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Introduction

Most crimes are simple to solve. It is clear who the perp is and why he or she committed the crime. Cops call those cases grounders, but that’s not the kind of story you will find in this book. The Killer Book of Cold Cases rounds up some of the most baffling cases of all time. Many have never been solved.

One of the cases you’ll read about is the disappearance of a prominent New York judge, Joseph Crater, in 1930. Crater had dinner in New York City with a lawyer friend. After dinner, Crater bid his friend good-bye on a New York City street and was never seen again. People were so gripped by the case that for years, Crater’s name became synonymous for someone who disappears. If someone didn’t show up at a particular event, someone else was sure to say, “He did a Crater.” The case remains unsolved, but in this book I provide a reasonable explanation of what might have happened.

Most of the stories in this book are typical cold cases that have gone unsolved for a long time. One is a case that I call “Ice Cold,” in which two cops were gunned down one night in a little town in California. The case went cold—ice cold—for more than fifty years and then, astonishingly, was solved.

Then there’s the case of the Mad Bomber, who drove New Yorkers half crazy in the fifties by planting bombs all over the city.

Or the serial rapist who prowled Bloomington, Illinois, for four years. Not only was the case itself baffling, but so was the identity of the perp.

You’ll also read how the murders of two young girls in little English villages stymied investigators for four years until the father of one of the suspects suggested that they use that new thing called DNA testing to try to find the killer.

A variety of crimes are covered, from murder to kidnapping to rape, and as in the other Killer tomes, this book offers a wide variety of trivia related to the crimes and cold cases in general. You’ll find Q & A’s, Notable Quotables, “Who Am I?” quizzes, and other trivia sections throughout each chapter.

In addition, a special section, “How Criminal Investigations Go Wrong,” details how all kinds of cases remain unsolved and sometimes grow cold because investigators—from the first officers at the crime scene to the guys in the lab—screwed up.

Thanks very much for being fans of the Killer books. I hope you enjoy this one as much as the others.

Tom Philbin
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It all started one sweltering night, July 21, 1957, when two teenage couples, returning from a night out in a 1949 Ford, decided to stop at a lovers’ lane in an oil field in Hawthorne, California. “Oil field” doesn’t sound romantic, but in the darkness, the lovers could feast their eyes on the Pacific Ocean, and on the far coastline, they could see glittering lights. The lane had been used by many couples, so the teenagers had no reason to feel fear that night.


Where Did the Term “Cold Case” Originate?

In his book Cold Case Homicides, a text for professional cold-case investigators, Richard Walton says, “The practical application of the phrase and of the concept of ‘cold-case’ homicide had been coined by the news media of the Metro Dade region of Florida.”

It started with the unsolved murder of a twelve-year-old girl in that area in the early 1980s. The murder drew so much media attention that the authorities assigned a team of a sergeant and two detectives to the case, and they succeeded in solving it. The team continued to work on unsolved cases, calling themselves the extremely dry “Pending Case Squad,” but a Miami reporter dubbed them “the Cold Case Squad.” Walton says the term “cold case” had been used before, such as in Western book or movie when a trail goes “cold.”

And although the term wasn’t used in law enforcement until the 1980s, police had similar squads working cases before that. For example, the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department has had the “Unsolved Unit” of its Homicide Bureau investigating cold cases since the 1970s.



But there was plenty to fear. At one point, the teens saw a hulking, shadowy figure approach the car on the driver’s side, and just like that, a gun was shoved in the window.

The sixteen-year-old driver said later, “I thought it was a prank of some sort. But it wasn’t, and then I thought he was going to kill us. But he said he wouldn’t.”

The stranger ordered the terrified kids to strip to their underwear, give him their watches and cash, and get in the backseat of the car. They did. He broke out some surgical and duct tape, and taped their mouths shut and their eyes sightless. Then he took one of the fifteen-year-old girls to the front seat of the car and raped her.

After that, he ordered all four terrified and crying kids out of the car and marched them toward the nearby woods. As he did so, he said, “I think I’m going to kill you.” Once they reached the woods, he told the teens to lie down.

They waited to be shot, but the next thing they knew, they heard him getting into the Ford, closing the door, and speeding away. The kids wandered around, looking for help.

The man drove about five miles to the junction of Sepulveda Boulevard and Rosecrans Avenue in El Segundo. The light was red. He stopped, and then perhaps eager to get as far as he could away from the scene of the rape and robbery, he went through the red light.

But someone else was around. Sitting on a side road in a black-and-white police car were two young patrolmen, Richard Phillips, twenty-eight years old, and rookie Milton Curtis, twenty-five years old. They had watched the car as it came to a stop at the red light, and then they saw the driver run the light.

Immediately, they pursued the car and pulled it over, making one of the most dangerous acts a policeman can do—a traffic stop. The reason traffic stops are so dangerous is that the patrolman never knows who he will encounter. The driver could be a murderer, an escaped convict, or, in this case, a man who had just committed a number of felonies including rape, assault, armed robbery, vehicular theft, and kidnapping. Someone, in other words, who could be very dangerous.

The man was ordered to get out of the car, and he did. One of the cops, Phillips, shined his flashlight into the car while the other wrote out the ticket. Playing his flashlight beam across the backseat, Phillips saw a yellow dress, a slip, and a sport shirt strewn over the seat.
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Richard Phillips



As the young officers went about their business, another cop car passed by and slowed down to make sure everything was all right. Curtis looked up from writing the ticket and waved the ticket book at the passing officers, a signal that everything was under control.

Once the passing cops were out of earshot, the quiet, dark night was suddenly shattered by gunshots. The driver of the Ford shot Phillips three times in the back as he walked back to the squad car and then fired three more shots that hit Curtis, who by then was sitting behind the wheel of the cop car. Then the man raced to his own car, and as he did, the injured and dying Phillips, a police marksman, managed to fire several shots at the perpetrator and shatter the Ford’s rear window.

Meanwhile, the teens were wandering around the oil field still looking for help, which they found in the form of a night watchman. Police were notified, and the kids blurted out their story. Once the events—their assault and robbery and the shooting of the patrolmen—were connected, an army of cops descended on the scene of the shootings. The crime investigation subsequently spread out, like ripples from a rock thrown into a quiet lake. It became the single biggest manhunt in the history of California.
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Milton Curtis



A pall settled over El Segundo, and permanent heartache settled into the homes of Richard Phillips and Milton Curtis. Years later, their young children would still remember the commotion at the door that night and how their mothers had wailed with grief. One of the slain patrolmen’s kids commented that his mom always said that Daddy had gone on a long trip, and then she said he had gone on the longest trip of all, to Heaven.

Three Partial Prints

The teens from the oil field were able to help an artist make a composite drawing. They described their attacker as a big man, six feet and 200 pounds, who wore his hair in the Elvis Presley-style wave of the time, but neither the description nor the drawing produced any viable leads.

Police didn’t have the investigative tools then that they have today, but the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department did have fingerprinting and a technician named Howard Speaks who did a very thorough job of trying to find prints.

Since the night had been hot and the perp might have been sweating, Speaks thought his best shot for a print was the steering wheel. His painstaking efforts paid off when he discovered and lifted a partial print off the wheel as well as two others—one from the door and another from a chrome strip inside the car. The prints were put into the California fingerprint database but failed to turn up any suspects.

Despite the massive efforts of cops on duty and volunteers from all over California and other states, no clues were found and the case gradually went cold.


What’s a Cold Case?

Different cops have different definitions for what characterizes a cold case. Some cops mark a certain year as the cutoff, saying that any unsolved homicide that occurred prior to that date—for example, 1990—is classified as a cold case. Others may dub a case cold if a long time has elapsed since a person disappeared and the person is assumed to be a homicide victim.

And while most people think of cold cases as being only unsolved murders, that is really not true. Kidnapping, rape, and missing-person cases that have gone unsolved for a long time can also be accurately characterized as cold cases.

