




Praise for No Place Like Murder 2

“Put away the rose-colored glasses. History isn’t always pretty.  
There is a dark side to Indiana’s past that needs to be pulled from the shadows. 
This gripping true crime collection illuminates some of the most fascinating  

and chilling cases in Hoosier Heartland history.”

CHRIS KENNEDY NIXON, author of Murder & Mayhem in Early Jay County 

“Thornton brings to life long-forgotten true crimes that will keep the reader  
riveted and horrified at the brutality one human can have for another.”

DIANA CATT, author of Death Map, a Lila Kincaid Investigation

“Janis Thornton recounts twenty Indiana murders involving 
women and children that made headlines in their day but were lost to history 

until now. True crime aficionados will find her fascinating second volume  
of No Place Like Murder hard to put down.”

GARY SOSNIECKI, author of The Potato Masher Murder:
Death at the Hands of a Jealous Husband  
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This book is dedicated to the hard-working newspaper reporters, who wrote 
the first drafts of the historic murders that appear on the following pages. 

Their enduring words provide an eye-opening, often shocking glimpse 
into the past and remind us that human life is as fragile today as it 

was decades ago, when their stories were rolling off the presses. 
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FOREWORD

There is something about true crime that grabs our attention and won’t let go. 
Our television is populated with NBC’s Dateline, ABC’s 20/20, and countless 
other cable and streaming knock offs, telling dramatic stories about tragic 
events. We all hark to the siren song of a police car, fire truck, or ambulance 
that makes us stop what we are doing and look. There is a primal attraction. 
It’s why bestseller lists are populated with true crime stories. 
	 There’s an old newspaper adage: “If it bleeds, it leads.” I found that true 
when working on my family genealogy in my ample spare time during the 
first months of the pandemic. Searching for information on a great-uncle I 
knew nothing about, I was suddenly staring at a headline about the “notorious 
John Terrell,” who ambushed his estranged son-in-law in 1903 in such a spec-
tacular fashion that it ended up making headlines in more than six hundred 
newspapers across the nation, including the front page of the New York Times. 
The story fired my interest in historical true crime, resulting in my book, The 
Madness of John Terrell: Revenge and Insanity on Trial in the Heartland. But 
thanks to Janis Thornton, I already had an interest in historical true crime.
	 A former newspaper reporter, Janis is a master of the true crime genre. 
Her book, Too Good a Girl, about the unsolved murder of her high school 
classmate, brought a sharp reporter’s eye to decades-old evidence. She also 
brought a sympathetic touch to telling the story of the victim, her family, 
and friends. The same is true with the first volume of No Place Like Murder, 
which, like this volume, is filled with historic true crime. 
	 Janis writes with an eye for the human side of tragic, often horrible events.  
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This was never more evident than in her book, The 1965 Palm Sunday Torna-
does in Indiana. She recounted the most destructive and deadly day in Indiana 
history, told through the eyes of more than one hundred survivors.
	 Janis provides far more than just facts and figures or the titillating shock 
