











‘Is it possible that
Tony was framed?’

CONTINUED

times who want to leak for money.
Their brother-in-law knows a guard
up at the jail who sees Costa ev-
ery day—and so on. If | wanted
to see the official color photo-
graphs of what was left of the
women, | could probably get them
from somebody—if | were willing
to pay.

! | might even be able to buy a
piece of the rope—after the trial.
Business is business, after all, and
always has been. There is money
to be made on the fringes of fa-
mous murders. For instance: | am
being paid.

Murder is no novelty on Cape Cod
—mnor are multiple murders that
reek of drugs. Back in the lem-
onade summer of good old 1901,
a nurse named Jane Toppan mur-
dered Alden P. Davis, his wife
and his two daughters with mor-
phine and atropine. This was in
lovely Cataumet, about 10 miles
from here, where windmills some-
times still ground grain.

Leonard Wood, commander of
the swashbuckling Rough Riders
in the Spanish-American War, was
vacationing there at the time. The
President was McKinley, who was
about to be shot. It might be ar-
gued that Jane Toppan was, in
her own way, responding to the
corporate greed and the militarism
and the murderousness and cor-
ruption of her times. If so, she cer-
tainly responded in a great big
way. She confessed not only to
the Alden murders, but to 27 oth-
ers besides.

i She died in a crazyhouse in 1938.
That is surely where multiple mur-
derers belong—in a crazyhouse.

Jane Toppan was an orphan who
never could find out who her par-
ents were. Tony Costa, on the other
hand, knows all about his parents,
and about shoals of other affec-
tionate relatives. His father was a
hero off New Guinea in the Sec-
ond World War. He saved another
sailor who was drowning. Then
he banged his head on a coral out-
crop and died. Tony has a news-
paper clipping about this, proudly
shows it around.

His father’s life was insured for
$10,000. Part of this treasure was
put in trust for Tony by his moth-
er, who remarried after a while.
She still lives in Provincetown.
‘When Tony was only 13, he was
keeping books and handling busi-
ness correspondence and making
out the income tax for his step-
father, a mason.

How straight can you be?

Tony has an intelligence quotient
of 121.

Tony and his ex-wife used to be
Catholics. They aren’t anymore.
Avis said the other day, “We both
believe in reincarnation, psyche-
delia, and God in nature.”

She divorced him a year ago
June, charging him with “. . . eru-
el and abusive treatment.” This is a
customary accusation, even among
timid souls, in divorce actions in
the Commonwealth.

Reporters who talk to Province-
town freaks about Tony often hear
him spoken of in the past tense
—as though he were long gone,
would never return. They resent
the gory advance publicity.

They want one thing very much
for Tony: a fair trial.

Is it possible that Tony was
framed? In early 1968 he did one
of the most suicidal things a young
drug-dabbler can do: he told the
local fuzz that so-and-so was sell-
ing dope. So-and-so was busted.
There was a certain amount of trib-
al justice in this: so-and-so was
from out of town.

But who would chop up and
bury four nice girls to frame one
small canary?

Tony was a spoiled little boy, one
hears. He was never punished for
anything.

In his closet in the roominghouse
where he helped Patricia Walsh
and Mary Ann Wysocki with their
luggage, police found a coil of
stained rope.

Young women in America will con-
tinue to look for love and ex-
citement in places that are as dan-
gerous as hell. | salute them for
their optimism and their nerve.

| remember now my own daugh-
ter's summer in Provincetown,
where she was supposedly studying
painting with oils. After that sum-
mer, she told me and her mother
about a young man who would in-
form her from time to time that
he wanted to kill her—and would.
She didn’t bother the police with
this. It was a joke, she supposed
—like inviting somebody to come
see a marijuana patch.

When Tony was arrested, | called
her up in lowa City, and | said,
“Edith—that guy who kept saying
he was going to kill you: was his
name Tony Costa?”’

“No, no,” she said. “Tony
wouldn’t say anything like that.
Tony wasn’t the one.”

Then I told her about Tony Cos-
ta’s arrest. <
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