The case of Judge Joseph Force Crater, who vanished on the night of August 6, 1930, is a classic cold case. His wife said he received a phone call and then left the house, first commenting that he was “going to straighten those fellows out.” He was never seen again.

Though many different definitions are used for a cold case, the bottom line is that a fairly long time has passed since the start of the investigation, and the original investigators have given up and moved on to other cases. Of course, there is no time limit on what constitutes a cold case. Decades can go by. Indeed, some cold cases have been solved after thousands of years.

A 5,300–Year–Old Cold Case

Certainly up there in contention as the oldest cold case of all time is that of the case of the Iceman. Two German hitchhikers discovered the “corpse”—the mummified, very well preserved remains of a male body—in 1991 in a glacier in the Ötztal Alps, which border Italy and Austria. The man was estimated to have died 5,300 years earlier and was about forty-six years old at the time.

After examining the body, scientists decided that the Iceman had probably died of hypothermia or perhaps drowned. He seemed to be armed with a dagger and a bow and arrows, because they were found strewn around his body. The only damage observed to his body was a broken-off arrowhead in his left shoulder.

Years passed before one of the hikers commented that when he first saw the Iceman, he had had a knife clutched in his right hand. Once they had this information, investigators started to consider other scenarios under which the Iceman could have died or been killed.

Further investigation revealed that the body had defensive wounds: a slash on the right hand, a cut on the forearm, and bruising on the torso. They also found blood on the dagger.

Then investigators took DNA samples from a variety of surfaces: the man’s cloak, the point of the arrow found in his body, the shaft of the arrow, and the blade of the dagger. All of those surfaces had DNA on them that did not belong to the Iceman. With that evidence, investigators postulated that the man was likely shot with an arrow from behind—from which he died of blood loss—while fighting with at least one other person.

Ultimately, then, the murder was a very, very old cold-case homicide.



Cops, of course, don’t forget their own, and a number of detectives were permanently assigned to the El Segundo case. Quite a few cops spent vacation time trying to track down the killer, but still with no luck.

As time went by, the case grew colder with no leads forthcoming. A couple of months after the killings, Doug Tuley’s wife was working in her Manhattan Beach backyard, perhaps a mile from the kill site, when she found something significant: a watch. Although the Ford from the crime spree had been abandoned not far way, she didn’t realize the watch’s importance to the murder case. Sometime after that, Tuley himself found part of a .22-caliber revolver. He did not attach any special significance to the gun, either, although he put it on a shelf instead of throwing it out.

A few years later, in 1960, Tuley’s son, Bob, discovered something else in the backyard—the gun’s rusty cylinder. It was then that the father made the connection. He knew that his house was only about a mile from the crime scene, so he called the El Segundo cops. Tuley figured that since the car had been found abandoned nearby, the killer probably had broken up the gun and tossed it in the backyard.

Murder Weapon

After running ballistics tests on the gun, cops determined that it had fired the bullets that hit the two cops. Detectives checked the serial number on the gun, and then two of them traveled 1,600 miles to a Sears Roebuck store in Shreveport, Louisiana. Records showed that the gun had been purchased there three years earlier for around thirty dollars by someone who signed the name “G.D. Wilson” in wide-spaced handwriting.

Surprisingly, the young clerk remembered the man, a big guy with a pompadour who spoke in a Southern drawl and seemed anxious to leave the store quickly. But that’s as far as the cops could go, and the case went cold again. For each of the next forty-two years, it got colder until it was ice. But, of course, it had not been forgotten, particularly by cops and the families of the slain officers. It was a bleeding, open wound in their minds.

While the case went nowhere for all of those years, forensics had advanced, particularly DNA, which could be extracted from hair, blood, and semen. In Los Angeles, two people had been appointed to try to clear as many cold cases as possible using this new science. One person was Lisa Kahn, head of the District Attorney’s Forensic Science Division, and the other was David Lambkin of the Los Angeles Cold Case Division, which used DNA and computerized fingerprint and ballistic records to try to identify perpetrators.

But there was no DNA from the double cop-killing. The rape victim’s dress had semen on it, but following procedure in those days, the cops had returned the dress to the victim after they finished examining it, and the dress was long gone.

The Case Opens Up

After a false lead in 2002 awakened interest in the case, investigators decided to run the partial fingerprints through the FBI’s Integrated Automated Fingerprint Identification System, or IAFIS. Federal law enforcement agencies and those from every state send criminal offenders’ fingerprints to IAFIS, forming a national database of more than 40 million prints.


What Is CODIS?

The Combined DNA Index System (CODIS) is an electronic database of DNA profiles administered through the FBI. The system lets federal, state, and local crime labs share and compare DNA profiles. Through CODIS, investigators match DNA from crime scenes with convicted offenders and with other crime scenes using computer software, just as fingerprints are matched through IAFIS.

CODIS uses two indexes: the convicted offender index, which contains profiles of convicted offenders, and the forensic index, which contains profiles from crime-scene evidence.

The real strength of CODIS lies in solving cases that have no suspects. If DNA evidence entered into CODIS matches someone in the offender index, a warrant can be obtained authorizing the collection of a sample from that offender to confirm the match. If the offender’s DNA is in the forensic index, the system allows investigators—even in different jurisdictions—to exchange information about their respective cases.—From the National Institute of Justice



Investigators working the 1957 case had the prints cleaned up and reprocessed digitally. Then they ran the prints through the database and waited. Lt. Craig Cleary, head of El Segundo’s detective unit, was speechless when the results came in. A crime-lab analyst said there was a “hit.”

Cleary reacted the way many people would react: “I thought he was kidding. But when I asked him if he was sure he said, ‘Yes.’”

Now with a suspect, police focused on him “like stink on shit,” as one cop crudely put it. They expected to find a hardened criminal, but that’s not what they encountered. The person who matched the prints was a family man and had a successful business. Gerald Mason lived in Columbia, South Carolina. His prints were available because he had been arrested for robbery in 1956, the year before the killings. That was the only time he had been charged with a crime. But the FBI’s IAFIS wasn’t established until 1999, and Mason’s prints took a long time to make their way into the database.

The cops did not consider the prints enough to “make” their case. They needed more, said David Lambkin. “I wanted to make sure, forty-six years later, that we had a rock-solid case before arresting someone who is a successful businessman and a pillar of his community.” Lambkin wanted a case that definitely “would go to trial and end with conviction.”

To do this, the investigators found every witness they could, though a number of the people involved—including the sixteen-year-old driver of the stolen Ford—had passed away.

Cops learned that when he was arrested in Columbia, South Carolina, Mason had been living in a YMCA. They wondered if he also might have been living in one in Shreveport when he purchased the gun. Investigators found a YMCA right across the street from the Sears store.

Almost unbelievably, the YMCA had preserved all of its old registries. Police were able to find the signature of “George D. Wilson.” A handwriting expert was called in to compare the three signatures they had: the one on the form Mason signed when he was buying the gun, the one on the YMCA registration, and one they had secretly obtained on a business document. The signatures matched, all three written with neat, widespread letters that also had much the same shape.

There were questions, of course, such as why Mason had traveled from South Carolina to California. But a background check revealed that he had had some legal matters to handle for his mother about the time he would have been there.

The Arrest

On January 29, 2003, close to fifty years after Mason supposedly gunned down two cops, an assemblage of cops showed up at his door, along with the head of the task force, Deputy District Attorney Darren Levine, and rang the bell.

The bald-headed, 69-year-old man who opened the door was Mason, and he was stunned. He looked, Lieutenant Cleary said, “like a deer in the headlights.”

One of the investigators told him they were there to question him about the murder of two El Segundo police officers, and the blood drained from his face.

He was escorted to the local Columbia jail where he was questioned and his body examined. As a result, a decades-old mystery was solved.

As he was dying, one of the cops, Philips, fired three shots at the fleeing car. The back window was shattered and two slugs were recovered, but investigators found no trace of the third slug or where it had impacted, if it had.

