I observed that for several minutes, at which time there were
several short contractions in the rise and fall of the chest, and after that there were no
more signs of life.”

Resch estimated Margaret’s death occurred five to seven minutes after he and
McKeough arrived, making her time of death about 3:22 a.m.

Once additional units arrived from the Green Bay Police Department and the Brown
County Sheriff’s Department to close off Lime Kiln Road to traffic, Resch told the jury
that he and Officer Shannon Mulrine noticed a trail of blood that led south from
Margaret’s body for several feet before crossing the road to the east toward the area used
for cleaning out the cattle trucks.

“We also observed tire tracks which appeared to be from a passenger car or a light
truck in an area which is normally used by semi tractor-trailers that appeared to be
fresh,” he said. “We crawled up to the manure as not to destroy any evidence, and we
noticed right directly over the wall was an imprint of what appeared to be that of a
person who would have fell over the wall and landed there, and then rolled out of the
print. At that point, we noticed drag marks or that the body may have been dragged.”

Robinson quickly objected to Resch drawing any conclusions from what he
observed. Grant sustained the objection, and Resch attempted to limit his testimony to
observations only.

“I saw marks in the snow approximately a foot and a half to two feet wide where
the snow had been interrupted back six to eight feet to the south, where it stopped, and
an area where we noticed several spots, large spots of blood on the snow,” he continued.

Resch went on to describe footprints visible in the snow, and mentioned that tire
tracks in the clean-out area appeared to be from tires spinning rather than a solid, definite
print. He stayed on the scene until Deputy Coroner Williams and Lt. Schaut arrived, and
walked the route again with them.

Police artist Sgt. Richard Buss then told the jury about his actions upon arrival at 7
a.m. He described the measurements he took around the crime scene, stating he did not
measure any of the tire tracks or footprints. Robinson grilled him on cross-examination



about the measurement details.

“Did it ever occur to you that today would come when it would be useful if we had
one measurement in regard to those tire prints?” Robinson asked.

“I was really involved in a lot of other things to worry about tire tracks,” he replied.

Buss said he was then called to St. Vincent Hospital at 8:30 a.m. to sketch a
composite of the Jane Doe.

“We couldn’t identify her,” he said. “Her face was so badly bruised that it was
impossible, so I had to draw her picture in the morgue.”

Sgt. Stanley Keckhaver was the final witness of the day, describing his work in the
capacity of photography and handling of evidence. He arrived at the crime scene at 4:30
a.m. and began photographing the area. Keckhaver testified about the blood spots and
footprints he observed, and some of the specific shots he took. He commented that it was
impossible to see the specific design of any tire tracks due to the shiny nature of the
surface.

“You could look across and you could see shiny, like the wheels were either
spinning or there was lack of tread on the tire,” he said. “There was no distinct design of
a tire track.”

Keckhaver stayed on the scene until 6:30 a.m. before heading to St. Vincent for the
autopsy. Sgt. Parins was responsible for gathering evidence in and around the manure
clean-out pit, including samples of a red-type material or fluid taken from the snow and
ice that were later placed in a police department refrigerator.

Keckhaver testified he called State Crime Lab expert Karen Doerfer in Madison for
input on how to extract what he assumed was blood from the frozen samples. She passed
on specific instructions that Keckhaver followed before securing in the evidence room.

Grant called an end to the day’s proceedings due to the excessive heat in the
courtroom. They would reconvene with Robinson’s cross-examination of Keckhaver the
next morning.

Day 3 – Wednesday, March 13, 1985

As she had done with Buss the previous day, Robinson attempted to discredit
Keckhaver by criticizing his methodology during cross-examination. Keckhaver
described the information contained on photo detail sheets, including the shutter speed, a
description of the photo and how far he was from the object.



He admitted no measurements were taken of the width of blood stains, the distance
from the clean-out pit retaining wall to the stains, or the size of footprints or tracks of
any kind.

He did take one photograph of where a tire had broken a bale of hay or straw and
pulled up over it. He was able to follow the tire tracks up the slight grade out of the pit
until they entered onto the roadway.

“The surface was so hard and packed down from the equipment that goes in there
that you could just see a shiny – I am trying to say it so you understand it easy – would
be like if you had a hard surface and you had dust on it and you would wipe your hand
across it,” he said.

Robinson asked if he expressed any concern to Schaut that other officers had
walked over the area before he had a chance to photograph it. He had, and was told there
were fellow officers there but no vehicles.

Naze asked Keckhaver to clarify that statement during redirect.

“They had seen what had happened with the person that was in the road,”
Keckhaver said. “They checked it out to see that there was no one else down there, that
there could have been possibly another person down there.”

Naze then called Sgt. Jerry Parins to the stand, and the detective described his
contributions at the crime scene. He assisted with the measurement process before being
advised there may be evidence to collect in the pit area. The first location he went to was
just beyond the far (east) pit wall.

“This was a concentrated-type of blood appearing in two spots, but in one area it
had melted into the snow,” he said. “It appeared to be from the warmth, and it was
crusted, and it just melted a hole right in the snow and hard ice.”

Parins testified he also removed what appeared to be hair with the red substance. He
then collected evidence about four feet away that was more of a spattering-type of
pattern with an area of concentrated red substance.

Parins said he collected a white tube sock from the middle of the pit and a yellow or
gold-colored footie nearby. He stayed on the scene until after 9 a.m., and then returned to
the department to place the evidence in the second-floor security room.

Truck driver James Sumnicht took the stand next and told of his encounter with
Margaret as she staggered across the road in front of his headlights. He told the jury he
had no intentions of going into the unlit clean-out pit by himself after that. He didn’t
know if the person he saw was drugged or drunk.



He proceeded south on Lime Kiln Road and looked in his right-side mirror to see
her standing on the right side of the road. He radioed to other truckers coming at him to
be careful and to call the police department if she was still there when they got to
Packerland.

“What would a person be doing coming out of there this time of the morning?”
Sumnicht testified. “It just scared me something terrible thinking of who else might be in
there, and then after seeing her start to move slowly across the road and stagger, I had no
idea what else might be in there or what might be wrong with him or her.”

Naze then recalled Keckhaver to the stand to begin the description of the autopsy
procedure. Keckhaver’s role was to take photos and secure any evidence taken from
Margaret’s body or clothing. He described how Dr. Skarphol removed a small piece of
foreign material from her chest area, straw or wood-type material off her shirt, and the
cue ball.

“Doctor Skarphol handed me this after removing it from the vagina area of the
deceased,” he said.

His testimony undoubtedly reverberated with the jury, who couldn’t yet fully
comprehend the brutality of the injuries they were about to hear.

Keckhaver told of the theater ticket stubs taken from Margaret’s left rear pocket,
and described how he used fingerprint records the next day to help identify her.

Pedretti handled the questioning of Dr. Skarphol, and the St. Vincent staff
pathologist described in detail the multitude of injuries he observed during the external
and internal examinations of Margaret’s body. He stated that caffeine and nicotine were
the only drugs found in her blood, and her blood-alcohol content was .20.

Bob Anderson Sr. took the stand next, and described for the jury his relationship
with late ex-wife. He testified he last saw her on Christmas night, and that he and Margie
shared the same October 6 birthday. He went on to say he knew Mark Lukensmeyer and
had been in the Back Forty on maybe thirty occasions.

Dolores Johnston, co-owner the Surf Club II tavern, described for the jury how
Margaret and her date interacted the night of December 26. She said Margaret was a
regular customer, but she had never seen the man with her before.

Johnston testified that the couple seemed to be enjoying each other’s company
while they played pool and video games, and just sat and talked. She also described the
amount of beer and tequila they ordered in the two hours they were there.

Day 4 – Thursday, March 14, 1985



Terry Apfel began the day’s testimony by describing his relationship with Margaret
and the details of their date. Naze asked him if he knew the DC Eagles involved in the
case. The Drifter testified he had seen them at several biker functions around the state
and had seen them in the Back Forty previously as well. He said the clubs got along fine
at parties and events, but they did not intermingle internally.

Apfel described the atmosphere inside the Back Forty that night, and said there was
a ruckus shortly after they arrived where a guy was chased out of the bar by Gargoyle.
Later, he said Margaret was supposed to have said something to the old ladies across the
bar, but he didn’t hear what she said. He and a fellow Drifter named Buff (Dave
Gerarden) broke up a scuffle between Margaret and Sandy Pearson.

He said bartender Chris Shavlik suggested he take Margaret out before anything
else happened, and he did so. Margaret went back inside for a minute before he was able
to get her in the car.

“She was cussing at me and everybody that I knew, and calling me names and
grabbing my hair and slapped me,” Apfel said.

Apfel added that he struck Margaret once inside the car, and then entered into an
exchange with Naze in which he graphically detailed their escalating argument.