of outrageous crimes. She never loses sight of the real people involved in these 
stories—victims, witnesses, police, coroners, and yes, perpetrators, some who 
are violent thugs, but others who are sympathetic people trapped in unfortu-
nate circumstances.
	 For example, in 1954, small-town girl Dorothy Poore left home for the big 
city to find a job. Instead, she was horrifically murdered, her nearly nude body 
found days later stuffed in a hotel dresser drawer. 
	 In “The Bloomfield Slasher,” the doctor of a pregnant, eighteen-year-old 
wife, became enamored with her and convinced her to leave her husband. 
When the young woman had a change of heart and reconciled with her 
husband, the spurned doctor attacked her with surgeon-like precision as she 
walked down a Bloomfield street.
	 Tragic school shootings too often lead the news, but they are not new. 
“Pandemonium at William Reed Elementary” tells of the shocking, 1960 shot-
gun murders of two Hartford City teachers by, perhaps, the least likely person 
as their classrooms of stunned fifth-graders watched.
	 “Bushwhacked on Bittersweet Road” tells of three teenagers, cruising 
along a country road outside Mishawaka in 1937, when they came upon a car 
that appeared to have broken down. Concerned, the teens stopped to help but 
were met with a hail of gunfire from an unknown assailant, killing sixteen-
year-old Melba Moore.
	 “The Mother Goose Murder Trial” recounts the story of an eleven-year-
old Starke County boy, Cecil Burkett, who, in 1921, became the youngest 
child in the nation to face the possibility of the electric chair.
	 “The Saga of Sororicide Charles Messel” recounts the 1911 tragedy of 
eleven-year-old Fern Messel, whose father was arrested for “ruining” her. The 
next day, her seventeen-year-old brother, Charles, shot and killed her after he 
overheard her say he “was as guilty as Pa.” The resolution was as unexpected 
as the crime.
	 “Rock-a-Bye-Bye, Baby: The Unspeakable Crime of Nora Mosher” tells of 
a woman, who in 1907, bashed in the head of her newborn baby. Both she and 
her father, the suspected father of the baby, were charged with the murder—
but only one was convicted. 
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	 “The Prosecution of Alice Lawson: The Human Icicle” and “Cornbread to 
Deathbed: The Delicious Revenge of Nellie Collins” tell of abused women in 
early 1900s Indiana who found no other way out of their intolerable circum-
stances than to rid themselves of their tormentors, no matter the cost. 
	 “The Contemptible Crimes of Clara Carl: Indiana’s Bluebeard” could have 
been part of The Poisoner’s Handbook. Clara poisoned two husbands, and a 
father-in-law to boot, all within just over a year and got away with it—almost, 
that is. The men were long cold in the grave, when authorities received an 
anonymous letter telling them to dig up the bodies and look for arsenic.
	 There are many more of these historical true crime stories—twenty in 
total. Think about these stories set in a time when the population was much 
smaller and society simpler, more law-abiding, more religious, more neigh-
borly. At least that is the perception. How many times have you heard some-
one, after hearing about a particularly heinous crime, remark, “Why can’t 
people be like they used to be?”
	 After reading this book, you may conclude that we are, in fact, like people 
used to be. 
	 So, settle into your favorite easy chair with your favorite comforting drink 
at hand and enjoy this wonderful book. 