When cops examined Mason, they found a round scar just below his right shoulder blade, showing that he had been hit there. The mystery of the missing bullet was solved.
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On the left is a composite sketch of Gerald Mason, derived from a description given by the kids he kidnapped. On the right is Mason’s mug shot from his 2003 arrest.



Mason waived extradition, and in March 2003, he was flown to Los Angeles, where he pled guilty to two counts of first-degree murder. He could have been charged with the robbery of the teenagers and the rape of one as well, but the victims didn’t want to endure a trial.

Mason did, however, try to explain his actions, stating that he had been drunk when he committed the crimes. He said, “I’m still trying to just figure out how I got [to where they were]. I do recall being in Vegas. I feel like I have a memory of a liquor bottle in that field somewhere.”

And why did he shoot the cops?

It wasn’t premeditated. He said that one of the cops started to pressure him, and “I was scared. I was really fearful. I feel like I was dreaming. It [the killings] makes no sense. It’s contrary to everything I believe in. At no time in my life have I intentionally harmed anyone. I don’t know why I did this.”

After his guilty plea, Mason was sentenced to two life sentences in prison, escaping the death penalty. The Los Angeles District Attorney did not oppose Mason’s request to serve the sentence in South Carolina so he could be visited by family members.

To the families Mason said, “Please forgive me. Do not be bitter.”

But they were bitter and expressed that in open court.

“Your cowardly act shattered our lives,” said Carolyn Phillips, daughter of Richard Phillips, the cop who had fired at Mason. She spoke of how her mother had struggled to raise three kids. “We cannot and will not forgive you.”

Outside the court, the son of the other slain cop, Milton Curtis, said, “Mr. Mason is sorry now, and we heard his apology speech. He wasn’t sorry for forty-five years, and the only reason we’re hearing that apology now is because he got caught.”

The case demonstrated a lot of things, but one for sure: why there is no statute of limitations on murder.


Statute of Limitations

One of the questions that prosecutors must answer when they want to charge someone with a cold-case murder is how long the law allows them to do that. In other words, what is the so-called statute of limitations?

With many crimes, such as rape, the answer is that the statute varies, but for murder it’s forever—there is no statute of limitations. However, there can be exceptions to the rule. One of the most famous is the case of Michael Skakel. He was charged by Connecticut state prosecutors with bludgeoning Martha Moxley, a pretty blonde teenager, to death with a golf club.

Skakel was arrested in 2000 when he was thirty-nine years old, but he had been only fifteen when the murder was committed. The defense argued that Skakel could not legally be prosecuted for murder because at the time of the murder, 1975, Connecticut had a five-year statute of limitations on murder for someone Skakel’s age. At trial, the judge denied the motion to dismiss the case, but defense lawyers made their contention the main item in their appeal of the guilty verdict—which they lost.




Q & A

Q. How many Americans support the death penalty?

A. An overwhelming majority of people—69 percent—favor the death penalty, according to a Gallup poll, while only 27 percent are against it and 4 percent have no opinion. This is despite the unalterable fact that the death penalty is not a deterrent to murder. Statistics have shown that over and over again. “Feeling is everything,” says Dr. Grace Somer. “Feelings of rage that a person is experiencing at the time they become homicidal have nothing to do with cold, deliberate logic. Murder has everything to do with compulsion.”




Never Say Die

Murder, as it were, sticks in one’s craw. It certainly has stuck in the craw of the FBI. More than one hundred unsolved murder cases were put under review through the civil rights-era Cold Case Initiative, a partnership started in 2007 between the FBI and civil rights groups, as well as federal, state, and local law-enforcement agencies.

The initiative was launched on the heels of several successful prosecutions of civil rights-era cases, most recently the 2007 conviction of James Ford Seale for the kidnapping and subsequent murder of two African-American teenagers in 1964 in Mississippi. Other notable cases include the 2005 conviction of Edgar Ray Killen for his role in the 1964 deaths of three civil-rights workers—the so-called Mississippi Burning case—and the 2001 conviction of Thomas Blanton, Jr., one of four men who bombed a Birmingham, Alabama, church in 1963, killing four African-American girls.

As FBI Director Robert Mueller put it, “the successes in decades-old cases restored our hope and renewed our resolve. We cannot turn back the clock. We cannot right these wrongs. But we can try to bring a measure of justice to those who remain.”

The case of James Ford Seale was resuscitated in 2005 after a documentary filmmaker probed the case, prompting the FBI’s Jackson, Mississippi, office to reexamine old records. The FBI enlisted the aid of special agents who had worked the original 1964 case. Working with the local U.S. Attorney’s Office, they gathered enough evidence to present to a grand jury, which issued an indictment in January 2007.

Retired Special Agent James Ingram was one of the original agents on the case. In a 2007 interview, he said that some witnesses are more willing to come forward with the passage of time. “Some are relieved to talk after forty years and get [what they know] off their chest.”

And in Seale’s case, they did.

—“Cold Case Initiative” www.fbi.gov



What Am I?


	I have not only fingerprints, but also criminal histories, aliases, mug shots, scars, and tattoo photos, as well as physical characteristics like height, weight, and hair and eye color. I also have civil fingerprints, mostly of people who have served or are serving in the U.S. military or have been or are employed by the federal government.

	I have the largest biometric database in the world, housing the fingerprints and criminal histories of more than 66 million people in the criminal master file, along with more than 25 million civil prints. Included are fingerprints from 73,000 known and suspected terrorists processed by the United States or by international law-enforcement agencies who work with us.

	I work fast. The average response time for an electronic criminal-fingerprint submission is about ten minutes, while electronic civil submissions are processed within an hour and twelve minutes. I process an average of 162,000 ten-print submissions per day.

	I started on July 28, 1999. Before that, the processing of ten-print fingerprint submissions was largely a manual, labor-intensive process, with a single submission taking weeks or months to process.



Answer: I am the Integrated Automated Fingerprint Identification System, or IAFIS.
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One of the most arresting disappearances, and one that fully captured the public’s attention, was the disappearance on August 6, 1930, of a justice of the New York Supreme Court named Joseph Force Crater. The dapper, 41-year-old judge was missing for decades and became part of popular lore. But at long last, the mystery may (and the emphasis is on may) have been solved.


Which Murders Are Most Likely to Go Cold?

The following is a roundup of murders that are likely to turn into cold cases.


	Unidentified Bodies. A cop once said that “everything is connected in a homicide,” but the first thing police have to do is identify the victim. Once they do that, they can talk to friends and relatives and other people to start figuring out where he was on the night he was murdered, who was the last to see him alive, and so on. But without an ID, investigators have no place to begin. Of course, police run fingerprints to try to get an identification from the IAFIS database and DNA to try for a hit through CODIS, but if these methods fail, the case most likely will stay cold.

	Missing Persons.

	Discovery of Human Bones. Without flesh, there isn’t a great deal of viable evidence—such as fingerprints, teeth, or identifying marks on flesh—to use to identify someone.

	Gang or Drug Related. Some states have a five-year statute of limitations on the prosecution of a 15-year-old for murder, which can make cases involving youths that age and younger difficult to solve.

	Suicides.

	Accidental Deaths.





The mystery of Judge Crater’s disappearance started in early August 1930, while he and his wife, Stella, were vacationing at their summer home in the bucolic Belgrade Lakes area of Maine. The phone rang and Judge Crater answered, but he didn’t tell his wife what the call was about. After he hung up, he said he had to leave to go to “straighten those fellows out.”

It is questionable whether Judge Crater actually went to straighten anyone out. He had a showgirl mistress named Sally Ritz, and after frolicking with her in Atlantic City, the judge returned to his wife in Maine. But his stay was temporary. He told his wife he had to go back to Manhattan, but before making this final trip, he promised his wife he would return by her birthday, August 9.


Pulling a Crater

For years, to “pull a Crater” meant to disappear, and the phrase was a standard joke for nightclub comedians. In addition, “Judge Crater, call your office,” was often heard on public address systems.

