






































The Biggest Manhunt in History

By Jeremiah O'Leary

The great detecfive story .
of how the FBI identified
and tracked down the escaped
convict accused of killing .

Martin Luther King.

2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176



In the predawn darkness of last June 8, British European
Airways Flight 404 bound from Lisbon landed at London. A traveler
wea¥ing thick, horn-rimmed glasses, a cheap sport jacket and light
raincoat descended from the plane and wandered about Heathrow
Airport. Four hours later a Scotland Yard detective closeted in
a small airport office scrutinized the passenger list for a flight
' to Brussels. One strange namé leapt out at him. Quickly he checked
it against an All Ports Warning issued by the Federal Bureau of
Investigation in Washington; Hurrying through the terminal, he
approached the bespectacled traveler standing in line at the pass-
port desk.' "Would you mind stepping aside, sir," said the Scotland
Yard operative.

Thus ended history's greatest manhunt, thé search for the
accused killer of civil ;ights crusader Martin Luther King. In

its pursuit, 3014 FBI agents spent sl.4 milliqn, flew 900,000 miles
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Suddenly the door knob behind him rattled. "Anybody in there?"
a roomer shouted. The gunman froze, and waited silently. Finally
the intruder's footsteps creaked away.

At 6:01 p.m. civil rights crusader Martin- Luther King, Jr.,
walked out onto the motel balcony -- and into the cross hairs of the
gun sight. One shot rang out. Instantly, Dr. Martin Luther King
was dead.

The figure in the bathroom threw the bedspread over the rifle,
picked up his blue canvas bag and hurried down a dimly 1lit hall.
“That soundeé like a shot:" shputed roomer Willie Anschutz. "Yes —-“ 
it was," said the stranger, smiling. With that, he ran outside, got
into a white 1966 Mustang and Arove off into theztwi;ight. .

g;gn_tg,gégeiyg. The hunt began minutes after the assassination,

)
when the senior FBI agent in Memphis telephoned Washington. Director
J. Edgar Hoover was immediately notified. "Put every man who can
conceivably help on the case," Hoover declared.

Dpriﬁg the first hours Ebe“?Ef_hﬁG—EG&SUH‘%Obe‘UPtiﬁi&EEE%
Memphis police, searching door to door, quickly ascertained that the‘

shot had been fired from the rooming house. Making a microscopic
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rifle. It had flattened too much on impact to permit conclusive

scientific comparison. And nowhere in the country did union rolls,

. . . [N
tax lists, credit, military or crime records reveal anything about !

the John Willard who registered at the rooming house or the Harvey

)

1
N

Lowﬁyer who purchased the rifle.
"We might as well face it," Hoover told his men as the investi-
gation entered its fifth day. "We're up against an elaborate plan
- to deceive us. Right now.I'd say our best bet is the car —-- wherever
it is."
Looking Westward. On the morning of April 11, Mrs. Ernest Payne,;;
a housewife in Atlanta, Ga. -- 250 miles southeast of Memphis --
learned from a friend that the FBI was searching‘for the assassin's
white Mustang. "Why, I know where a car like that is," exclaimed
Mrs. Payne. "I saw a man leave it in front of my apartment last w§ek.L
Now I remember -- it was the morning after Dr. King was shot. It's. e
still there!" The Atlanta police were notified, later the FBI.
Two carloads of agentg Spea through downtown Atlanta to begin an
inch-by-inch inspection of the Mustang.

¢ )

On a soiled sheet inside, an agent detected a few green threads,'f
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They were forthwith flown to FBI laboratories in Washington, and hours
later the téletype message came back: The threads taken from the
sheet were like those on the bedspread found in Memphis with the rifle.. -
'The tiny th;eads thus helped link the Mustang to the'rifle and the
murder.

- The car offered still more clues. A Turista sticker showed it
had been driven into Mexico-last fall. O0il company stickers pasted\'
inside the door revealed it recently had been serviced in Los Angeles. -
And finally, the car registration yielded the name of its owner:
Eric Starvo Galt, 2608 Highland Avenue, Birmingham, Ala.