                                                                Stephen M. Terrell

Stephen M. Terrell is a retired lawyer with a passion for writing. His latest book 
is a historical true crime saga, The Madness of John Terrell: Revenge and 
Insanity on Trial in the Heartland. (Kent State University Press, 2024). Visit 
him online at www.terrellwrites.com.
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INTRODUCTION
Historic True Crime Never Grows Old

Modern-day stories of true crime abound. It seems that the moment a sensa-
tional, horrific murder hits the mainstream news, an enterprising writer starts 
cranking out a book. And to their good fortune, an ever-expanding market of 
eager readers is waiting to lap it up. 
	 Our media—print, broadcast, and social—pounce on a grisly crime the 
moment it occurs, home in on every gruesome detail, elevate it to top-story 
status, and then, often within hours, move on to the next ratings grab, leaving 
it behind like yesterday’s news.
	 I enjoy exploring cases that were left behind. It is a wise choice for a true 
crime writer driven by an almost inexorable enthusiasm for solving puzzles, 
especially old ones that involve figuring out not only who dunnit, but why. 
That preference also aligns with my fascination for history and has led me to 
produce another collection of historic Indiana true crime stories.
	 While I find nearly all sensational historic true crimes riveting, the ones I 
seek out, research, and write about are those that have long faded into obscurity. 
As I cobble together the elements of each story, I most enjoy sifting through 
the source material for clues to the emotions and motivations that drove the 
people who committed the crimes. Styles, tastes, habits, landscapes, technolo-
gy, and societal norms change over time, but the human condition remains 
steadfast. Therefore, perhaps the only substantial difference between people 
of 2024 and those of 1924 is the speed at which their lives move.
	 After the release of No Place Like Murder in 2020, I continued to dig for 
compelling stories to tell. This time I found myself drawn to crimes revolving 
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around women and children, who sadly are frequent victims of violent crime. 
However, what I found most unsettling was the discovery that oftentimes they 
themselves are the killers. The product of my research is this book of twenty 
gripping stories of murder that occurred in a variety of Indiana communities—
close-knit rural towns, as well as bustling cities—between 1883 and 1960. Some 
of the incidents are brutal and premeditated; others are the unintended result 
of the perpetrator’s momentary loss of control. All focus on a woman or child. 
Sometimes both.
	 Readers who are drawn to true crime revel in the front-row vantage point 
it provides, allowing them to experience an array of dangerous situations with 
morbid outcomes. It also introduces them to numerous characters, ranging 
from despicable monsters to endearing innocents.
	 My first collection of historic Indiana crime stories provides a look into 
the minds of murderers and the motives behind their heinous acts. Assailants 
hail from all walks of life and pluck their cue to kill from a wide swath of 
flimsy excuses. Generally, people who take a life are not genetically predisposed 
to violent behavior, although the jury is still out on the percentage who are. 
Most often, the cold-blooded killer’s motive is prompted by power, greed, 
retribution, jealousy, anger, or a circumstance that has upturned their chosen 
place in the universe. 
	 My second collection expands on all of that and confirms there are no 
absolutes in murder. According to the FBI’s most recent data on violent crime, 
the vast majority of perpetrators are men between the ages of twenty and 
fifty-nine, albeit gender and age occupy both ends of the spectrum. 
	 For example, this book covers several cases featuring children, including: 
ten-year-old Alice Cothrell, who vanished from her neighborhood in Allen 
County and five days later was found drowned in the cistern belonging to her 
contentious neighbor; eleven-year-old Cecil Burkett of the tiny town of Ora 
in Starke County who was tried for the shotgun slaying of his seven-year-old 
neighbor, Benny Slavin; nine-year-old Robert Silvers of Portland who stabbed 
and killed his nine-year-old playmate, Bernie Teeters, after a quarrel over a 
baseball mitt; and Alexandria’s eight-year-old Nellie Maynard, who died 
of acute burns caused by fourteen-year-old Rosie Perkins, who set Nellie’s 
dress on fire.
	 The book also dissects the roles of women in several more sensational 
Hoosier homicides. Those stories introduce readers to the likes of Green-
field’s Clara Carl, who newspapers deemed Indiana’s female Bluebeard; Rose 
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Glasgo, whose alligator tears held sway with the jury that acquitted her in 
the shooting death of her estranged husband in the city of Brazil; Harriet 
Dinkins, who caused the gas inhalation deaths of her three young children, 
thus nullifying her claim as Muncie’s Mother of the Year; as well as many more 
innocent victims, such as Evansville’s Mary Elizabeth Robb, Clinton’s Dorothy 
Poore, Lizzie Skinner of Bloomfield, Alice May Girton of Randolph County, 
and Hartford City school teachers Harriet Robson and Minnie McFerron, all 
of whom violently lost their lives for no good reason at the hands of men they 
thought they knew. 
	 Like my first book of historic true crimes, researching the various crimes 
led me to better understand the people touched by the malevolent deeds that 
forever changed their lives. Crafting the stories for modern-day readers gave 
me insight into the victims’ and perpetrators’ lives, their attitudes, and their 
outlooks for happiness and heartache. Consequently, I came to realize that 
crimes of passion and greed are not a modern invention, and people who 
inhabited Indiana decades before us are not so very different from Hoosiers 
of today. 
	 Historic true crime never grows old, as long as readers follow their curi-
osity to unexpected places, where a strategically placed bullet can rip apart far 
more than its intended target’s fate. I hope you find the stories in the book as 
fascinating and unforgettable as I have. But as you read, I suggest you keep a 
light burning. And your door bolted.
	 Happy reading.