As a promotional gimmick, when Warner Brothers released the film Bureau of Missing Persons in 1933, the studio offered to pay Crater $10,000 if he claimed the money in person at the box office. That prize would be worth more than $130,000 today.



When he left for New York City on August 3, Crater was in good spirits and behaving normally, according to his wife. On August 5, Crater spent two hours going through the files in his courthouse chambers. The next day, he had his court attendant, Joseph Mara, cash two checks for him that totaled $5,150 (or around $65,000 by today’s standards) and represented practically all of his money. At noon, they took two locked briefcases, ostensibly containing the money, to his apartment and Crater let Mara take the rest of the day off.

Dinner and Off to a Show

Crater was still around in the evening when he went to buy a ticket from a Broadway agency and purchased a single seat to a comedy named Dancing Partner, which was playing that night at the Belasco Theatre. Then he went to Billy Haas’s Chophouse on West 45th Street for dinner with his mistress, and a lawyer friend, perhaps planning to go from there to catch the second act of the show.
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Judge Crater



If the judge was scared or watchful, his behavior didn’t show that. His friend would later tell investigators that Crater was in positively jovial spirits. The dinner party broke up around 9:15 p.m., and Crater’s lawyer friend and mistress got a taxi together outside the restaurant. Later, they said they last saw Crater by himself, walking down the street, This idea contradicts the popular notion that Crater was the one getting into a cab and speeding away.

At that point, the mystery began. There was no immediate, explosive reaction to Judge Crater’s disappearance, but when he did not return to Maine for ten days, his wife began making calls to their friends in New York, asking if anyone had seen him. Only when he failed to appear for the opening of the courts on August 25 did his fellow justices become concerned. They started a private search but failed to find any trace of the judge. The police were finally notified on September 3, and after that, Crater was front-page news.


Missing Persons Misconception

Many people think that a person must be absent for seventy-two hours before he or she can be classified as missing. However, that is rarely the case. If there is evidence of violence or if the absence is somehow unusual, law-enforcement agencies often stress the need to begin the investigation promptly.



The Disappearance That Gripped the Nation

The story of Crater’s disappearance got into the public consciousness like few stories did, and a full-scale investigation was launched. Right away, detectives assumed that money was involved because the judge was believed to be carrying the $5,000 in cash in his pockets that evening. They also found that both his safe deposit box and the pair of briefcases that Crater and his assistant had taken to his apartment were missing.

Thousands of leads poured in, bogging down the investigation more than anything else, but several months later, there was a shocker. The judge’s money was not, in fact, missing. His wife found stocks and bonds and nearly $7,000 in cash in a desk drawer in the couple’s Fifth -Avenue apartment in January 1931, along with a note from Crater. According to Stella Crater, the note ended with: “I’m so weary. Love, Joe.” She took that to mean her husband expected to be killed, not that he had committed suicide.

In the fall of 1930, a grand jury began examining the case, eventually calling ninety-five witnesses and amassing 975 pages of testimony. The conclusion was that “the evidence is insufficient to warrant any expression of opinion as to whether Crater is alive or dead, or as to whether he has absented himself voluntarily, or is the sufferer from disease in the nature of amnesia, or is the victim of crime.”

None of the investigations unearthed Crater’s whereabouts or why he had disappeared. Crater was officially declared dead “in absentia” on June 6, 1939, and his case—Missing Persons File No. 13595—was officially closed in 1979. Sally Ritz disappeared in September 1930 and was never seen again. Are the disappearances related? That, too, is unknown.

Many theories have been offered through the years about what happened to Judge Crater. Judges often have enemies—dangerous enemies—and Crater was no exception. One theory holds that he was killed so he couldn’t testify in the Tammany Hall corruption case, which involved Boss Tweed’s notorious crew. Another suggests that he was “executed” by a hit man ordered by gangster Legs Diamond when the judge didn’t pay an extortionist. Crater was also a womanizer, prompting some to believe he was murdered by a jealous lover or found dead in the arms of a prostitute, thereby leading to a cover-up. There has been talk of amnesia and suicide; and others believe he ran away with a showgirl.


Sightings

Crater’s disappearance led to reported sightings in America as well as foreign countries, and some of the sightings were hilarious. He was said to be seen shepherding sheep in the Pacific Northwest, locked away in a Missouri mental facility, mining for gold in California, gambling in Atlanta, aboard a ship in the Adriatic, and operating a bingo game in northern Africa.



But at least one theory has some credibility. In 2005, Barbara O’Brien found a letter from her grandmother, Stella Ferrucci-Good, that was to be opened after Stella’s death. In the letter, Stella claimed that Judge Crater had been murdered by New York City policeman Charles Burns and his brother, taxi driver Frank Burns, who buried Crater’s remains under the Coney Island boardwalk.

O’Brien found the letter in a metal box in her grandmother’s house in Queens. The box also contained old newspaper clippings about Crater’s disappearance, marked up with notes in the margins.

Still a Mystery

Skeletal remains were found under a section of the boardwalk that was removed in the mid-1950s as an aquarium was being built. The human remains were exhumed and re-interred in a mass grave on Hart Island. At the time, no science was available to positively identify the bodies. Some wonder why the public wasn’t told about the discovery of the remains until fifty years later. The discovery most likely received brief mention in the media at the time, but why would any editor make the connection to Crater?

The one missing element is motive. No one has yet offered a definitive motive for why someone would have wanted to murder Judge Crater. However, when the answer does come out—if it ever does—it most likely will seem simple. Jimmy Pavese, a former Suffolk County homicide investigator, once commented, “All crimes are simple once you know the answer.”


Q & A

Q. How many people in the United States are missing?

A. By the end of 2005, there were 109,531 active missing-person records, according to the U.S. Department of Justice. Children under the age of eighteen accounted for 58,081 (53.03 percent) of the records, while 11,868 (10.84 percent) were for young adults between the ages of eighteen and twenty.
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Notable Quotable

“I know why you fellows are here. You think I’m the Mad Bomber.”



I’m old enough to remember the so-called “Mad Bomber” who terrorized New York City in the 1950s. I was a kid living in the Bronx—and that was one scary experience. Newspapers such as the Daily News and the Daily Mirror, one step above tabloid quality, capitalized on the terror that the Mad Bomber embodied, fanning the flames of anxiety. Not a day went by when New Yorkers were not aware that a bomb could go off, possibly killing them.

The Mad Bomber left pipe bombs that ranged in size from four to ten inches long and from one-half inch to two inches in diameter and that used timers constructed from flashlight batteries and cheap pocket watches. The bomber used wool socks to transport the bombs and hang them from railings, and investigators soon learned to look for socks as evidence.


Homicides Cleared

One might think that with DNA and the forensic information available today, every homicide would be solved. Not so. According to the FBI, only 62.6 percent of homicides in 2004 were “solved,” leaving almost 40 percent “uncleared,” as cops say. To put a face on this with some numbers, 16,137 cases of non-negligent manslaughter occurred in 2004 in the United States. So taking 34.7 percent of those cases as unsolved, 6,035 folks literally got away with murder.

There are a number of reasons for that. One is that many investigators are not well trained, and another is that the examination of evidence is primitive. And while 60 percent of murders are solved, they are mostly of a simple kind—one family member kills another. When investigators are dealing with whodunits or cold cases, they are dealing with cases that are much more difficult.



The Mad Bomber planted his first bomb on November 16, 1940, leaving it on a windowsill at the Consolidated Edison power plant in Manhattan. The bomb was wrapped in a note signed “F.P.” that stated he had planted another, also at a Con Ed facility.

Shortly after the United States declared war on Japan and entered World War II, the police received a letter in block capital letters from the bomber stating that he would not set off any bombs during the war.
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The Mad Bomber’s note announcing that he would detonate no more bombs for the duration of WWII.



True to his word, the bomber planted no bombs between 1941 and 1945—and even in the years immediately following the war. Instead, he sent crank letters and postcards to police stations, newspapers, and private citizens. Investigators studied these penciled messages and found clues in the writing that hinted of a possible European education.