Q: Why did you take her out of the car?

A: I got out, went around to her side of the car, opened the door, and told her she
was walking. She didn’t do anything, so I grabbed a handful of hair and took her out of
the car.

Q: What happened next?

A: I was yelling and hollering at her. I put her down onto the ground, I know that,
yelling and hollering at her.

Q: Were you mad?

A: Extremely.

Q: What did you do after you put her on the ground?

A: Yelled and hollered and screamed at her, and kicked her in the rear end a few
times.

Q: When she was down on the ground?



A: Yes, sir.

Apfel said he wears steel-toed boots because of a severe leg injury, and that he
kicked Margaret two or three times with his better leg. She didn’t say anything, but she
cried. Gargoyle, A.D. and Bobber were also outside, and some of the other people in the
bar were also leaving at the time.

Apfel said he hollered at Margaret some more, got in his car and drove away. He
testified he couldn’t remember saying anything to the three DC Eagles before he left.

Naze asked Apfel why he didn’t mention the DC Eagles being outside when he was
interviewed by Lt. Langan on December 29, 1983.

“Because I wasn’t asked,” Apfel responded, adding he didn’t tell investigators that
detail until talking to Parins a month before the trial.

Under cross-examination, Apfel described himself as a regular at the Back Forty, as
it was the only bar in town owned by a Drifter. Robinson probed Apfel more about the
altercation with Margaret in the alley, and he began to lose his cool.

A: I was pissed because I was mad because she was getting mad at me and cussing
at me and yelling at me and striking me and everything else.

Q: You just didn’t think? You just started kicking her?

A: Yeah.

Q: You didn’t want to kill her?

A: No. I wanted her out of my car and out of my face, out of my life, you know.

Robinson asked Apfel to step outside of the witness box and show the jury his
boots. He said they were the same type of steel-toed boots he wore the night of the
crime.

Prosecutors then called a succession of Back Forty patrons to the stand, several of
whom had suspect credibility due to their ties to the Drifters. Bruce Cary, who at the
time of the crime lived across the street from the Back Forty, now lived above the bar
and paid $250 per month in rent to his friend Lukensmeyer. He said the bar had changed
names since the crime, first to Snooky’s and most recently to Tanqueray Bay, with
Lukensmeyer’s sister serving as bar manager.

Sandy Pearson provided a stunning insight as to the amount of alcohol the Back
Forty’s customers were consuming when she answered Pedretti’s request to estimate



how many drinks she had in the eight hours she was at the bar.

“Ten, twenty, twenty-five. I don’t know,” she said.

Chris Shavlik then took the stand and provided crucial testimony for the State’s
case. The Back Forty’s bartender and wife of Drifters president Jack Shavlik described
the various incidents that took place inside the bar, as well as the critical sequence of
events at closing time. Despite her ties to the Drifters, she was the only witness who
wasn’t extremely drunk and presumably had a clear memory.

Shavlik told of closing up the bar and leaving at the same time as Lukensmeyer.
She spoke of how Apfel yanked Margaret out of his car, threw her to the ground and
started kicking her “quite a few times” all over her body. More important, she placed the
three DC Eagles and Lukensmeyer in the alley as Apfel cast off Margaret.

“What did you do when Weasel was done kicking Margaret?” Naze asked.

“I told Weasel to quit kicking her, and he pulled her up and gave her a kick in the
ass and he shoved her across the alley … toward the three guys … Bobber, Gargoyle and
A.D.”

“Did he say anything to her or to them at that time?”

“He says, ‘Here, you guys can have her. You can fuck her brains out.’ ”

Shavlik said the Eagles began kicking Margaret in the alley and she yelled at them
on two occasions to cut it out. Lukensmeyer scolded her both times and told her to get
the hell out of there. Shavlik testified her boss then joined in the abuse as she drove
away.

Upon arriving for work the next day, Shavlik said she noticed some blood on the
step outside the Back Forty’s alley door and some more on the pavement nearby. She
mentioned it to Lukensmeyer, who then put salt on it and shoveled it up a little later.

Naze asked Shavlik why she hadn’t mentioned the four men being in the alley when
she was questioned by police on December 30, 1983, or again in her written statement on
January 2, 1984.

“I was too afraid to,” she said.

Under cross-examination, Shavlik admitted her husband also told her not to reveal
the details of that episode to police. She listed Lukensmeyer’s best friends as Wayne
Kruse and Andy Bob (Bob Anderson).



Day 5 – Friday, March 15, 1985

Officer Donald Chic began the day’s testimony by describing his interaction with
Donna Vander Veren when she called to request a ride home from the bus station near
the Back Forty. She told Chic that her boyfriend, Mark Lukensmeyer, had the keys to her
Gran Torino and wouldn’t give them back to her.

Chic testified that he suggested one of the Drifters in the bar could give her a ride
home, but Vander Veren replied, “There are no Drifters in there; just Eagles.”

He also described returning to the alley next to the Back Forty at approximately
1:30 a.m. and seeing the Gran Torino still parked there. A stocky man was bent over just
forward of the left rear wheel, then stood up and walked very slowly to the back of the
car and casually sat down on the trunk.

De Lyle Lindow, a captain on the Green Bay Fire Department rescue squad,
testified that as his unit was returning to the station at 1:45 a.m., it passed in front of the
Back Forty and he noticed two people scuffling in the alley.

Lukensmeyer was called to the stand next, and Grant immediately advised him of
his Fifth Amendment rights. Naze began the direct examination with a question about his
ties to the Drifters, and Lukensmeyer claimed he was no longer was a club member.

He testified about some of the events of the evening in the Back Forty, and that
Margaret arrived around 11 p.m. with Terry Apfel, and both looked as though they had
plenty to drink. Naze then pressed for a description of the three DC Eagles’ condition.

“Well, judging by what I served them that day when I was bartending, they must
have been feeling no pain at that time,” came the reply.

Lukensmeyer went on to describe the scuffles involving Margaret and the other
Drifters women, and then attempted to remove himself from the picture by claiming he
went out to the car at closing time and stayed there for two hours. He testified that
Gargoyle, A.D., Bobber, Weasel, Margaret and Chris Shavlik were in the alley when he
went to the car.

“Chris was in charge of locking up,” he said. “At this point I was extremely
inebriated.”

Naze realized Lukensmeyer was beginning to back away from statements made
previously and asked the Court for permission to take a more aggressive line of
questioning.

“Your Honor,” he said, “at this time I’d like to move the Court to have the witness



declared a hostile witness so that I may proceed in questioning him adversely.”

Grant took the attorneys into chambers to discuss Naze’s request, and a few minutes
later ruled that Lukensmeyer had not yet demonstrated that he was a hostile witness. The
district attorney resumed his line of questioning with a more aggressive tone while
Lukensmeyer kept his cool in front of the jury.

He testified he woke up in his car a couple of hours later when A.D. knocked on his
door and asked for a ride. Gargoyle, Bobber and Margaret were also standing there, he
said.

“Did they get into your car?” Naze asked.

“I can’t answer that on the grounds that it would incriminate me,” Lukensmeyer
responded calmly.

Naze asked Lukensmeyer if he remembered seeing any blood on Margaret, and he
said he didn’t recall seeing any. That was a red flag for Naze, as Lukensmeyer had stated
the opposite in his original statement to police.

Q: Do you recall giving a statement to the Green Bay Police Department on January
1, 1984?

A: Yes.

Q: And in that statement, do you recall saying that, “I was sitting in the driver’s seat
and was awakened by A.D. knocking on the window. I opened the door and asked what
he wanted, and A.D. said he wanted a ride. Standing alongside him were Gargoyle,
Bobber and Margaret. She had blood on her face and looked as if she had been slapped
up.” Do you recall that?

A: Yes.

Naze also read from the preliminary hearing transcripts in which Lukensmeyer
stated, “There might have been some blood on her, yeah.”

Q: Do you remember being asked those questions and giving those answers?

A: Yes.

Q: And you just testified that you did not – you do not remember them getting in
the car?

A: I can’t answer that.



Grant also was beginning to lose patience with the witness, asking him, “On what
grounds, sir?”

“It would incriminate me,” Lukensmeyer replied.

Naze and Lukensmeyer then began a rapid-fire dance of questions and non-answers.
While juries technically are not supposed to give any weight to questions or responses
involving Fifth Amendment rights, Naze knew it was human nature to do so anyway and
forged ahead.

Q: Did you go for a ride with these four people in your car?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Did you drive your car into the area commonly called the Packerland Packing
clean-out pit?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Did you stop your car in the clean-out pit?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Did anyone get out of your car at the Packerland Packing clean out pit?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Do you recall driving out of the Packerland Packing clean-out pit?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Do you recall there being one less person in your car when you left the
Packerland Packing clean-out pit?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Do you recall what time you got home in the early morning hours of December
27, 1983?