		  Janis Thornton
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PART I
VICTIMS: WOMEN
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1
DOROTHY POORE:

THE GIRL IN THE DRESSER DRAWER

Dateline: Marion County, 1954

The year was 1954. America was booming, and opportunities abounded. 
Indianapolis was the perfect place for an ambitious, eighteen-year-old Hoosier 
woman to test her mettle and start her life. 
	 Dorothy Poore graduated that spring from Clinton High School, and 
she was dying to escape her tiny, Vermillion County town. The afternoon 
of Wednesday, July 14, she hugged her mother, Hazel, goodbye and boarded 
the Circle City-bound bus, promising to return Saturday. After arriving in 
Indianapolis, Dorothy hoofed the two-and-a-half blocks from the terminal at 
Market and Illinois Streets to the Lorraine Hotel at 12 South Capitol and regis-
tered for a room. The three-night stay would set her back $6, but she hoped 
to land one of the state’s well-paying typist jobs after she took the civil service 
exam on Thursday. 
	 Saturday evening, Hazel waited at the Clinton bus station, anxious to 
greet her daughter and hear about her trip. But when the bus pulled in and the 
passengers disembarked, Dorothy wasn’t among them. Hazel couldn’t imag-
ine what had happened.
	
The Girl in the Dresser Drawer
The headline splashed across Monday’s Indianapolis Star shouted the news 
that no mother should ever have to bear: “GIRL’S BODY FOUND IN HOTEL.” 
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	 The story reported that three members of the housekeeping staff of the 
Claypool Hotel, located downtown Indianapolis on the corner of Washing-
ton and Illinois Streets, had discovered Dorothy’s “nearly nude, badly decom-
posed body” Sunday morning in Room 665, where it had been jammed into a 
dresser drawer. Police couldn’t make sense of it. 
	 Dorothy’s family and friends couldn’t either. They assured investigators 
that Dorothy had always been a quiet, reserved girl. So, had she been lured to 
the hotel room by a “sex fiend” as the Indianapolis Star suggested? Had she 
gone willingly? Was she there for a job interview? No one knew.
	 Marion County Coroner Dr. Roy B. Storms estimated that the young 
woman had died late Thursday, July 15, or early Friday, July 16, but he could 
not yet determine the cause of death. The autopsy by Dr. David Rosenbaum 
was inconclusive. Perhaps she had died of strangulation, he said, but he wasn’t 
sure. She might have been suffocated by a pillow. Swelling and decomposition 
of Dorothy’s body, caused by the scorching July heat, made certainty impossible.
	 Rosenbaum removed her vital organs and sent them to Indiana University 
Medical Center for toxicology tests.

A Fine Girl with a Bright Future
Dorothy Lillian Poore was born August 21, 1935, in Chicago. An only child, 
she lived most of her life in Clinton, Indiana, with her mother, Hazel Poore, 
and her grandmother, Lilly Dancy. Dorothy’s friends remembered her as a 
beautiful, well-liked girl. Quiet and known for her serious, no-nonsense per-
sonality, Dorothy had focused her academic studies on business courses and 
excelled at typing and shorthand. She figured such skills would open doors to 
a business career and had set her sights on Indianapolis. She was certain the 
capital city would offer far more exciting and lucrative opportunities than any 
available in her hometown. 
	 Dorothy’s final journey to Indianapolis was her third in her pursuit of a 
job. She had made her first trip on Thursday, July 1, and stayed three days—
two at the Lorraine Hotel and one at the home of a family friend. When 
Dorothy returned to Clinton the following Monday, she told her closest con-
fidant, her grandmother, about two strange men who had harassed her the 
moment she stepped off the bus in Indianapolis—one, who took her suitcase 
from her; and the other, claiming to be a terminal detective, who gave it back 
to her. Dorothy said the men had upset her so much that she had been unable 
to sleep that first night.