In 1951, the Mad Bomber started leaving bombs again. Investigators noticed a great deal of improvement when they compared the Mad Bomber’s new bombs to his old ones, leading them to suspect that he had spent time serving in the military during his hiatus.

For his new wave of bombings, he chose mainly public buildings, bombing several of them more than once over the next seven years. He left bombs in restrooms and storage lockers five times each at Grand Central Station and Pennsylvania Station, three times at Radio City Music Hall, and twice each at the New York Public Library and the Port Authority Bus Terminal, as well as at the RCA Building and in the New York City Subway.

Particularly terrifying to me as a boy were bombs left in phone booths and on subways, public places I frequented. The most notable bombs were left in movie theaters, where the bomber cut into seat upholstery and slipped his explosive devices inside. Before 1951, few of the bombs, though real, ever exploded and no one had been hurt.
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Pennsylvania Station. The Mad Bomber set off a number of bombs here.



That changed on March 29, 1951, when he placed a bomb in a cigarette sand urn in the Oyster Bar, the restaurant downstairs at Grand Central Station. The bomb exploded, but fortunately no one was injured. Nor was anyone hurt by the next bombs, which exploded without injury in telephone booths in the New York Public Library and in Grand Central Station. But the explosions were heard ’round the world, particularly in New York City, and anyone passing through any of the public facilities in New York would have to stop and carefully check to make sure no pipe bomb was ready to go off.

The Mad Bomber seemed to have Con Edison on his mind constantly because he sent the next bomb through the mail to the company in White Plains, New York. Again, this was a dud but that did not reassure anyone about the Mad Bomber.

In a letter dated October 22, the bomber pointed cops toward the popular Paramount Theatre in Manhattan. No bomb was there, but police found a note that said:


Bombs will continue until the Consolidated Edison Company is brought to justice for their dastardly acts against me. I have exhausted all other means. I intend with bombs to cause others to cry out for justice for me.



On November 28, a coin-operated locker at the IRT 14th Street subway station was bombed, again without injury. Near the end of the year, the Herald Tribune received another letter.


Have you noticed the bombs in your city—if you are worried, I am sorry—and also if anyone is injured. But it cannot be helped—for justice will be served. I am not well, and for this I will make the Con Edison sorry—Yes, they will regret their dastardly deeds—I will bring them before the bar of justice—public opinion will condemn them—for beware, I will place more units under theater seats in the near future. F.P.



Several more bombs went off throughout the city in 1952 through 1954, injuring at least four people. Then, around Christmastime 1954, a bomb was planted in the cushion of a seat in Radio City Music Hall, where a capacity crowd of 6,200 people were watching the classic movie White Christmas with Bing Crosby.

The bomb went off, injuring four people. The heavy drapes muffled most of the sound, and the explosion was only heard by those in the immediate vicinity. Almost unbelievably, the show was allowed to go on, and only upon its completion were 150 seats taped off and a search for evidence begun. Good thing a second bomb hadn’t been planted someplace in the theater!

Through 1955 and 1956 the bombs continued, some injuring people, some duds, but residents’ terror continued to escalate. Indeed, because so many people were at risk and because the bomber did not confine his bombing to one area, fear during the Mad Bomber’s reign was said to be worse than the terror sown by David Berkowitz, Son of Sam, in the 1970s. With the Mad Bomber, everyone knew that eventually someone was going to get killed.


What a Difference Time Makes

I’ve told this story in some of my other books, but it’s worth retelling here.

In the 1970s I was an aspiring TV writer, and one day the story editor of Hawaii Five-O, Ken Pettus, invited me to visit him in California. Bizarrely, though I’m an ex-paratrooper, I had become a little afraid of flying, so I took the train to Los Angeles from my home on Long Island.

I spent only a couple of hours with Ken, but I asked him if he would be interested in any story I could make up involving a volcano, and he said yes.

On the train back across the country, I came up with the story that would eventually run in 1975 as an episode called “A Hawaiian Nightmare.” It involved a volcanologist—an expert on volcanoes—threatening to make a volcano erupt unless he was paid a certain sum of money.

I didn’t know how to make a volcano erupt, so I consulted a volcanologist at Columbia University’s Lamont-Doherty Earth Observatory. He told me the scheming character would have to blow a hole in the side of the volcano so the lava could flow out. That, in effect, would be just like an eruption. The hole would have to be a big one, so I wondered what kind of explosive could be used. It would have to be very powerful.

“I would suggest ammonium-nitrate fertilizer as the core material,” a chemist at DuPont told me.

“Is that powerful enough?” I asked.

“Let’s put it this way,” the chemist said. “There was a ship docked in Texas City, Texas, in the ’40s whose hold was filled with ammonium nitrate. It went off, and they found the anchor two miles away.”

Indeed, he gave me the complete, simple formula (not revealed here or when the episode ran). The next time I heard about ammonium nitrate was in 1995 when Timothy McVeigh used it as the explosive to take down the Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. I can just imagine trying to pick the brain of that DuPont chemist today. It wouldn’t happen.



The Greatest Manhunt in History

A single event changed the way the police focused on the Mad Bomber. A December 2, 1956, bombing at the Paramount Theater in Brooklyn left six of the theater’s 1,500 occupants injured, one seriously, and drew tremendous news coverage and editorial attention. The next day, New York City Police Commissioner Stephen P. Kennedy ordered what he called “the greatest manhunt in the history of the police department.”

Of course, police already had a theory about the Mad Bomber’s identity. They thought they were looking for a former Con Edison employee with a grudge against the company and pointed the investigation in that direction. As a result, the cops reviewed Con Ed employment records, but that wasn’t the only thing they did. Detectives checked lawsuit records, mental-hospital admissions, and vocational schools where bomb parts might be made. Citizens turned in neighbors who behaved oddly and coworkers who seemed to know too much about bombs. All of these suspicions had to be checked. A new group, the Bomb Investigation Unit, was organized to focus solely on Mad Bomber leads. The police were desperate to catch him.

Police had developed a sort of profile of the Mad Bomber by April 1956. The department issued a multi-state alert for a person described as a skilled mechanic with access to a drill press or lathe (for its ability to thread pipe) who posted mail from White Plains, was over forty, and had a deep-seated hatred for the Consolidated Edison Company. Police distributed samples of the bomber’s distinctive printing and instructed anyone who recognized it to contact them. Police also reviewed drivers’ license applications in White Plains and found nearly 500 possible matches to the bomber’s printing; the names were forwarded to the NYPD for investigation.

A Bomb in the Empire State Building

Despite the active man hunt, the Mad Bomber kept bombing. On December 29, 1956, several weeks after the Paramount Theater episode in Brooklyn, he placed a bomb in the Empire State Building. Cops tried to track him down using all available forensics, but they were unsuccessful. Then John Cronin, an NYPD police captain working the case, contacted a friend of his, James Brussel, MD, a criminologist, psychiatrist, and assistant commissioner of the New York State Commission for Mental Hygiene. Captain Cronin asked Brussel to meet with Inspector Howard E. Finney, head of the NYPD’s crime laboratory.

Brussel was an early practitioner of profiling, in which the investigator studies the behavioral actions of the perp and then creates a portrait of him or her that includes factors such as age, race, sexuality, educational level, and the like. Years later, the technique would prove invaluable to the FBI, and some of the agency’s profiles would prove to be remarkably accurate.


Profilers

On one of the visits I made to the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit, I first learned about the process of profiling, which can be described as a way of finding out who might have committed a particular crime, say murder, by closely examining elements and surrounding elements of the crime scene, and then drawing a profile of the killer based on the type of perp who usually commits that type of crime.

For example, one of the most obvious profiles often can be drawn for the murderer of a homosexual male. These murders typically involve what cops call “overkill,” and the murder weapon usually is a knife. In an overkill, the victim may have been stabbed one hundred times or more when just a few blows would have been fatal. Those extra blows were driven by rage in a relationship gone bad. Hence, the FBI and police will start by looking for a gay male.