A: I was told by my girlfriend I got home at 3.

Q: Isn’t it a fact in your statement to the Green Bay Police Department you said,
“Donna later told me I got home around 3:30 a.m.?”

A: That could be true, yes.



Lukensmeyer testified that he took a cab to the Back Forty the next day, as Vander
Veren had taken the Gran Torino to work, and opened the bar at 1:45 p.m. He put trash
in garbage bags and put them in back of the building, and got a ride home later from
Weasel (Apfel).

“Did Donna ask about seeing some blood in the back of the car,” Naze asked.

“Yeah, I think she did.”

Naze again read from Lukensmeyer’s January 1, 1984, statement to police: “At
home, Donna questioned me about blood being in the back seat of the car. I didn’t tell
Donna any of the details, but I told her I thought I might be in big trouble and had to use
the car.”

“Do you recall giving that information to the Green Bay Police Department?” Naze
demanded.

“I plead the Fifth.”

Lukensmeyer described driving the Gran Torino to his brother’s house in the town
of De Pere and taking his 1978 Marquis the fifteen minutes back to Green Bay. He said
Russell had planned to go to the Chicago Brake Beam plant the following day and was
going to bring the Gran Torino there, because Mark wanted to put some snow tires on it.
Lukensmeyer picked up A.D. and Gargoyle the following day and went to the plant.

Q: Before going out there did you go to the Back Forty?

A: Yes.

Q: Did you pick anything up and take it with you to Chicago Brake Beam?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Lukensmeyer said the men changed the tires on the Gran Torino, using a forklift to
jack up the car.

Q: Did you do anything else with the car?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Was there a Dumpster located behind Chicago Brake Beam?

A: Yes, sir.

Q: Was anything thrown in that Dumpster?



A: I plead the Fifth.

Naze continued to press Lukensmeyer to come clean on statements he had
previously either given to police on January 1, testified to at the preliminary hearing, or
told his friends. Naze knew the answers to every question he asked, and backed
Lukensmeyer into a corner from which only the Fifth Amendment could save him.

Q: When you talked to Wayne Kruse, did you have this coat that you wore on the
26th and 27th of December?

A: Yes.

Q: What did you do with the coat when you were talking with Wayne Kruse?

A: What do you mean what did I do with it?

Q: Did you have it there?

A: Yes.

Q: Did you burn it?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Naze read through a series of events that he believed Lukensmeyer had told Kruse
about the night of the crime. Primary among them was a description of events at the
clean-out pit, in which the three DC Eagles got out of the car with Margaret and came
back without her. They allegedly heard her moan, and Gargoyle went back out alone and
came back to the car alone.

“I don’t remember saying anything like that to him,” Lukensmeyer said.

Naze moved on to discuss Lukensmeyer’s interactions in the days after the murder
with Seebantz, William Evers and John Hager. Evers owned several of the sex industry
establishments in Green Bay, and sold the Cheyenne Social Club to Hager on January 1,
1982. Hager also was vice president of the Drifters.

Lukensmeyer admitted he spoke with Hager two days after the murder at Rev’s
Brass Rail on Broadway, the same bar from which he had towed Hinton’s Pinto. He said
the two talked mostly about politics between the DC Eagles and the Drifters.

“He was worried that the DC Eagles were going to try and frame me for the murder
of Margaret Anderson,” Lukensmeyer testified.



Naze told the jury that Lukensmeyer turned himself in to Green Bay Police on
December 31, 1983, and an agreement was negotiated regarding his cooperation in
exchange for possible immunity. Lukensmeyer confirmed that he understood the
agreement was void if he did not tell investigators the complete truth about the
occurrences of December 26 and 27, 1983.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that after the Green Bay Police Department learned of the fact that
you had burned your jacket and had talked to Wayne Kruse that I advised you I thought
the agreement was void between us; I advised you of that, didn’t I?

A: You had told me you thought on those grounds it might be void.

Q: And you agreed that it was void, didn’t you?

A: I didn’t agree to it.

Q: As you sit here today testifying, there is no agreement between the Green Bay
Police Department or myself or yourself in exchange for your testimony, is there?

A: Well, that’s for somebody else to decide.

Robinson’s cross-examination kept Lukensmeyer in the crosshairs of a less-than-
sympathetic attorney. If anything, Robinson became more aggressive as she sought to
portray Lukensmeyer as Margaret’s killer, and in the process, create reasonable doubt
about her client’s guilt.

Lukensmeyer claimed he ceased being a Drifter in October 1983, and Robinson
asked how one goes about doing that.

“Well, I just actually for the last three or four years, I haven’t attended many of the
functions,” he replied. “I thought, you know, in the back of my mind I was mature to the
point where I shouldn’t be classified as a biker anymore, so I was moving away from it.”

Robinson asked Lukensmeyer if he discussed with Wayne Kruse the purchase of a
new cue ball on December 27, and he denied that. The defense attorney then launched
into a line of questioning that produced the same Fifth Amendment responses from
Lukensmeyer that Naze had obtained. Like her counterpart across the aisle, Robinson
likely succeeded in getting her point across to the jury.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that you cleaned the car out on the 27th with a towel?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that you also cleaned with the spray bottle of Fantastik Cleanser?



A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that when you cleaned the car out, you deliberately left one small
spot of blood on the passenger side of the car?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Robinson challenged Lukensmeyer further about the fate of the coat he wore the
night of the crime.

Q: You were concerned about fibers from your coat being on Margaret Anderson,
isn’t that right?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: So is it a fair statement that you burned your coat because of the fibers?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that you had blood on the sleeves of your coat?

A: I plead the Fifth.

Finally, Robinson tired of not getting a straight answer from the witness and
wrapped up her cross-examination with one last question.

“Is it your intention, Mr. Lukensmeyer, to take the Fifth Amendment as to every
question I ask you about from the time the bars closed until you got home that
morning?”

“True,” he responded.

Lukensmeyer had invoked his Fifth Amendment rights seventeen times during
Naze’s direct examination and twenty-three times during Robinson’s cross-examination.

On re-direct, Naze read for the jury from Lukensmeyer’s preliminary hearing
testimony with respect to what happened after closing time the night of the crime. Naze
then called Wayne Kruse to the stand, and he promptly refuted most of his friend’s
testimony with regard to their conversations.

Kruse testified he met with Lukensmeyer the afternoon of December 27 at the Back
Forty, and was told Margaret Anderson had been beaten up by Whiting, Stumpner and
Hinton. He said Lukensmeyer told him he was in the bar with the three DC Eagles after
closing, but fell asleep at the bar not long after Margaret kicked Stumpner in the groin.



Kruse related Lukensmeyer’s story about throwing Margaret over the cement wall
at the Packerland Packing clean-out pit, but he didn’t recall which of the DC Eagles
Lukensmeyer said went back out a second time alone.

Naze asked Kruse about Lukensmeyer’s jacket, and the professed former Drifter
testified they burned it in the furnace of Lukensmeyer’s house.

“Did he tell you why he wanted it burned?” Naze asked.

“Yes, because there was a little dot on the left sleeve, and he thought it might be
blood.”

Robinson continued Naze’s line of questing during her cross-examination, asking
Kruse if Lukensmeyer told him about the cue ball being inserted in Margaret’s vagina.
Kruse said he had, but that he also had heard about it from others.

“Did he also tell you that he wasn’t in the bar at all; he was sleeping in his car the
whole time, from closing thereafter?”

“No.”

Kruse said he originally told his wife, Carol, that Hinton was the one who killed
Margaret before later changing his story to Whiting. “Then I wasn’t sure which one it
was,” he said.

Day 6 – Saturday, March 16, 1985

Mark Hinton was the star witness for Day 6 of the Whiting trial, and put on his
Sunday best for the occasion. Wearing a light-colored, button-down sweater vest over a
checked shirt, with his full beard trimmed and hair brushed back, Hinton began by
stating he is good friends with the defendant and lives with Whiting’s sister, Barb
Cichowski. Like his predecessors to the stand, Hinton disavowed his membership with a
motorcycle club, saying he stopped belonging to the DC Eagles in the summer of 1984.

Hinton testified about the events leading up to the altercation in the alley outside the
Back Forty, and confirmed Chris Shavlik’s statement that Apfel pushed Margaret toward
the men.

“He said, ‘Here, you guys can have her. Go ahead and fuck the shit out of her.’
Excuse my language,” Hinton said.

Hinton said Shotgun (Lukensmeyer) unlocked the bar and the four men took
Margaret inside. They began drinking again and started taking their own and Margaret’s
clothes off.