5

	 Even so, Dorothy traveled back to Indianapolis on Tuesday, July 6. That 
time, Dorothy’s mother accompanied her, rented her a room at the Adams 
Hotel in the two hundred block of North New Jersey Street, and returned 
to Clinton, leaving Dorothy to take her civil service test on Thursday, July 8. 
However, Hazel called Dorothy Wednesday night and begged her to come 
home, claiming she couldn’t bear to lose her daughter. Unable to withstand 
her mother’s pleas, Dorothy obediently skipped the test and caught the next 
bus home. Still, she was growing ever more restless. She had dreams to pursue. 
	 Within a few days, Dorothy had worn down her mother’s objection and 
earned her blessing. The following Wednesday, July 14, Dorothy stepped 
aboard an Indianapolis-bound bus for the last time.
	 Five days later, Hazel and Lilly traveled to Indianapolis to meet with the 
coroner. Dorothy was buried in Clinton on Wednesday, July 21. According to 
that day’s edition of the Daily Clintonian, two Indianapolis police detectives and 
a Claypool Hotel bellhop were among the funeral attendees. They hoped to spot 
their missing “dresser drawer slayer” suspect, but they didn’t.

Dorothy Poore was a happy, eighteen-year-old Clinton (Indiana) High School senior with 
everything to live for, when she posed for her graduation photo above. Dorothy’s friends 
described her as “neat” and “meticulous,” which is apparent in the photo of her snapped on a 
sunny day shortly before she left Clinton and headed off for a new life in Indianapolis in July of 
1954. Photos courtesy the Indianapolis Police Department Archives.

Dorothy Poore: The Girl in the Dresser Drawer
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Desperate for a Woman
As the vigorous investigation continued, several witnesses told police about 
crossing paths with the guest occupying the Claypool’s Room 665 on Thurs-
day and Friday, July 15 and 16. Hotel records showed that the room had been 
registered to a man named Jack O’Shea of New York City, who had left behind 
plenty of excellent fingerprints. Although the prints didn’t match any in the 
FBI files at that time, the prints would confirm O’Shea’s presence in the room 
once he was arrested.
	 Hotel staff described O’Shea as about thirty years old, short with a 
medium build, and fair-complected with blond hair. A mail clerk at the hotel 
described him as “something like the sweet Van Johnson type,” referring to 
the popular Hollywood leading man.
	 Bellman Bruno Widmann escorted the suspect to his sixth-floor room at 
around 4:20 p.m., Thursday. Widmann, a chiropractic student with a knack 
for drawing, sketched a likeness of the guest for the police. They, in turn, 
distributed the drawing to newspapers and law enforcement departments 
throughout the state in hopes someone would recognize him.
	 Widmann told the Indianapolis Star that “the man seemed frantic for a 
woman” and had insisted, “If you can get me a girl, I’ll go as high as $50.” 

The Claypool Hotel, 
where Dorothy Poore’s 
body was found on July 
18, 1954, was located at 
the corner of Illinois and 
Washington Streets in 
downtown Indianapolis, 
Indiana. Photo courtesy 
the Indianapolis Police  
Department Archives.



7

According to Widmann, the man seemed to have plenty of money, evidenced 
by O’Shea’s thirty-five-cent tip, but Widmann declined the suspect’s request, 
advising him that the hotel was respectable, and getting him a woman could 
not be done.
	 A cab driver told police about transporting a young man, fitting the 
suspect’s description, from the bus station to the Claypool. According to the 
driver, as soon as the passenger climbed into the cab, he asked the driver to 
get him a woman. “I don’t do things like that,” the driver explained. “I have 
a wife and a couple kids.” But as the cab approached the hotel, the passenger 
tried again. “He told me that he was willing to pay $150 a week for a woman 
to stay with him,” the driver said.
	 Before the man exited the cab and entered the hotel, he asked the driver 
to wait. When he came out a few minutes later, he told the driver to send a 
woman to Room 665. “He paid me $1.50 on the $1.05 meter charge,” the driver 
said, “and I drove away. I thought the guy was a little batty.”