Meanwhile, a long-shot paid off. The underwear in the blue bég’i}ff
:found with the rifle in Memphis bore laundry markings. Determining
which cléaning establishment -- among 000,000 in the nation =-- made
Jhas , e
%hem'seemgﬂ'an impossible task. But with help from the laundry in@qsfé;y
try, agents concluded that the marks were imprinted by a ;ype of
machine manufactured in Syracuse, N.¥Y. Guided by the manufacturer, -
they then ascertained that the marks probably wére left by.a-particular;

machine sold to a laundry in Los Angeles.

Now two clues -- the oil company stickers on the Mustang and the
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The face clearly matched descriptions of the stranger who lurked
in ﬁhe Memphis béthroom and the “qurtsman" who bought the game rifle . :
in Birmingham. Flashing copies of the picture, EBI aggnts now spread
through hotels, motels, bars and rooming houses in Southern Californi;.v
Their investigation established that Willard-Lowmyer-Galt had lived
on the seamy side of Los Angeles from mid-November 1967 until March l7,/
1968. It also turned up scores of people who offered émall but tell-~
ing descriptions of him. A prostitute thought he looked "kind of
funny" in an oﬁerly pressed dark suit, starched white shirt, green
tie, brown shoes and dirty fingernails. Another recalled that he had .
a "sweetly offénsive" odor, the result of using large doses of sprays
and deodorants instead of soap and water. He tended to squint and
tug at h%s eara“Friendless, he had troub;e looking anyone in the
"‘eyes and tended to s?utter upon first‘meeting someone. He never
seemed to have a job; but he always could peel off $20 bills from a
large roll of cash.

As analysts'fitted these fragments together, the hunted man began

~ /\’\

to change from a shadowy figure into an individual. A heavy-drinking

frequenter of rundown rooming houses and neighborhood bars, his attire,f

Ly
s
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the trails simp;y evaporated in mystery.

Then, unexpectedly, the massive questioning produced another
dividend. Making inquiries at a hippie boarding house not far from
where the Mustang was abandoned in Atlanta, two agents accidentally
saw some letters lying on a foyer table. They were addressed to
~Eric S. Galt.

The agents left at once, for they wanted to dg nothing which
might forewarn the suspect énd lead to a gun battle. The FBI was
determined at all costs to try to capture him alive so that the country -
could learn the truth behind the assassination. éecretly, 22 agents
set up a watch on the house, hoping to grab Galt by surprise if he.

. came in ox out. But after 48 hours of futile waiting, Washington>
érdered them to go in, guns drawn. Galt was not there.

But the agents immediately discovered that indeed he had rented a ¥§

M

room in the house and that he had left some things behind. Among them aé

‘/_v

Ly

were a portable television set, a booklet entitled Your Opportunities ‘1?

in Locksmithing and a collection of maps. On a street mpa of Atlanta ;j

were four penciled black circles, drawn around Martin Luther King's

ome, the headquarters of his Southern Christian Leadership Conference,;

¥
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reference on his application was fictitious. Then police discovered
he simply had assumed the identity of a real Ramon George Sneyd ~-
probably by picking the name out of birth announcements in a 1932
newspaper file. By Monday Canadian detectives were able to talk" to
: Miss Lillian Spender, manager of a Toronto travel agency through
which the passport application had been made.

"Have you ever seen this man?" they asked, handing her pictures
of both Sneyd and Réy.

"I vaguely remember him," answered Miss Spender. "He was a
‘nebulous character, a most forgettable man; the kind who fades right
into the wallpaper."

"Would your recdrds show where he went?" the detectives inquired.

"Let me check," Miss Spender replied, and minutes later she dis-
_ciosed that on May 2 Sneyd‘had paid $345 in Canadian cash>for a round-
. trip ticket to London. He was booked aboard the May 6 flight 600
of the British Overseas Airway Corp. and was scheduled to return to
Canada May 21. Through the FBI liaison man in Ottawa, the Mounted
Police adyised Washington and rushed along a sample of Sneyd's hand-

writing from his passport application.
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not have anothér chance."
He ordered two Portuguese-speaking agents, one from Paris, one
from Washington, to rendezvous in London and fly on to Lisbon. The

FBI issued bulletins urgently requesting police and immigration Offi-. -

cials throughout Europe to seize anyone using the name Sneyd. Then _
~

\

there was little more to do but wait and hope.