“We were just all trying to make whatever sexual advances we could,” he said.
“You know, we were just trying to have a good time, and none of us were getting much
done due to the amount of alcohol or drugs in our system. … We couldn’t get it up.”

Hinton claimed he soon tired of the effort and went to the bar, where he got a beer,
played a video game and fell asleep at the bar. He testified that Gargoyle (Whiting) woke
him up because Shotgun was getting carried away.

Q: What do you mean by that?

A: Well, he was pissed at her. He was pretty crazy, you know. I don’t know. From
what I could understand, she had stabbed or stuck or whatever, Bobber, and –

Q: Did you see that?

A: No, I just saw the wound, but Shotgun was – I don’t know how to explain it – he
was just pretty well going nuts on her. He was yelling at her about embarrassing him and
Weasel’s girlfriend and Weasel had given her to us and she wasn’t supposed to be acting
this way, and he was beating on her, and then, I don’t know, he just had lost control it
seemed.

Hinton admitted he didn’t say anything about that episode in his May 3, 1984,
statement to Green Bay police or during the preliminary hearing. Naze promptly asked
the Court that Hinton be declared a hostile witness so he could ask leading questions,
and Grant obliged.

Hinton continued to paint Lukensmeyer as the primary culprit in the attack on
Margaret.

“It’s not your friend Randy Whiting anymore, is it?” Naze said. “What was Shotgun
doing? Why don’t you tell us that?”

“He was slapping her, punching her. He started beating her with a pool cue, broke a
pool cue over her, I don’t know. I mean, I just remember he was beating on her. I
couldn’t tell you exactly, you know, what he was doing. It just was too fuzzy. I was
pretty wasted myself.”

“What was Gargoyle doing at this time?”

“Standing there. You know, standing there by me waiting for me to stop Shotgun,
but I mean there was just no stopping him. It was his bar. He knew her; I didn’t know
her. I didn’t know what the heck was going on. … Nobody was being real nice to her
after she stuck Bobber. I mean, everybody was mad at her, but Shotgun was the only one
beating on her.”



“What happened after that? Where did you go?”

“After that we were leaving, and we were discussing whether we should take her
home or take her to the hospital, and the hospital sounded like a good idea but at the
same time it didn’t, because you know, naturally there would be a lot of questions asked,
and that would have just been difficult, and we didn’t want to take her home, but there
was no place else to take her, and we were discussing this, and then Shotgun said, ‘Don’t
worry about it. I know where to take her.’ And he knew her, so I figured he knew where
to take her, so that was the end of that.”

Hinton said he didn’t realize Lukensmeyer would drive the group to the Packerland
Packing area. Gargoyle and Lukensmeyer got out of the car with Margaret, Hinton
added, but Margaret didn’t get back in with them. Naze pointed out that Hinton didn’t
include this story in any of his previous testimony, either.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that at Rev’s Bar on or about December 30, 1983, you told John
Hager that at the Packerland pit, Gargoyle got out of the car with Margaret Anderson,
half carried her and half dragged her, and came back to the car alone?

A: I don’t remember even talking to him.

Q: When you were being interviewed by Lt. Hinz on May 3, 1984, he asked you the
following, did he not? ‘Did Whiting tell you he murdered Margaret Anderson?’ And
you, without hesitating, answered, ‘Yes.’ Do you recall telling Lt. Hinz that?

A: No, I don’t.

Hinton’s version of the limited role Whiting played in the events on the night of the
crime was fine with Robinson to a point, but she realized his lack of credibility might
hurt her case more than help it and proceeded to challenge him further under cross-
examination.

Q: Mr. Hinton, would it be a fair statement that the most important thing to you
since the death of Margaret Anderson was taking care of your own hide?

A: Yes, I’d say.

Q: Had you and Lukensmeyer talked about what you were going to do and what he
was going to do after the death of Margaret Anderson?

A: Yes.

Q: Among the people in your social group, when there was trouble, rule number
one was to leave everybody else out of it?



A: That’s correct.

Hinton stated he met December 28 with Lukensmeyer to discuss what each of them
would say to the police, and they agreed to leave each other out of their stories.

Q: Would it be a fair statement that the substance of what went on was that you
were going to both lie for each other?

A: Yeah.

Q: And you did that, didn’t you?

A: Yeah.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that when you made your statement on May third, just before you
got out of jail, you left out everything that could hurt Shotgun?

A: Yes, I did.

Q: And isn’t it a fact that when you did it, you did it in such a way that you didn’t
really have to lie, you just left out a lot of the truth, is that a fair statement?

A: Yes.

Hinton’s testimony concluded the first week of the trial, and the jury appreciated
getting Sunday off to recharge their batteries. They had been able to watch some
television or go for a walk at night to unwind, but weren’t allowed to talk about the case.
They quickly learned that a common daily ritual such as having a cup or two of coffee in
the morning wasn’t a good idea, considering they would be confined to their seats in the
jury box for long periods of time.

Some of the jury members wanted to attend a Protestant church on Sunday and
walked with a chaperone to a nearby Episcopal service. The group sat in the back of
church, being careful not to talk to anyone or even shake hands with the minister.

Day 7 – Monday, March 18, 1985

Robinson continued her cross-examination of Hinton when court reconvened on
Monday morning. She wasted no time in criticizing his storytelling skills in which
Hinton conveniently left out details that would make him look bad.

Q: So rather than making up a story of what somebody else did, you just left people
out?

A: Yes.



Q: In May, when you made your statement, you knew that in order to make a
statement that was going to get you anything, you had to kind of hint at somebody else’s
guilt, isn’t that right?

A: I guess that’s possible.

Q: You knew that Randy Whiting was gone at that time, didn’t you?

A: Yes.

Q: And you knew that Bobber was gone, didn’t you?

A: Yeah.

Q: And you had made an agreement with Lukensmeyer, isn’t that right?

A: Yeah.

Q: And when you told the police your statement, you thought it would be helpful to
you to point the finger at somebody, isn’t that true?

A: That’s possible.

Q: Well, isn’t it a fact that you kind of pointed the finger at Randy Whiting, isn’t
that a fact?

A: I might have.

Q: Well, isn’t it a fact that when the police were asking you questions and you got
out at the pit area – you said it was like a parking lot – you said you were sleeping, isn’t
that right?

A: Yes.

Q: At that time you just said the Randy was out of the car for a minute, isn’t that
what you told them?

A: Yeah.

Q: And you didn’t tell them anything about who else got out of the car, did you?

A: No.

Q: Do you recall Mr. Lukensmeyer getting out of the car?



A: No.

Q: Do you recall Mr. Lukensmeyer getting back into the car?

A: Yes, I do.

Q: Why didn’t you tell the police back in May that Mr. Lukensmeyer was out of the
car?

A: That wasn’t part of our deal. I was supposed to keep my mouth shut.

Hinton testified the only person he could recall beating Margaret inside the bar after
closing time was Lukensmeyer, adding that he saw the bar owner break a pool cue in
half over her in the process.

Robinson then maneuvered to pin down Hinton in what she perceived to be a string
of half-truths or outright lies, and in the process create doubt about anything he had said
that cast an unflattering light on her client.

Q: Now, you have told many different stories about all of this, haven’t you?

A: No.

Q: And isn’t it a fact that you have left people in, left people out?

A: That’s a fact, yeah.

Q: Throughout your testimony, isn’t that right?

A: Yes.

Q: And isn’t it a fact that your primary concern is yourself.

A: That’s true.

Q: It’s a fact that Mark Hinton doesn’t cooperate with policemen; is that a fair
statement?

A: It’s a fact, yes.

Q: Isn’t it a fact that if you would have simply told the police the truth a year ago
you would have put Lukensmeyer in and Randy out?

A: I guess that’s possible, yeah.



After the emotional testimony of Lukensmeyer, Kruse and Hinton, Naze shifted to
more of a scientific track for the next several witnesses. Lt. Wayne Baetsen was first up
and described the collection of evidence from the Dumpster behind Chicago Brake
Beam. He said detectives also seized a towel from inside the warehouse that reportedly
was used in cleaning the car that Lukensmeyer had brought in for a tire change.

Baetsen also testified about the interviews conducted there with employees Carl
Ambrosius and John Hager (a different John Hager than the friend of Lukensmeyer).

Karen Doerfer, a crime laboratory analyst with the Wisconsin Crime Laboratory in
Madison, painstakingly described the series of tests she performed on physical evidence
collected in the case. Her specialty consisted of conducting tests and performing visual
microscopic comparisons of hair, fibers, blood and semen. Doerfer testified that blood
samples taken from the tube sock and footie found in the clean-out pit and the car seat
were Type O, which accounts for 45 percent of the white population and was Margaret’s
blood type.