The Sweetest Thing
The suspect passed himself off as owner of the O’Shea Employment System, 
one of the city’s busiest employment agencies, which led police to believe 
Dorothy had made an appointment to speak with him about a job. 
	 The Claypool’s manager told police that a young woman wearing a 
checkered-print dress had approached the desk at three o’clock Thursday 
afternoon and asked if Jack O’Shea had registered. He had not. But the 
Star reported that one of the hotel’s elevator operators claimed to have taken 
O’Shea from the sixth floor to the lobby at around 5:00 p.m. The same oper-
ator, according to the Star, took a woman closely resembling Dorothy from 

Victor Lively’s hotel guest 
registration card shows 
he had registered under 
the pseudonym “Jack 
O’Shea,” a resident of 
New York City, when he 
checked into the Claypool 
Hotel’s Room 665 on July 
15, 1954. Photo courtesy 
the Indianapolis Police 
Department Archives.

Dorothy Poore: The Girl in the Dresser Drawer
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the lobby to the sixth floor at 6:30 p.m. but couldn’t recall bringing her back 
down. Other hotel employees did say, however, that they had seen Dorothy 
leave the hotel shortly past 6:30. 
	 According to another elevator operator, O’Shea returned to the Clay-
pool around midnight with an unidentified, blue jeans-clad young woman. 
Although the hotel employee could not identify O’Shea’s friend as Dorothy 
Poore, police didn’t rule out the possibility.
	 “They were playing around on the elevator,” the operator said, “and he 
said, ‘This is my sweetheart. Isn’t she the sweetest thing you have ever seen?’ ”
	 Police found no one able to verify whether the young woman with O’Shea 
was Dorothy, nor could anyone say what time, or if, Dorothy returned to the 
Lorraine Hotel Thursday night.
	 The coroner decided Dorothy had died sometime between 1:00 and 
3:00 p.m. Friday, which was the approximate time O’Shea called the hotel’s 
housekeeping service and asked that his room be cleaned. Two hotel maids 
responded. One told police that O’Shea spoke to her quite pleasantly, but 
the other said he seemed “wild-eyed” when he asked her to remove a spot of 
blood from his bedsheet, which he blamed on a nosebleed.
	 After that, he went downstairs to the hotel’s barbershop. The barber said 
O’Shea appeared distraught as he walked into the shop at about three o’clock. 
He wore a light sports jacket and asked if he could get a shave without 
taking off the jacket, explaining that his shirt was dirty. While the jacket didn’t 
present a problem, the barber told the Star that he thought it curious. Police 
speculated that O’Shea may have been trying to hide a telltale sign, such as 
scratches on his arms or traces of his victim’s blood on his shirt.
	 That was the last any of the Claypool Hotel staff saw of the man calling 
himself Jack O’Shea, even though hotel records showed he had paid for his 
room for an additional day, extending his checkout time to 4:00 p.m. Saturday.