Although some people argue that it is a flawed art or science, profiling has been regularly used by FBI investigative stars like John Douglas, Robert Ressler, and Roy Hazelwood. And it has paid off. Indeed, why would the FBI continue to use profiling if it didn’t work? Keep reading to learn more about several of today’s famous profilers.

Robert Keppel, PhD

Psychologist Robert Keppel’s real-life experience with one of the major serial killers of the twentieth century is straight out of the pages of fiction. Like the FBI agent in Thomas Harris’s The Red Dragon who enlists the help of the brilliant serial killer Hannibal Lecter to track down serial killer Francis Dolarhyde, Keppel visited Ted Bundy on Death Row in Starke, Florida, and got innumerable insights on how to track down the Green River Killer.

John Douglas

No discussion of criminal profilers would be complete without detailing the innovative work of John Douglas, who might be considered a superstar among superstars. This former FBI agent developed a variety of sophisticated profiling techniques and had many successes in profiling. Probably his greatest success came from accurately profiling Wayne Williams, the serial killer responsible for murdering more than thirty young African Americans in the case that became known as the Atlanta Child Murders. John Douglas’s profile led to the arrest of Wayne Williams. Williams maintained his innocence, but once he went to jail for the crimes, the murders in the area stopped.

Robert Ressler

There is some debate, but ex-FBI agent Robert Ressler, one of the founding fathers in 1972 of the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit in Quantico, Virginia, is said to have invented the term “serial” murderer or killer to refer to someone who murders at least three people in a row, with a cooling-off period in between.

Ressler interviewed more than thirty serial killers including Jeffrey Dahmer, John Wayne Gacy, and Edmund Kemper. Ressler had many memorable moments, but none more memorable then when he was interviewing the giant (6'10", 250 pounds) Kemper in a small interrogation room. Kemper suddenly announced that he could pounce on Ressler and kill him before the guards standing outside the door could stop him. He didn’t, of course, but Ressler learned something about being alone with a killer.

Roy Hazelwood

I met Roy Hazelwood in the 1980s at the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit. He was a quiet, intense man who smoked cigarillos and had a wry sense of humor. But after listening to the kind of things he investigated, I wondered how he could sleep at night.

Hazelwood’s specialty was investigating major sex-based crimes, such as those committed by serial rapists and murderers. One of his most notable investigations was the case of Robert Hansen in Alaska who would capture his victims, torture them, kill them, and then have sex with them up to thirty-two days after their deaths.



With Finney and two detectives, Brussel examined the crime-scene photos and letters and discussed the bomber’s metal-working and electrical skills. Based on that, he developed what he called a “portrait,” or profile, of the bomber. Brussel theorized that the bomber’s motivations stemmed from the belief that he had been wronged by Con Edison. That led Brussel to conclude that the bomber suffered from paranoia, a condition he described as “a chronic disorder of insidious development, characterized by persistent, unalterable, systematized, and logically constructed delusions.” Based on the evidence and his own experience in dealing with psychotic criminals, Brussel put forth a number of theories. As it turned out, his portrait would turn out to be remarkably close to that of the actual Mad Bomber.

Portrait of a Bomber

Brussel theorized that the Mad Bomber was a man, as most bombers usually are. Based on his knowledge of hospitalized mental patients, Brussel postulated that the Mad Bomber was well proportioned, of average build, and a good worker. Because paranoia is a disease that takes a while to develop, the bomber was likely to be in his forties or fifties.

In addition, Brussel suspected that the bomber was foreign born—and likely a Slav because bombs were favored by criminals in middle Europe. Brussels also suspected that the bomber’s notes were written by someone whose native language was not English, adding to his suspicion that the bomber was foreign.

Brussel also profiled the bomber as being a loner who had no friends. Unmarried, he had little interest in women, was possibly a virgin, and perhaps was living with an older female relative. They likely lived in Connecticut because the state had high concentrations of Slavs and because many of the bomber’s letters were posted in Westchester County, New York, the midway point between Connecticut and New York City. Brussel also predicted that when the bomber was caught, he would be wearing a buttoned, double-breasted suit. That detail turned out to be astonishingly correct.

As the police investigated, they kept what they had discovered close to the vest, but Brussel had an idea about how to flush out the perp. Brussel convinced the police to heavily publicize the profile they had developed, predicting that any wrong assumption made in it would prod the bomber to respond. Under the headline “16-Year Search for a Madman,” the New York Times version of the profile summarized its major components.


“Single man, between 40 and 50 years old, introvert. Unsocial but not antisocial. Skilled mechanic. Cunning. Neat with tools. Egotistical about mechanical skill. Contemptuous of other people. Resentful of criticism of his work but probably conceals resentment. Moral. Honest. Not interested in women. High school graduate. Expert in civil or military ordnance. Religious. Might flare up violently at work when criticized. Possible motive: discharge or reprimand. Feels superior to critics. Resentment keeps growing. Present or former Consolidated Edison worker. Probably case of progressive paranoia.”



The profile came out on Christmas Day 1956, and no one could have predicted the reaction it would receive. Hoaxes and false confessions poured in, and by three days after Christmas, the cops had received fifty false warnings about bombs.

Another Letter

The day after the profile was published, the New York Journal-American published a letter, first edited by the police, urging the bomber to give himself up. The newspaper promised a “fair trial” and offered to publish his grievances. The Mad Bomber wrote back the next day, signing his letter “F.P.” He said that he would not give himself up. He also revealed that his days on earth, scarily, were numbered. Did he plan to go out in a blast of glory, taking others with him?

The Journal-American published another letter with police guidance on January 15, 1957, asking the bomber to provide more details about his grievances. The bomber wrote back: “I was injured on the job at Consolidated Edison plant—as a result I am adjudged—totally and permanently disabled.” He also stated that he had had to pay his own medical bills and that Consolidated Edison had blocked his workers’ compensation case.


When a motorist injures a dog—he must report it—not so with an injured workman—he rates less than a dog—I tried to get my story to the press—I tried hundreds of others—I typed tens of thousands of words (about 800,000)—nobody cared—[…]—I determined to make these dastardly acts known—I have had plenty of time to think—I decided on bombs.



The bomber said he had been injured on January 5, 1931. He said that no one came to his aid and other employees lied about his condition so he couldn’t get compensation. In setting up a dialogue with him, the police obviously had one goal: to gather as much information as possible.

Pay Dirt

Alice Kelly, a Con Edison clerk, was one of many people trying to find out who the Mad Bomber was. She had spent many hours going through compensation claims at Con Ed to see if any of the claimants seemed like the Mad Bomber. Then, on Friday, January 28, 1957, when she had gone through almost all of the claims, she came across a file containing handwritten complaints that read like those of the bomber, including the phraseology. Indeed, one of the terms used was “dastardly deeds.” The complainant, George Metesky, lived in Waterbury, Connecticut. He had been injured in a plant accident on September 5, 1931, and his letters complained bitterly about how he had been denied compensation.

Alice contacted her superiors and the NYPD, who contacted the Waterbury police and asked that they discreetly check out Metesky’s house at 17 Fourth Street. One thing led to another, and eventually when NYPD detectives knocked on Metesky’s door, they were greeted by a middleaged, pleasant Slavic man very much like the man Brussel had profiled. The man was unmarried and lived with two elderly sisters in the house.
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George Metesky, the Mad Bomber.



Upon seeing the police officers, Metesky said, “I know why you fellows are here. You think I’m the Mad Bomber.” The detectives asked what “F.P.” stood for, and he told them it meant Fair Play. Metesky was arrested, and the story exploded. Later, Metesky told the arresting officers that he had been “gassed” in the Con Edison accident, had contracted tuberculosis as a result, and had started planting bombs because he “got a bum deal.”