She noted that a piece of cue stick recovered from the Dumpster behind Chicago
Brake Beam had hair caught in a broken section that was consistent with Margaret’s.
Head hairs recovered from the clean-out pit area, the Back Forty’s pool table and the
underside of the pool table also were consistent with Margaret’s hair.

Doerfer said she did not find any blood on the green parka taken from Whiting’s
Christiana Street apartment. Animal hairs were recovered from the parka, but no human
hairs. That finding was of particular interest to Robinson.

“So as I understand, after you collected, or after you had turned over to you,
hundreds of pieces of physical evidence in this case, you didn’t have a single result that
pointed to Randy Whiting, did you?”

“No, I did not.”

Regis Miller, PhD, a supervisory botanist for Forest Products Lab in Madison,
testified about the wood used in the pool cues found in the storage area of the Back Forty
and the Dumpster, as well as the wood chips taken from Margaret’s shirt and her left
breast. He said in each case, he was able to identify the wood as being ramin, which is a
tropical species from Southeast Asia typically used in making furniture and plywood.
The wood is not dense and isn’t normally used for pool cues.

That information narrowed down the possible items from which the wood chips
found on Margaret could have come.

“Of the half dozen pool cues that you examined in your lifetime, how many of them
are ramin?” Robinson asked.



“None, except the ones I examined in this case,” Miller said.

Day 8 – Tuesday, March 19, 1985

Donna Vander Veren lived with Lukensmeyer for more than eight years and
probably knew her ex-boyfriend as well as anyone. She testified about his fear of knives
and said he hung around a lot at the bar with Randy Whiting and A.D. (Hinton).

After running through her recollection of the night’s events, including her ride
home from Officer Chic, Vander Veren said the next thing she remembered was Mark
coming into the bedroom and yelling at her for leaving the garage door open.

The next day after work, she picked up her two kids and ran some errands that
included a stop at Halron Oil to pick up fuel for a space heater. She noticed a smudge
mark centered underneath the head rest of the driver’s seat when she got out of the car
for the attendant.

Vander Veren said she assumed the smudge was caused by one of Mark’s friends
getting a bloody nose or scrape the night before. When Lukensmeyer came home that
night, she suggested he go out and clean it off. He immediately did so, which struck
Vander Veren as odd. He then took the keys and said he needed to use the car, that it was
important.

Q: What did you do after that?

A: I started putting things together, like his attitude and being paranoid and being
told that day at work that the lady was killed and the blood in the back of my seat, and it
just – I got real nervous. I don’t know why or what was going on. I just had this
intuition-type thing. I called my brother and asked him if he couldn’t come and pick me
and the kids up.

Q: And did he do that?

A: Yes, he did.

Q: Had you been having difficulties with Mark Lukensmeyer in the time period
generally before the night we are talking about?

A: For a long time.

Q: What was the state of your relationship at that point?

A: I had decided back in like October or November that the kids and I were going to
be leaving. I wanted to wait until after the holidays were over. I didn’t feel that there was



any urgency in the matter, that to me it was worth the kids being together and living with
Mark. As long as we did that we could stick it out for that long and then after the
holidays leave.

Vander Veren said she packed quickly and moved out only thirty minutes after
Lukensmeyer left with her car on the evening of December 27. She continued to see him
once or twice a week for a few months afterward, and then lost contact with him during
the summer.

“I knew that somehow my car had gotten involved, which was registered under my
name so that I was somewhat involved,” she testified. “I’ve got two small children that I
have to leave off to go to school by themselves in the morning and come home at night
while I work, and I was just – I couldn’t deal with all of that at once.”

Lukensmeyer’s friend, John Hager, took the stand and described his relationships
with the various personalities in the case, including Hinton, Whiting, Seebantz and
massage parlor owner William Evers. Hager testified he met separately with
Lukensmeyer and Hinton in the days following the murder, and that both men stated
Gargoyle got out of the car with Margaret and came back alone.

At this point in the trial, Robinson was under the impression that this John Hager
was the same person as the John Hager who worked at Chicago Brake Beam. It made for
an interesting confrontation.

Q: Did you know Russell Lukensmeyer?

A: Not very well. I knew him.

Q: Well, didn’t you run some kind of a business together out in Ashwaubenon?

A: You got the wrong John Hager.

Hager added that he told police his story for the first time on March 8, 1985, only a
few days before the trial.

Q: Weren’t you interviewed on December 29, 1983?

A: No, I wasn’t.

Q: Didn’t you talk to a Sgt. Baetsen?

A: You got the wrong John Hager.

Q: On or about December 29, did you live at Route 2, Denmark, Wisconsin?



A: No, I didn’t. I own a home in Suamico, Wisconsin. I have no reason to live in
Denmark.

Q: Do you know another John Hager?

A: Yes, I do.

Q: And is it your testimony that you weren’t out at the Chicago Brake Beam when
Mark and Russell Lukensmeyer brought in a Ford Torino?

A: I told you that three times. I wasn’t out there. I wasn’t out there. You can put me
on four lie detector tests, I’ll tell you the same thing.

Q: Do you know the other John A. Hager you are referring to?

A: Not personally, but I have read about him in the Green Bay Press-Gazette. He is
the leader of some gay rights thing or something like that. There’s a big difference
between me and him.

Hager went on to explain that Hinton worked for him on and off for six months to a
year at the massage parlors he managed, including Stairway to Heaven, Angie’s Sex
Clinic and the Cheyenne Social Club, and also was a bouncer at a bar called Spanky’s.

Day 9, Wednesday, March 20, 1985

Pamela Lemirande of Oconto and Scott Kostuch of Brown Deer both testified
briefly as to the status of their driver’s licenses. Lemirande, whose license ended up with
Vicky Chamberlain, said she last saw it in December 1982 when her purse was stolen.
Kostuch testified his wallet was stolen at the Mole Lake Bluegrass Festival in August
1984.

The jury then viewed a videotaped deposition by Vicky (Chamberlain) Whiting.
The defendant’s now-pregnant wife was reported to be struggling with stress issues
brought on, in part, by death threats made by Margaret’s family. She related a version of
events around the time of the murder through the first week of the investigation,
commenting that she didn’t notice anything unusual with Randy until January 2 or 3,
when he told her he thought he might be in trouble and seemed scared.

Naze wrapped up the State’s case with testimony from Parins and Hinz regarding
Whiting’s capture and their interviews with him and Hinton during the course of 1984.
The key statement for the jury involved Hinz’s interview with Hinton on May 3.

“At one point during the interview, when I felt that Hinton was talking quite freely,
I just interjected and I looked at him, I said, ‘Did Whiting tell you he murdered Margaret



Anderson?’ And without any hesitation at all, he said, ‘Yes.’ ”

Robinson chose not to put Whiting on the stand or call any of her own witnesses,
figuring enough doubt had been cast on the guilt of her client that it wasn’t worth the
risk. The State and defense rested at 2:29 p.m., and Grant scheduled final arguments for
9 a.m. the next morning.

The day wasn’t through for the attorneys and Judge Grant, however, as they moved
into the judge’s chambers to discuss jury instructions. Fireworks ensued when Naze
requested the Court include an instruction allowing the jury to convict under “party to a
crime.” Robinson was incensed, claiming the tactic was an end run by Naze because the
State hadn’t proved its case beyond a reasonable doubt.

Day 10 – Thursday, March 21, 1985

Prior to the jury of eight men and four women returning to the courtroom, Judge
Grant recapped the discussion he had in chambers the previous day regarding the party
to a crime instruction. An angry and frustrated Robinson continued to plead her case in
excluding that key instruction.

“We had spent probably an hour and a half on instructions prior to that, and when
we got all done, Mr. Naze said, ‘Oh, there’s one other one I would like,’ and then he
requested party to a crime. I considered that sheer tactics and strategy,” she said. “At the
close of the State’s case yesterday, the defense rested immediately, and the reason the
defense rested was the defense was persuaded at that time that the State had not proven
the burden it had accepted freely at the beginning of this case and charged Randy
Whiting with the charge of first-degree murder.”

Robinson categorized Naze’s request as a shotgun approach, and voiced her
concerns that the jury could deliver a unanimous verdict on the party to a crime
instruction without actually deciding anything in the case.

“That is the only reason Mr. Naze needs the instruction,” she said, “because Mr.
Naze hasn’t proven anything in this case. And by giving party to a crime instruction, it
will have a devastating, detrimental effect to the defense.”

Naze responded that he requested the party to a crime instruction when it was his
turn to ask for instructions. He noted that the reason for his request was that the
evidence, as produced by the defense during cross-examinations, gave rise to that issue.

Naze and Pedretti figured that with the way Lukensmeyer and Hinton testified, it
gave them enough to show, at a minimum, that Whiting was an aider and abettor to the
murder. The evidence showed a code of loyalty among the group. The instruction was
not used often at the time, but is used quite frequently today.