Not a Pretty Sight
Hotel maids Ella Mae Bobby and Julia Bell entered Room 665 at around 10:00 a.m. 
Sunday and were immediately repelled by an offensive odor. As they searched the 
room for the source of the stench, Bell found it when she neared the dresser.
	 She slid out the top and middle drawers. Both were empty. She attempted 
to open the bottom drawer, but it was stuck. Although she pulled with all her 
strength, it wouldn’t budge. She summoned houseman William Kimbrough for 
assistance, but he couldn’t extract the bottom drawer either. So he removed the 
middle drawer, giving him a straight-line view of the bottom drawer’s contents. 
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For a fleeting moment, the shock paralyzed him. He couldn’t believe his eyes.
	 Stuffed into the drawer—measuring forty-eight inches long by twenty-four 
inches wide by ten inches deep—was the five-foot six-inch, 106-pound body 
of a young woman. Wearing only her panties, bra, and slip, she had been laid 
on her back with her legs folded underneath her. Her left arm was draped 
across her chest, and her head was jammed over her right shoulder into the 
container’s back corner. She was badly bloated, and lividity had darkened the 
exposed skin from her chest up. She was not a pretty sight. 
	 Shaken, Kimbrough notified W. Bryan Karr, the hotel manager. He, in 
turn, called the police.
	 The hotel had been in the process of installing an air conditioning system, 
but it had not yet reached the sixth floor. Thus, the torrid July heat had 
accelerated the body’s decomposition. The putrid odor wafting from Room 
665 necessitated the evacuation of the entire sixth floor and prompted the 
firemen who removed Dorothy’s remains to wear gas masks. 
	 Police immediately set to work searching the room for clues. They found 
a pair of jeans, a blouse, a plastic belt, and a pair of sandals stashed in the 
room’s utility closet. Under the radiator, they found a purse containing an 
application for a Social Security card, a pack of gum, an address book, and a 
nickel. Based on the application form and the high school class ring on the 
dead woman’s finger, police identified the victim and phoned her family. 
	 Dorothy’s mother and grandmother, Hazel and Lilly, were devastated. 
They had expected Dorothy to return home Saturday night. “I waited until 
midnight last night for her,” Lilly explained. “I thought that she just had been 
delayed and would call today. God, who could have done anything like that?” 
	 The coroner was never able to determine the cause of death, but he ruled 
out blows, bullets, and knife wounds. He also ascertained that Dorothy had 
not been raped. He suspected strangulation or suffocation, but the condition 
of the body prevented him from making a more accurate assessment. 
	 Neither Dorothy’s family nor her acquaintances understood why she was 
in a strange man’s hotel room. That was not like her, they said. Hazel told the 
Indianapolis Star that Dorothy was “a wonderful, very fine girl” who would 
never “go to a room with a man on her own freewill.”

Apprehended in the Show-Me State
Police weren’t surprised when the Manhattan address O’Shea used at the Clay-
pool Hotel failed to pan out, but three fast-breaking developments reported 
Thursday, July 22, provided detectives their best hope of locating their man.

Dorothy Poore: The Girl in the Dresser Drawer
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	 First, police found a witness that had seen a man fitting the suspect’s 
description walking to the Terminal Bus Station at Market and Illinois Streets 
at noon Saturday. Second, an employee of a northeast Indianapolis laundry 
identified the suspect as a woman-crazy, former co-worker named Victor 
Hale Lively, who spoke with a Texas drawl. And third, by comparing the sig-
natures on the registration cards at both the Kirkwood and Claypool Hotels, 
police ascertained that their suspect had stayed at the Kirkwood as Lively, 
until Thursday afternoon, when he checked in at the Claypool as O’Shea.
	 Buses departing the terminal around the time Lively was spotted were 
destined for Fort Wayne, Muncie, and Terre Haute. Police asked authorities in 
those areas to be on the lookout for their suspect. Now that police had their 
man’s real name, an accurate description, and the direction he was headed, the 
manhunt evolved quickly. 
	 Police were confident that Lively’s apprehension would be only a matter 
of time, and they had been right. Lively was picked up the next day, Friday, 
July 23, by deputies Robert Wilkerson and Carroll Rowland of the sheriff ’s 
department of St. Louis County, Missouri. One of them spotted Lively shortly 
before noon stepping out of a clump of bushes on U.S. Highway 66, twenty-five 