Going over a police list of thirty-two bomb locations, but never using the word “bomb,” he remembered the exact date where each “unit” had been placed and its size. He then added to the police list the size, date, and location of fifteen early bombs the police had not known about—all left at Con Edison locations and apparently never reported. When his Con Edison bombs did not gain public attention, he had started planting bombs in public places to gain publicity for what he termed the “injustices” done him.

He also confirmed the reason no bombs had been planted during the United States’ involvement in World War II: the former Marine had abstained because of his patriotism. In their search of his house, police found parts for a bomb that would have been larger than any of the others. Metesky explained that it was intended for the New York Coliseum.

In the end, Metesky went on trial in New York and was found not guilty by reason of insanity. He was sent to the Matteawan State Hospital on April 18, 1957, and though most people expected him to spend his life there, that didn’t happen. In 1973, he was declared well enough to be released from Creedmoor Psychiatric Hospital, a facility to which he had been transferred, and he lived the last twenty years of his life—he died at ninety—peacefully. He hoped to the last that his compensation case against Consolidated Edison would be heard, but it wasn’t.


The Unabomber

A bomber who stands somewhere between the horrific damage done by Timothy McVeigh and the feebler attempts of George Metesky is the Unabomber. Over seventeen years, he set off bombs that killed three people and seriously injured twenty-four others.

The man that the world would eventually identify as the Unabomber, Theodore Kaczynski, came to the attention of police in 1978 with the explosion of his first, primitive homemade bomb in Chicago. Over the next seventeen years, he mailed or hand delivered a series of increasingly sophisticated bombs. Along the way, he sowed fear and panic, even threatening to blow up airliners in flight.

In 1979, an FBI-led task force that included the federal Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives and the U.S. Postal Inspection Service was formed to investigate the “UNABOM” case, code-named for the University and Airline Bombing targets involved. The FBI task force would grow to more than 150 full-time investigators, analysts, and others. In search of clues, the team made every possible forensic examination of recovered bomb components and studied the lives of victims in minute detail. These efforts proved of little use in identifying the bomber, who took pains to leave no forensic evidence, building his bombs essentially from “scrap” materials available almost anywhere. And the victims, investigators later learned, were chosen randomly based on library research.

At one point, investigators speculated that the Unabomber had been raised in Chicago and later lived in the Salt Lake City and San Francisco areas. This turned out to be true. His occupation proved more elusive, with theories ranging from aircraft mechanic to scientist. Even the Unabomber’s sex was not certain: although investigators believed the bomber was most likely male, they also investigated several female suspects.

The big break in the case came in 1995. The Unabomber sent out a 35,000-word essay claiming to explain his motives and views on the ills of modern society. After much debate about the wisdom of “giving in to terrorists,” FBI Director Louis Freeh and Attorney General Janet Reno approved the task force’s recommendation to publish the essay in hopes that a reader could identify the author.

After the manifesto appeared in the Washington Post and the New York Times, thousands of people suggested possible suspects. One stood out: David Kaczynski described his troubled brother, Ted, who had grown up in Chicago, taught at the University of California at Berkeley (where two of the bombs had been placed), and then lived for a time in Salt Lake City before settling permanently into the primitive 10-foot by 14-foot cabin that the brothers had constructed near Lincoln, Montana.

Most importantly, David provided letters and documents written by his brother. Linguistic analysis determined that the author of those papers and the manifesto was almost certainly the same person. Combined with facts gleaned from the bombings and Kaczynski’s life, that analysis provided the basis for a search warrant.

On April 3, 1996, investigators arrested Kaczynski and searched his cabin. There, they found a wealth of bomb components; 40,000 handwritten journal pages that included bomb-making experiments and descriptions of Unabomber crimes; and one live bomb, ready for mailing.

Kaczynski’s reign of terror was over. His new residence, following his guilty plea in January 1998, was an isolated cell in a Supermax prison in Colorado.

—From the website of the Federal Bureau of Investigation
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Notable Quotables

“But the store had turned into an inferno…”

—Joseph Wambaugh, The Fire Lover

“Arsonists almost always traveled alone.”

—Joseph Wambaugh, The Fire Lover



The worst of what were to be 2,000 fires set by a California arsonist occurred on October 10, 1984, in Ole’s Home Center on Fair Oaks Avenue in South Pasadena, a suburb of Los Angeles. It was the worst of the blazes because it took human life—and the baffling part was figuring out who had set it.

The fire was of an extremely dangerous type—and they do vary in levels of danger—but at first it was not perceived that way, so people who were being urged to leave the building did not all get out in time. Why didn’t they leave rapidly? Some didn’t realize the need to flee, while others, perhaps in reaction to the stressful situation, chose to bury their heads in the sand.

Column of Smoke

The fire was first spotted by Jim Obdam, an Ole’s clerk. He was walking toward the front of the store when he saw a tubular column of dark smoke. He immediately started to check the store for other people and found Carolyn Kraus working in the paint area. Jim asked if any more people were in her area, and she ran off to check.

In the hardware section, Obdam found a 50-year-old woman named Ada Deal who was pushing a shopping cart with a small child riding in it. He told her they had to leave the store immediately but contradicted himself by adding, “Don’t be alarmed.” Obdam ran away, but at one point he looked back to see the woman and child still there. “Take the child,” he said more urgently, “and let’s go.”

He ran forward and, at one point, looked toward the smoke, which had turned into “a wall of flame…bright orange and raging,” as Joseph Wambaugh described it in his book Fire Lover. Then the lights went out abruptly, and the store was plunged into darkness.

No one outside had an all-encompassing view of what was happening in the store, so some people—including Billy Deal, whose wife and grandson had entered the store only a half hour before—were unaware of the profound danger that those inside faced. Deal was alerted when an employee on a forklift went racing by yelling that there was a fire. Suddenly panicked, Billy called out for his wife, “Ada! Ada!” But she did not answer.

In the electrical department, an employee named Tony Colantuano spotted another employee and several customers headed toward the south fire door. He yelled at them to come with him, that the quickest way out was a door he knew of, and they turned and ran toward it. Later Colantuano would say that there was a wave of fire behind them, moving toward them. But the people who went through the door with him lived.

The store had turned into an inferno, and in the end, after the firemen got the blaze under control, four people were dead: Ada Deal and her grandson Matthew Troidl; Carolyn Kraus, who worked in the paint department; and a handsome young Hispanic man named Jimmy Cetina. He had left the store but went back in when he heard people banging on a metal fire door. It had automatically dropped as a safety measure to keep fire from spreading between different areas. The metal doors had been designed with the assumption that they would only be activated at night when no one was in the store.

Shocker

While the fire was raging at Ole’s, Chief Murray, who was directing the operations of 125 firefighters, learned of a stupefying coincidence: another fire was ablaze at Von’s Market, which was on the same street as Ole’s and only a few minutes away.

At one point Murray glanced across the street and saw John Orr, a Glendale investigative firefighter, snapping pictures. Knowing Orr, who seemed to have a quick temper but had built a growing reputation as an excellent fire investigator, Murray alerted him about the fire at Von’s and asked if he would assist by conducting an investigation.

Perhaps—and there is no way to know if it would have helped—people would have lived and hundreds of fires would have been prevented if John Leonard Orr had been accepted as a police officer, which had been his dream. But who knows? A lot of innocent people might have been shot dead.

Orr seemed to have a very good chance of becoming a cop with the Los Angeles Police Department. He passed the various physical and mental tests, and he had done fire-investigation work in the Air Force, which looked good on a resume.

The final step was to pass the psychological part of the test. When Orr spoke to the interviewing psychiatrist, he said that his life was all “Ozzie and Harriet,” meaning that he had a sitcom life with no serious problems. But Orr said later that the psychiatrist, who was young, had thought Orr had said Ozzy Osbourne, a rock-and-roll artist who once bit the head off a bat while on stage.

The truth was that his mother had deserted his father when Orr was sixteen. She returned to her native Missouri and didn’t see her son again until he was nineteen. His father was dealing with a business failure and became morbidly depressed when his wife left, causing Orr to worry that his father would kill himself. As it happened, his mother never saw his father again, choosing not to rejoin the family when she returned to Los Angeles.