At 7:15 a.m. Washington time on Saturday, June 8, Deloach was

"

making coffee in the kitchen of his Virginia home when the phone rang
with a trans-Atlantic call. "The B?itish have picked up a man named
Snéyd who came in on a Lisbon flight," reported the.FBI égent in
.London. "He was carrying a loaded pistol. Scotland Yard is on thg
way to the airport right ﬁow." Still in a sport shirt, DeLoach raced
to FBI headquarters on Pennsylvania Avenue in Washington.

Back in London at the dark, fortress-like Cannon Row police
stati;n, two of Scotland Yard's most famous investigators questioned
the travelex, who insisted he was Ramon George Sneyd. A time;consuming
court order would have been required to obtain' fingerprints, so
casually they offered him a drink of water. As éoon as he put the

glass down, it was whisked away to Scotland Yard laboratories where
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In the predawn darkness of last June 8, British European
Airways Flight 404 bound from Lisbon landed at London. A traveler:
wea¥ing thick, horn-rimmed glasses, a cheap sport jacket and light
raincoat descended from the plane and wandered about Heathrow
Airport. Four hours later a Scotland Yard detective closeted in
a small airpgrt office scrqtinized the passenger list for a flight
to Brussels. One strange name leaét out at him. Quickly he checked
it against an All Ports Warning issued by the Federal Bureau of
Investigation in Washington. Hurrying through the terminal, he
approached the bespectacled traveler standing in line at the pass-
port desk. "Would you mind stepping aside, sir," said the Scotland
Yard operative.

Thus ended history's greatest maﬁhunt, the search for the ‘ 3;
accused killer of civil rights crusader Martin Luther King. 1In

its pursuit, 3014 FBI agents spent $1.4 million, flew 900,000 miles
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and drove more than 500,000. Police forces throughout Western Europe
and North America joined the hunt for the shadowy suspect who sought
escape in a dozen cities of five nations. They had to follow a
tortuous, seemingly hopelesg trail through Tennessee, Georgia,
Alabama, California, Mexico, Canada, Portugal, Belgium and Great
Britain. The story of how they pieced together a chain of clues to
achieve the arrest many said would never be made constitutes one of
‘the most rema;kable detectivehstories of our time.

It began just before 5:30 p.m. last April 4 when a puffy-

faced 40-year-old man locked himself in the bathroom of a seedy

L rooming house in Memphis, Tenn. From a brown and green bedspread

"*  he unwrapped a Remington 30.06 hunting rifle loaded with a "dum-dum"

~bullet, a hideous projectile designed to tear a fist-size hole in
'.human flesh. The man stepped into the bathtub, raised a small
window and braced his elbows on the dusty sill. Through a high-
powered telescopic s;ght, he trained his rifle on the balcony of

the Lorraine Motel, 205 feet away.
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Suddenly the door knob behind him rattled. "Anybody in there?"
a roomer shouted. The gunman froze, and waited silently. Finally
 the intruder's footsteps creaked away.

At 6:01 p.m. civil rights crusader Martin Luther King, Jr.,
walked qut onto the motel balcony -- and into the cross hairs of the
gun sight. One shot rang ouﬁ. Instantly, Dr. Martin Luther King
wés dead.

The figure in the bathroom threw the bedspread over the rifle,
picked up his blue canvas bag and hurried down a dimly 1lit hall.
"That sounded like a shot!" shouted roomer Willie Anschutz. "Yes --
it was," said the stranger, smiling. With that, he ran outside, gotv
into a white 1966 Mustang and drove off into the twilight.

Plan to Deceive. The hunt began minutes after the assassination, -

when the senior FBI agent in Memphis telephoned Washington. Director
J. Edgar Hoover was immediately notified. "Put every man who can
conceivably help on the case," Hoover declared.

‘During the first hours %e—?ﬁﬁ%reaeen—eo-be—op%mi—sﬁﬁ}
Memphis police, searching door to door, quickly ascertained that the

shot had been fired from the rooming house. Making a microscopic
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examination of the bathroom, intensely questioning tenants, FBI agents‘f
had by midnight reconstructed the murder. "The guy we want checked
in at 3:15 p.m. under the name John Willard," Special Agent Robert
iif' Jensen telephoned Cartha D. DeLoach, assistant to the Director.
"He's about 5 feet 1ll, medium build, brown hair, blue eyes. He's got:fé
a dimpled chin, scar on his forehead and his left ear sticks out."
Meanwhile, a block from the motel;‘police discovered the rifle,
,the bedspread and b;ue canvas bag containing toiletries and underwear o
‘ discarded in a doorway. At 4:40 a.m. an agent landed at Washington's
National Airxport with the evidence. By 5:30 a.m. -- just 12 hours
)
after the killer crouched in the bathroom -- his rifle had been
inspeCted for fingerprints and was being test-fired in the FBI labora-
tory. Through the manufactqrers the FBI later in the day traced the