“The law presumes that every crime involving two or more persons has a potential
for party to the crime charged or instruction,” Naze argued. “In this case, that potential
was clear in the criminal complaint. It was clear in the preliminary hearing, and it was
clear in the discovery materials furnished to the defense. I think the law also presumes
that lawyers are aware of the law, and we all know in this line of case that if proof arises
at trial, that a party to a crime instruction may be given. In fact, the law even allows the
judge to go beyond that and amend the information to conform to the proof.”

Judge Grant then recited his research on various Wisconsin cases pertaining to the
party to a crime question, all of which supported Naze’s position.

“The Court therefore feels that under the compelling aspects of the law at this
particular time, that if requested to give an instruction, even though it’s discretionary
with the judge, it seems that the evidence adduced and now contained in the record
throughout this particular trial, there is evidence where a jury might well conclude that
Mr. Whiting was a party to the crime,” Grant said. “There is abundant evidence, frankly,
on a lot of things in this particular trial. It’s been a very difficult trial, at least from a
legal point of view, but that will be the Court’s ruling.”

Grant concluded by informing the attorneys that he would instruct the jury to return
a verdict in one of three forms: first-degree murder, second-degree murder – which calls
for no intent but evincing a depraved mind – and not guilty. With that, the jury was
brought in.

Whiting, dressed neatly in a suit and tie, kept his head down and did not make eye
contact with the jury. His family members and supporters, however, glared at the jury as
they took their seats. Naze began his closing argument at 9:38 a.m., immediately
appealing to what he hoped was the jury’s ability to see through the flimsy testimony of
Lukensmeyer and Hinton.

“Ladies and gentlemen, as I said, you have to weigh the credibility, assess the
credibility of these witnesses, whether or not you believe all or part of their testimony,
and I submit to you that no one, I don’t care how much they had been drinking or what
they had been smoking or what else they were doing, would sleep through what
Margaret Anderson went through. The terror she went through and the pain she went
through in that bar nobody could sleep through. That’s baloney. When they were done
with her, they had to get rid of her.”

Naze went on to describe Whiting’s fondness and propensity to carry knives, going
back to his time working as a boner at Packerland Packing and continuing through his
arrest in Langlade County. He suggested Whiting wiped the blood off the knife with the
sock, and threw it down next to the car in the clean-out pit.



“What happened after that? Well, we have got four individuals who were involved
up to their neck in varying degrees in an extremely serious situation. Saturday night was
New Year’s Eve. The defendant and Mark Hinton were together again. Where were they
this time? They were at a DC Eagles party in Winneconne. What were they doing there?
Well, I submit to you they are not singing Auld Lang Syne. They are out there in
Winneconne with their buddies, the Eagles, figuring out how they are going to get out of
this thing.”

Naze told the jury that everyone involved in the case are self-centered, only
interested in themselves.

“And what they want from this thing is to confuse you so they can walk away from
this thing, be back at Rev’s Bar, be back at the 333 (bar), back at the new Back Forty,
wherever that is, and do what they want, what they damn well please, in this community
again. There is one fact that is consistent throughout this testimony, and that fact is that
the defendant, no matter which witness you heard, and that fact is that the defendant got
out of that car and got out of that car with Margaret Anderson.”

Naze reiterated to the jury that if they decided the defendant directly committed this
crime or was involved as a party, in either case he would be guilty of the crime.

“You can return a verdict of guilty if some of you feel he did it directly and there
are some of you who feel that he aided and abetted or assisted and encouraged it. You
don’t have to agree. Your verdict has to be unanimous that the defendant was involved in
the crime.

“They all had plenty of time to work their way out of this thing, and they all did that
to varying degrees, but that plan began to unravel because of the intensive and
unrelenting investigation of the Green Bay Police Department, and I think more
importantly because, ladies and gentlemen, I think fortunately for the rest of us in
society, the truth is simply hard to hold back.

“There has been an attempt to put layer upon layer of cover-up on this thing, but
there is a core of truth in all of this, and it is your job to find it. That’s why we have
juries. I hope that Mr. Pedretti and I have helped you find that truth. I think when you
carefully review the evidence, you will find that core of truth; you will find that all these
people were responsible for the depravity to Margaret Anderson; you will find that they
all performed senseless, vicious, and depraved acts, and I think you will find beyond a
reasonable doubt that one person is responsible for her death, and that’s Randolph
Whiting, and that he used his knife to administer that final intentional, vicious act to
Margaret Anderson by slashing her throat. Thank you.”

Robinson began her closing argument by reminding the jury that the despicable



behavior exhibited by many people in the Back Forty that night need not translate into a
guilty verdict for her client. She maintained there was no physical evidence pointing to
Whiting’s guilt despite the volume of evidence brought forth in the trial, and criticized
Green Bay police for not executing search warrants at Lukensmeyer’s or Hinton’s
homes.

The defense attorney turned her attention full-force on Lukensmeyer, stating that a
number of witnesses in the case covered for a man they must have feared, particularly
his now ex-girlfriend, Donna Vander Veren.

“Now, ladies and gentlemen, she knows him pretty well, I suppose, after eight and a
half years, and that sounds to me like a woman who knew that this is a guy you didn’t
want to set off. This is a guy you didn’t want to mess with, and even when she called the
police for help, she persuaded Officer Chic, or that at least decided jointly, that it would
be better not to go in and tangle with Mark Lukensmeyer. It would be better to just take
her home.

“She originally told the police and originally tried to testify here that she had said to
him jokingly something about the brownish spot, but as time passed and the statements
progressed, it got to be pretty clearly blood, but what we know is an uncontroverted fact
that thirty minutes later he then said, ‘I need to use the car.’ She said it was to run
errands for Chrissy (Shavlik). We know what it was for. He had to get some Fantastik
and clean it up and all the other things which we’ll establish. He had a very busy day.

“Now, I know that the State will get up and say that Mark Lukensmeyer isn’t on
trial here, and believe me, ladies and gentlemen, that’s not my fault.”

Robinson was aware Whiting’s eight-month run from the law didn’t help her
client’s cause, so she took the opportunity to minimize the effect it might have on the
jury.

“The State is going to have you try to draw some conclusions about the fact that
Randy ran. Well, Randy ran out of stupidity and fear and embarrassment, shame, guilt
about what had gone on in that bar that night. It was the stupidest thing he could have
done, but I guess with friends like he has, help from your friends isn’t always the best
help you can have. But Randy was the only one who didn’t have a lawyer.”

Robinson concluded her argument with one last shot at the prosecuting team and
Lukensmeyer, hoping to plant the final seeds of doubt in the minds of the jury.

“I submit to you, ladies and gentlemen, the party to a crime is not to confuse you.
Mr. Naze came here and he had this grand thing. He has had all of the resources – the
State Crime Lab, the police departments, his staff – and he has been on this case since
Day One. And I submit, ladies and gentlemen, that he has not proven anything beyond a



reasonable doubt.

“I submit to you that there is not a basis to find Randy Whiting guilty of the murder
of Margaret Anderson. … I told you on the first day of this trial that the evidence in this
case that you are about to hear was evidence against Mark Lukensmeyer. This is not a
case against Mark Lukensmeyer today for this jury. If it were, your task would be
easier.”

Naze almost jumped from of his seat as the opportunity arrived for him to make his
final comments to the jury. Pedretti grabbed him by the arm and said quietly, “Take it
easy,” as his boss’s jaw clenched with Robinson’s remarks.

“This crime is just so senseless and so hideous and so monstrous, it’s beyond
belief,” Naze said. “You heard Miss Robinson say, ‘Mr. Naze wants to win this case.’
That’s not the issue, and that’s not the point. We are not here to win or lose or play a
game. We are here to see that justice is done, and justice will be done. The truth is there,
and I urge you to look at the case, find that truth, grasp that truth, and return the only
possible just verdict that you can – a verdict of guilty. Thank you.”

Grant first called a lunch recess at 12:07 p.m. before reconvening at 1:38 p.m. to
read the deliberation instructions for the jury. He carefully explained the requirements
for a conviction on the charge of first-degree murder.

“First consider whether the defendant caused the death of Margaret Anderson,” he
stated. “This requires that the relation of cause and effect must have existed between the
death of Margaret Anderson and the act of the defendant. Before the relation of cause
and effect can be found to exist, it must appear that the defendant’s act was a substantial
factor in producing the death. Proof of motive to commit a crime is not necessary to a
conviction.”

As for the party to a crime instruction, Grant explained: “If a person intentionally
aids and abets the commission of a crime, then that person is guilty of the crime as well
as the person who directly committed it. In reaching your verdict, examine the evidence
with care and caution. Act with judgment, reason and prudence.”