A Claypool Hotel maid found Dorothy Poore’s dead body stuffed into the lower drawer of this 
dresser in Room 665 at the Claypool Hotel. Photo courtesy the Indianapolis Police Department 
Archives.
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miles west of St. Louis. Wearing a yellow sport shirt and light blue trousers, 
Lively had been hitchhiking his way to Texas to see his mother. He might have 
avoided capture had he not stopped to relieve his bladder.
	 Lively had no identification on him. When the deputies asked his name, 
he promptly told them. Under one arm, he carried a small package wrapped 
in newspaper. The deputies told him to unwrap it. Tearing away the paper to 
reveal a .32 caliber Mauser automatic pistol, Lively nervously explained that 
he needed the gun “because there are so many bad men on the highways.” 
Things might happen to a lone guy walking along the road if he didn’t have a 
weapon to take care of himself, he pleaded.
	 Lively needn’t have bothered with the vulnerability act. The deputies 
knew who he was. Moments before noticing him along the road, they had 
seen a story in one of the area papers about the Indianapolis murder and the 
hunt for the suspect. They cuffed Lively in the backseat of their patrol car 
and drove him to the sheriff ’s office in nearby Clayton, the St. Louis County 
seat. There, they turned him over to a pair of formidable interrogators, Cap-
tain Harry Newbold and Deputy Sheriff Hugh Bresnahan. Within two hours, 
Lively admitted to killing Dorothy Poore. Once Indianapolis Police Detective 
Sergeants Randolph Schubert and Harold Goodman arrived, he filled in details.
	 Lively claimed he had picked up Dorothy and her friend, whom he knew 
only as Ruth, at a hamburger stand the evening of Thursday, July 15, and 
the two women had willingly accompanied him to his room at the Claypool. 
The three had indulged in gin and tonics for at least two hours before Ruth 
announced she wanted to go. However, according to Lively, Dorothy wanted 
to stay. And that, he said, led to a spat and prompted Ruth to tear out of the 
room, leaving Dorothy behind. 
	 Lively claimed Dorothy was happy to be alone with him. In fact, she 
stripped down to her slip, bra, and panties to make herself comfortable. She 
even promised to follow him wherever he went. “She didn’t have anywhere 
else to go,” he said. All was fine for the next hour or so, Lively said, until she 
turned on him, rejecting the gin and insisting he buy her some whiskey. He 
flat out refused, he said. He didn’t want to spend more money. 
	 He claimed Dorothy grew furious and resorted to vile language. But when 
she started swinging her fists at him, he had no choice but to wrap his arm 
around her throat to subdue her. After two or three minutes in his embrace, 
she collapsed onto the bed, he said.

PAGES 12–235 HAVE BEEN OMITTED FROM THIS SAMPLE
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No Place Like Murder 2 takes a hard look at twenty sensational murders that 
shocked the Hoosier Heartland between 1883 and 1960. Many were premeditated, 
others the result of a momentary loss of control. All placed women and children 

at the center of the murderous deeds—some as victim and some as killer.  
No Place Like Murder 2 is sure to thrill true crime lovers.

P
“Janis Thornton again delivers horrifying, interesting, and terrifying murder  

accounts from the Hoosier state. Her recounting of these disturbing events weaves  
bone-chilling tales, which leave readers feeling as if they were part of the events  

and as if  they knew the victims. So, lock your doors, close your blinds,  
and prepare to enter the dark and enigmatic world of true crime!”

NICOLE KOBROWSKI, author of She Sleeps Well: The Extraordinary  
Life and Murder of Dr. Helene Elise Hermine Knabe

“Well-documented research goes far beyond lists of facts and supports  
thought-provoking vignettes that maintain the reader’s interest throughout.  

No Place Like Murder 2 places Thornton firmly in the upper echelon of true crime writers.”

RUSS EBERHART, writing as Ross Carley, author of The Three-Legged Assassin 

“Extensively researched, well-documented, and expertly written. Thornton breathes life 
once again into the tragic victims in these stories. They deserved better in life and thanks 

to Thornton, they may find some comfort and peace in the retelling of their stories.”

MB DABNEY, award-winning writer & author of the David Blaise mystery series

“With a passion for unearthing horrific historic murders, author Janis Thornton  
leaves readers on the edge of their seats and double-checking their locked doors.”

DONNA CRONK, journalist and author of There’s a Clydesdale in the Attic: 
Reflections on Keeping and Letting Go

“A woman who kills her abusive husband by poisoning his cornbread?  
What a delicious vintage true crime story, and what a chronicler  

of true crime and dire events is Janis Thornton.”

KEITH ROYSDON, author of Cold Case Muncie  
and The Westside Park Murders