weapon to the Aeromarine Supply Co. in Birmingham, Ala. Records there_1’

showed that a Harvey Lownmyer had bought the rifle, the telescopic

sight and bullets on March 30 for $248.59 cash.
But there were problems. Fingerprints on the riFle were too
indistinct to be of immediate use. Worse, there was no absolute proof

b

~ the soft-nosed bullet removed from Dr. King's throat came from the
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rifle. It had flattened too much on impact to permit conclusive
scientific comparison. And nowhere in the country did union rolls,
tax lists, credit, military or crime records reveal anything about
the John Willard who registered at the rooming house or the Harvey
Lowmyer who purchased the rifle.

"We might as well face it," Hoover told his men as the investi-

gation entered its fifth day. "We're up against an elaborate plan

- to deceive us. Righf now I'd say our best bet is the car -- wherever

it is."

a housewife in Atlanta, Ga. —-— 250 miles southeast of Memphis --
learned from a friend thét the FBI was searching ,for the assassin's
white Mustang. "Why, I know where a car like that is," exclaimed
Mrs. Payne. "I saw a man leave it in front of my apartment last week.
Now I remember -- it was the moining after Dr. King was shot. It's
still there!" The Atlanta police'Were notified, later the FBI.

Two carloads of agentg sped through downtown Atlanta to begin an
inch-by-inch inspection of the‘Mustang.

¢

On a soiled sheet inside, an agent detected a few green threads.
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They were forthwith flown to_FBI laboratories in Washington, and hours
later the teletype message came back: The threads taken from the
sheet were like those on the bedspread found in Memphis with the rifle..
The tiny th?eads fhus helped link the Mustang to the rifle and the-
murder.

The car offered still more clues. A Turista sticker showed it
had been driven into Mexico-last fall. O0il company stickers pasted

inside the door revealed it recently had been serviced in Los Angeles.

- And finally, the car'registration yvielded the name of its owner:

Eric Starvo Galt, 2608 Highland Avenue, Birmingham, Ala.

Meanwhile, a long-shot paid off. ‘The undexwear in the blue bag

found with the rifle in Memphis bore laundry markings. Determining

which cle;ning establishmgnt —=- among 000,000 in the nation -- made
them seemed an impossiblevtask. But with help from the laundry indus;b
try, agénts concluded that the marks were imprinted by a type of
machine manufactured in Syracuse, N.Y. Guided by the manufacturer,
they then ascertained that the marks probably were left by a particular
machine sold to avlaundry in Los Angeles.

Now two clues -- the oil company stickers on the Mustang and the
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bad grammar and twangy accent suggested a poor education and perhaps
a small~town Midwestern background. Lacking any perceptible trade or
'skills, he well might be a professional criminal. He was not intelii-
'genﬁ, but he was crafty enough to lie wellrand to meld easily into
the mﬁrky milieu of drifters.

A.ﬁiggle_Elngegagigt; Thus, by mid~April the FBI knew how the

wanted man looked and a great deal about what hewas like. But despite

~ N

the most massive investigation in its history, it still did not know

who he was. Moreover, promising clues were leading nowhere. First,\

a bearded songwriter told of going along with Eric Galt last Decembé; -
on a, trip from‘Los Angeles to New Ofleans. En route, said the song-
writer, his companibn made a series of unexplained telephéne calls.
Second, acting on an FBI tip picked up in California, Royal Canadian
Mounted Police located a Montreal apartment where Galt lived six weeks
during the summer of 1967. There, he had claimed -- falsely -- that
he worked at Expo 67. Third, Mexican police verified that Eric S.
Galt visited the resort of Puerto Vallarta last October. They also

found prostitutes who had known him in Mexico and a man who remembered

him saying, "After I make a big score, I'm gonna come down here and

k live onieer and beans." Yet for all the round-the-clock effort,
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