Finally, he reminded the jurors that their verdict must be unanimous, and dismissed
them to the jury room to begin deliberations at 2:22 p.m.

Waiting for the jury to return a verdict is one of the most stressful parts of a trial.
The length of this trial, coupled with the mass of evidence and questionable credibility of
several witnesses, had many observers guessing the jury would need a considerable
amount of time to reach its verdict. Parins paced like an expectant father, while families
on both sides of case huddled in support.



Inside the jury room, there was very little talking as the deliberation process got
under way. Voting began almost immediately, and somewhat surprisingly, the first
results showed a reluctance to convict on the part of the older women on the panel. The
fear of convicting an innocent man was on the minds of others, regardless of which
direction they were leaning.

Discussion eventually centered on the party to a crime instruction, and that
additional leeway seemed to seal the deal. The jury unanimously came to the conclusion
that the State had proved Whiting was there when the murder took place. Without that
instruction, a conviction might have been a long shot.

At 4:29 p.m., only two hours after they were given the case, the jury sent word that
it had reached a verdict. Court reconvened at 4:45 p.m., and the packed courtroom held
its collective breath as Judge Grant read from the piece of paper handed to him by the
bailiff.

“We, the jury, for our verdict, find the defendant, Randolph J. Whiting, guilty of
first-degree murder, as charged in the information.”

Whiting showed no emotion and had spoken fewer than ten words throughout the
trial. Robinson waived her right to poll the jury, and the judge thanked the members for
their service. The jury boarded a bus and began their return trip to Ozaukee County
under police escort. Most would never see each other again.

The conviction brought a bittersweet conclusion to fifteen months of effort by law
enforcement personnel and the district attorney’s office. They were pleased that
Margaret and her family got their first taste of justice, but there was more work to be
done.

Naze was reminded of that fact while trying to decompress the next day. A phone
message came in from a citizen that said simply: “Get the other two.”



Chapter 7
The final roundup

The message urging Naze to go after Lukensmeyer and Hinton served as marching
orders for the prosecuting team and the police department. They realized they had to
strike while the iron was hot, and more important, before the two men disappeared into
the biker underground the same way Stumpner and Whiting had. Investigators hadn’t
given up hope of locating Stumpner, but taking care of the two local men was priority
one for the moment.

Whiting was sentenced to life in prison during a brief sentencing hearing on March
21, 1985, and ten days later (April 1), police were ready to make their moves on the
other two men. Officer Mike Cygan and Det. Sgt. Tom Cummings staked out Hinton’s
residence at 413 Fourth St. At 9:02 a.m., a light brown Ford Pinto compact station
wagon pulled up in front of the house, and Hinton, Barb Cichowski and Patrick
“Shampoo” Beattie got out. The car was registered to Cichowski’s late mother,
Rosemary Curry.

“There’s Hinton,” Cummings said, and the officers quickly drove over to the house.

Cygan and Cummings displayed their badges as they approached, but Hinton kept
walking and entered the side door of the house. The officers radioed for backup and
followed Hinton inside while continuing to show their badges. They ordered Hinton and
Beattie to put their hands on their heads, and Cygan put the cuffs on Hinton. Officer Bob
Klika responded as backup to assist with the pat-downs, and transported Cygan and
Hinton to the Brown County Jail. Hinton’s arrest warrant listed charges of kidnapping,
sexual assault and perjury. Officers removed two buck knives and two metal throwing
stars, and placed them into evidence.

Meanwhile, Rogalski and Parins drove to Denmark to pick up Lukensmeyer. They
met with the Denmark police chief, who told them Lukensmeyer was now living with a
girlfriend above Mr. T’s bar in Cooperstown. The Green Bay detectives hooked up with
a Manitowoc County sergeant and located Lukensmeyer, placed him under arrest and
transported him to the Brown County Jail.

Rogalski and Parins’ next stop was Kewaunee County, where they served
subpoenas to Chris Shavlik and Wayne Kruse, then to the west side of Green Bay and
Terry Apfel’s house. Apfel was out of town until the next day, so they left his paperwork
with his father, Russell.

In essence, the trials for Hinton and Lukensmeyer would be repeats of the Whiting
trial from a preparation standpoint. The primary difference was in the charges. While



Whiting was charged with first-degree murder, the evidence that investigators were
working from dictated these two men be charged with aiding and abetting aggravated
assault, aiding and abetting kidnapping, and first-degree sexual assault.

Hinton’s September 1985 trial was first, with a jury selected from Waukesha
County in southeast Wisconsin. Parins completed background checks on all prospective
jurors, because prosecutors wanted to make sure none were employees of Harley-
Davidson, which had its corporate headquarters in nearby Milwaukee and production
facilities throughout the area.

The trial got off to a rocky start right off the bat when Hinton managed to jump out
of a moving squad car in the middle of Green Bay. Fortunately, he was handcuffed and
couldn’t break his fall as he hit the pavement. His injured arm required a day of
recuperation under guard in the hospital, delaying the trial a day.

Rumors were rampant that the bikers might try to spring Hinton, so this stunt made
the police wonder if something truly was up. Police were determined to minimize the
chances of Hinton doing something extreme in the courtroom, and even had the judge
ask Brown County deputies to remove their guns during court recesses. They didn’t want
to give anyone an opportunity to grab a weapon while officers walked Hinton in or out
of the courtroom.

Other than the pre-trial episode, Hinton’s trial proceeded as expected and he was
sentenced to fifty years in prison on the charges.

Lukensmeyer’s trial followed a month later with the jury chosen from Ozaukee
County, the same county as the Whiting jury. Naze spent upwards of fifty hours
preparing for Lukensmeyer to testify in his own defense, but the Back Forty’s owner
never took the stand. In fact, none of the suspects ever testified at their own trial. They
had testified in Whiting’s trial and preliminary hearing, and given so many statements to
police during the course of the investigation that attorneys would have been able to
impeach any testimony that wasn’t consistent.

Lukensmeyer also received a fifty-year sentence for aiding and abetting aggravated
assault, aiding and abetting kidnapping, and first-degree sexual assault.

Three down, one to go

With Whiting’s capture in August 1985, investigators now had locations for three of
the four men involved in the murder. The lone mystery remained Stumpner.

On September 5, 1984, a week after Whiting’s capture, Waushara County called to
tell Parins they heard Stumpner might be in Aurora, Colorado. Bingo Cosby, the DC
Eagle with the trailer near Crivitz, had a son who lived there, and Stumpner was said to



be working and making pretty good money. Word had it that he was trying to save
money for an attorney and had thoughts of turning himself in.

Langan sent photos of Stumpner out to Aurora police the next day, and they
responded September 7 with information that an address in Aurora listed a Walter E.
Cosby as the occupant. Their records also showed an address for a Fletcher R. Cosby in
Littleton, Colorado. Aurora police said the one thing their area had at the moment was
construction jobs, and plenty of them. Carpenters and other tradesmen were making big
money.

Stumpner was successful in keeping a low profile, and police weren’t able to make
any further progress on the search. Unbeknownst to anyone, Stumpner had been arrested
for drunken driving in a small town in Colorado, but he was living under an assumed
name and police did not run a fingerprint check as part of the arrest. Prior to the
Anderson murder, Stumpner had used the name of a deceased person from a Green Bay
cemetery and obtained a library card, fishing license and driver’s license. He leveraged
those documents to obtain a new driver’s license in Colorado. One of the most wanted
men in America had just slipped through the cracks.

Parins made sure the Stumpner family was aware that police weren’t giving up the
chase. He kept in contact with them and occasionally made in-person visits. Parins and
Det. Gaylord Baudhuin went to Berlin, Wisconsin, on May 26, 1987, to meet with
Stumpner’s mother, Winnie Mattice. She told detectives she believed her son was dead,
because she hadn’t heard from him since New Year’s Eve 1983, a few days after the
murder. She said her daughter and son-in-law (Cindy and Jim Bloy) told her that her son
had been in their house while they were away, took three pairs of jeans, left his club
colors (vest) there and created a mess.

The Stumpner case was at a standstill until a chance occurrence early in 1988. Det.
Rogalski and his wife, Patty, happened to watch a new police show on the Fox network
called America’s Most Wanted. The show was hosted by John Walsh and appeared to
have success leveraging the eyes of the public in capturing fugitives. The show had
already helped capture one of the FBI’s Ten Most Wanted men just four days after its
February debut in only seven markets.

“Why don’t you put Stumpner on that show?” Patty suggested.

The more he thought about it, the more Rogalski agreed it sounded like a good idea.
The next day, he called the local Fox affiliate to obtain contact information for the show
and was referred to WTTG, Channel 5, in Washington, D.C. Rogalski spent an hour on
the phone with one of the show’s producers, relating details of the Margaret Anderson
case and talking about the unsuccessful search for Stumpner.



Initially, the producer told Rogalski the case sounded too bloody for their program,
but he would do some checking. Within ten minutes, the producer called back to say the
case was exactly what the show’s producers were looking for.

An excited Rogalski went into Langan’s office to tell his captain that he contacted
the show and they were interested in learning more about the case for a possible
segment.

“You did what?” was Langan’s response.

Langan hadn’t heard of the show and thought the idea was pure foolishness.
However, Rogalski’s enthusiasm was too much for him to ignore, and he accompanied
the eager detective to Police Chief Howard Erickson’s office. After some prodding,
Erickson agreed the show sounded like a valid idea, but told the men they’d have to
work on it outside of city time and clear it with Green Bay Mayor Sam Halloin.

Halloin was cold to the idea, stating he didn’t want Green Bay to be seen in a bad
light because the crime was so horrific. Rogalski was told not to pursue the program any
further, but he didn’t want to give up that easily. He spoke to Naze about the
opportunity, and the former district attorney and now-circuit court judge carried
considerable clout with the mayor and other city leaders.

It wasn’t long before the show’s producers called to request faxed copies of case
reports for their review, and two producers soon paid a visit to Green Bay to scout the
area first-hand and learn more about the case. The shoot was now a “go.”

A two-person production team arrived from Dallas a few weeks later, and Rogalski
helped to secure actors and shooting locations. Drama students from the University of
Wisconsin-Green Bay would handle many of the roles, Rogalski’s own home served as
the site for a scene in which Margaret and Apfel left for their date, and Stan’s Lounge
became the Back Forty for a day.

The shoot went off without a hitch, and the segment aired on Father’s Day evening,
June 19, 1988. The show paid for Rogalski and Parins to fly to Washington, D.C., so
they could be on hand to answer any questions. They watched as the FBI coordinated the
flood of calls that came in immediately after the segment aired in the different time
zones across the country. About three hundred calls came in that night, most of them for
look-alikes, but a number of tips deserved follow-up attention.

The detectives returned to Green Bay two days later and met with the local FBI
agent. The FBI had categorized the tips by location and noticed two had come in from
Golden, Colorado. At 1 a.m. the following night, a person called the America’s Most
Wanted tip line, and then called collect to the Green Bay Police Department. The
department patched the caller through to Rogalski at home, and the man stated he was



one hundred percent sure that Stumpner was living on a ranch near Golden, Colorado,
taking care of horses.

The FBI faxed a photo of Stumpner to the Golden authorities, and at 12:15 p.m. a
call came in stating they had Stumpner in custody. The show had succeeded in capturing
Stumpner in three days, bringing to an end a manhunt that stretched for four and a half
years.

Parins flew to Denver with Brown County Sheriff Leon Pieschek and an FBI agent
to bring Stumpner back to Green Bay. Unlike Whiting, Stumpner hadn’t changed his
appearance at all, which made it easy for anyone who saw the show to recognize him. He
was still short and stocky, with blond, curly hair. Stumpner sat handcuffed to Parins in
the back of an airplane all the way to Green Bay.

Rogalski and Parins later flew back to Colorado to find out what Stumpner did
while he was there. They discovered he worked as a drywaller in Aspen, and most of the
people they encountered there were uncooperative with the Green Bay detectives. The
people at the ranch claimed they had no knowledge of Stumpner’s past, and eventually
paid for his trial defense.

After the capture, Rogalski read through the case notes from the beginning and
discovered police had received a tip early on that Stumpner had worked on a horse ranch
in Golden a year prior to the murder. The fact that he returned there wasn’t a surprise, as
Rogalski learned that people on the run often end up in places with which they are
familiar.

John Zakowski had succeeded Naze in the district attorney’s office and took the
lead for Stumpner’s trial. Parins visited Hinton in prison to see if he would be willing to
testify, but he refused. Stumpner was convicted in October 1988 of aiding and abetting
aggravated battery, being party to the crime of kidnapping, and first-degree sexual
assault, receiving the same fifty-year prison term as Hinton and Lukensmeyer.

The active legal portion of the Margaret Anderson murder case was now over, but
the wounds it left on the people involved and the ripple effect on the families would
continue to surface for decades to come.



Epilogue

Lime Kiln Road in front of Packerland Packing remains a disturbing location for
many people who lived in the Green Bay area at the time of Margaret Anderson’s brutal
murder. The meat packing plant is still active, but the manure clean-out area across the
road has long since been removed. An open field sits in its place as of 2009, awaiting
construction of the proposed Ray and Joan Kroc Corps Community Center. The
Salvation Army facility will be funded primarily by a gift from the estate left by Joan
Kroc, who died in 2003 and was the widow of McDonald's founder Ray Kroc.

The crime left a lasting impact on many people on all sides of the case, with those
wounds reopening as some of the men convicted have served out their prison terms.
Truth-in-sentencing guidelines were not in place at the time of the trials, meaning the
fifty-year sentences imposed on Hinton, Lukensmeyer and Stumpner in actuality called
for mandatory release after just twenty-two years.

Hinton was the first to be released with supervision in the summer of 2007,
followed by Lukensmeyer in the spring of 2008. As of this writing, Stumpner’s
mandatory release date with supervision is January 20, 2011.

Whiting’s conviction went through several levels of appeal, beginning with the
post-conviction motion hearing on November 22, 1985, in front of Judge Grant.
Margaret Maroney, an assistant state public defender, made a motion for a new trial on
the grounds that Robinson didn’t anticipate the party to a crime jury instruction. Whiting
even addressed the Court at that hearing.

“If I had known that the State was going to rely on the party to a crime theory, I
would have testified at trial,” Whiting told the judge.

“I would have testified to this: When the five of us were in the car, I thought Mark
Lukensmeyer was taking Margaret Anderson home. We stopped to let Mark Hinton piss;
I didn’t know where we were at this time. Some time during the ride, A.D. asked where
we were going, and Lukensmeyer said he knew where to take her. When we made the
second stop, it looked like a parking lot …. It was snowing. I was very, very intoxicated.
I just wanted to go home.

“After stopping, Lukensmeyer said something like, ‘Margaret, let’s go.’ Margaret
couldn’t get out because she was sitting in between Stumpner and me in the back seat. I
told Hinton, who was in the front passenger’s seat, to move up. I got out of the car and
helped Margaret get out of the car by giving her my hand.”

Whiting then implicated the lone Drifter in the car, Mark Lukensmeyer, as the



murderer.

“Margaret was pretty wobbly,” he said. “I walked her over to Lukensmeyer in back
of the car, with a hand on both shoulders to steady her. That was the last contact I had
with her.”

Grant denied the motion for a new trial on January 31, 1986.

Under sentencing guidelines in place at the time, Whiting was required to serve at
least 13.3 years, or two-thirds of a twenty-year sentence, before being eligible for parole.
He remains incarcerated in the Wisconsin prison system and is eligible for parole
consideration.

Frank “Frog” Seebantz was convicted in Langlade County of harboring a fugitive
and received two years with work-release privileges. He served an abbreviated sentence
in Calumet County, a short drive from his job at the Paradise Club, an adult
entertainment establishment with ties to the DC Eagles.

Vicky (Chamberlain) Whiting gave birth to Whiting’s son in 1985 and went into
hiding to remove herself from the biker world. She eventually divorced Whiting and
went to school, graduating from the University of Wisconsin-Whitewater in May 1994
with a degree in social work and a minor in criminal justice. She was hired upon
graduation by the Wisconsin Department of Corrections, and worked in the juvenile and
adult prison system until January 2008.

Terry “Weasel” Apfel was never prosecuted in connection with the case.

Peter Naze served as Brown County’s district attorney from 1978 until he won
election as a Brown County circuit court judge in 1987. He retired from the bench in
March 2008, and two months later was diagnosed with cancer. He died April 1, 2009, the
day before the first draft of this book was completed.

Jerry Parins retired from the Green Bay Police Department in April 1992 to become
head of security for the Green Bay Packers. He had been working part time for the team
since 1965. Parins was diagnosed with colon cancer in February 2003, survived two
surgeries and intense chemotherapy and radiation treatments, and continues to contribute
to the Packers’ security team on a part-time basis.

Bob Langan went on to become Green Bay’s chief of police in 1990 and currently
operates his own private investigation service.

Tom Hinz went on to win election as Brown County Sheriff and currently serves as
the elected county executive.



Dave Steger went on to win election as sheriff in Langlade County and currently
operates a bowling center in Antigo, Wisconsin.

Bob Anderson Sr. died of throat cancer in 1996.

Margaret’s son, Bob Anderson Jr., has faced struggles with personal demons
created, in part, by the case and from losing his mother at the age of seventeen. He lives
in Door County, Wisconsin, and continues to miss his mother greatly.
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