Rejected

Orr was rejected by the LAPD, and he became distraught. The psychiatrist report stated:


Non-acceptable applicant. Reason for rejection: past history and test results. Currently having marital problems with separation. Recently walked off a job with no notice. Supervisors gave him poor evaluations, described him as goof-off, know-it-all, irresponsible, and immature. The testing reemphasizes this. Rorschach showed him passive, indecisive with problems with women and sex. The MMPI confirmed this and showed a schizoid person who is withdrawn from people and may have sexual confusion in his orientation. Very non-objective. Diagnosis: Personality trait disturbance. Emotionally unstable personality.



But Orr had an out. He had applied to and was accepted by the Glendale Fire Department, which started him as a probationary fireman. In February 1975, he was made a permanent fireman. Having been raised in an area of Los Angeles that abutted Glendale, he knew the terrain well.

On the job, he was a fanatic—at police work. He would tell people that being appointed to the LAPD was not a big deal, but during his entire career as a firefighter, he acted like a cop. He became an ace at catching shoplifters at a 7-Eleven where he worked part time, and eventually he wheedled his way into a part-time security job at Sears that was normally given only to cops—and he was outstanding at it. In addition, he often commented about how arrogant cops were to think they were better than firefighters.

Orr worked hard at his job with the Glendale FD and eventually rose through the ranks to become the department’s top arson investigator. He investigated fires on everything from hillsides to homes to commercial buildings, and he caught a serial arsonist—a man who was setting fire to the hillsides around Glendale. He also started to write paid articles for the American Fire Journal. His reputation as a firefighter continued to grow.

What wasn’t working out was his love life. By 1984 he had been in three unsuccessful marriages and had cheated on all of his wives. He also was working his way through firefighter partners, who he always seemed to find inadequate in one way or another.

Then, on January 13, 1987, what would turn out to be a momentous event occurred. Orr was attending the three-day California Conference of Arson Investigators in Fresno. As Wambaugh writes in his book The Fire Lover, “That conference might have come and gone and passed from memory except for the stunning events that took place starting on the first evening…”

At around 8:30 p.m., a Payless Drug Store on North Blackstone Avenue in Fresno caught fire. But the blaze was extinguished, thanks to a determined manager with a fire extinguisher and sprinklers that doused the fire with huge volumes of water.

But then the event that got everyone’s attention occurred. Another fire broke out, this also on Blackstone Avenue but at Hancock Fabrics. Unlike the fire at the Payless store, the one in Hancock demonstrated how horrifically scary fire can be, with clouds of smoke turning into fires and fingers of flame racing up a wall. The fire was quick and destroyed just about everything in the store. The point of origin—where the fire started—was found to be a display of Styrofoam pellets used to stuff pillows. Whoever had started the fire certainly knew what burned best. Styrofoam burns unbelievably fast.

The next day, arson investigators pored over what was left, and almost unbelievably, they found the simple device that the arsonist had used to start the fire, in this case, a partially burned cigarette attached by a rubber band to three matches.

Later at the House of Fabrics, also on Blackstone Avenue, an employee found a similar incendiary device in a bin filled with foam pillows. A fire had started, blackening a nearby wall, but it had gone out. Like the first device, the one found at the House of Fabrics consisted of matches and a cigarette held together by a rubber band.

All told, three fires had occurred in one day on the same street. The odds of that happening without an arsonist being involved were just about zero. Then yet another fire occurred on January 16, the day the arson conference ended, in the town of Tulare, which was about an hour south of Fresno. The fire occurred at a Surplus City outlet in a bin filled with sleeping bags.

Less than an hour later, a fire erupted in the Family Bargain Center in nearby Bakersfield. The foam pillows were on fire, but the manager pulled them out of the bin and put the fire out. At the bottom of the bin, the manager found a partly burned cigarette and three matches, all held together with a rubber band, and some scraps of yellow lined paper.

But that wasn’t the end. About an hour later, at 2 p.m., an employee of CraftMart in Bakersfield spotted smoke and fire in a dried-flower floral display, and the manager put out the fire with an extinguisher.

Arson Investigator Called In

The fire captain at the scene thought the CraftMart fire should be examined by an arson investigator and called in Captain Marvin G. Casey of the Bakersfield Fire Department. Casey had more than twenty years of experience determining the cause of fires and had examined hundreds.

He looked over the dried flowers that had ignited and spotted the same kind of incendiary device that had been used to start other blazes: three matches and a lit cigarette bundled in yellow lined paper and held together by rubber bands. Using tweezers, Casey carefully extracted the device from the bin and laid it in an evidence container.

Casey had also investigated the Hancock Fabrics fire in Fresno, and he commented to a fellow investigator that having two fires occur with an hour of one another and within two miles defied coincidence.

As he investigated the Bakersfield fires, Casey was aware of the fires in Tulare and Fresno. Then he learned that the incendiary devices recovered were all about the same and that the materials the fires were set in—some type of foam—were very much alike. And all the fires had occurred near Highway 99. All told, someone had started or attempted to start seven fires at stores along the road from Fresno to Tulare to Bakersfield.

Casey had an insight. He was aware of the arson conventions, and he started to think that maybe the fire starter was one of the 242 attendees.

The ATF—the federal Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives—had descended on the arson cases, so Casey gave the incendiary device to them to see if they could pull any prints off it. As it happened, they could. They pulled a single left ring-finger print off the device. The print was submitted to the California and national fingerprint criminal databases, but the report came back negative. The print didn’t belong to a criminal.

Conversations with other investigators didn’t produce any support for Casey’s idea that their arsonist might be an arson investigator. Ego may have gotten in the way in this case. How could a firefighter be the arsonist? Ridiculous! But Casey’s enthusiasm for the idea didn’t dampen.

Narrowing the List of Suspects

Casey made a couple of phone calls, got a list of the attendees at the convention, and devised a way to winnow down the list. Starting with the participants’ home bases, he only looked at investigators whose trip home would take them south past Fresno, Tulare, and Bakersfield. Then he calculated which of the men would have been driving alone, because arsonists almost always travel alone.

Using his method of elimination, he produced a list of fifty-five arson investigators who fulfilled the criteria. Because the investigators came from different jurisdictions, Casey knew he would have to get the Feds involved. He called the ATF in Fresno, spoke with Special Agent Chuck Gaylan, and told him about his theory. Like others, Gaylan was skeptical and asked, “Fifty-five names of respected arson investigators?”

As reported in Fire Lover, Gaylan said: “I wasn’t at all comfortable with this. I knew some of them. They were neat guys with lots of integrity. I certainly didn’t think that Marv Casey’s intuition was worth a wholesale inquiry into travel records and so forth.”

So nothing happened, and Casey’s theory went nowhere. Then at the beginning of 1989, another arson investigator conference occurred, this time in Pacific Grove, which is near Monterey. The four-day conference was set to begin on March 5.

The same thing happened at this conference that had happened at the earlier one: fires started to break out in various stores where foam products were stored. Casey knew that all the towns were south of where the conference was being held, just as had happened at the other arson conference.


Just What Is a Pyromaniac?

Pyromania is a deep-seated behavior disorder triggered by emotions such as anxiety, anger, powerlessness, or revenge. The arsonist views fire as powerful and is driven to deliberately set them for pleasure or as a form of relief.



Getting Closer

This time, Casey thought of a way to compile an even smaller list of potential arsonist suspects from the list of arson investigators attending the conference. He got a list of the attendees and only included those from the Los Angeles area who would have had the opportunity to set the fires on their way to or from the conference.

So instead of fifty-five possible suspects, he had only ten. He would be able to check the print found on the incendiary device to see if it belonged to any of them because they all were public employees and their prints would be on file.

All ten print cards were drawn from the database, and Casey had an ATF fingerprint expert check them out at the Department of Justice Crime Lab in Fresno. The results of the fingerprint examination were sent to a special agent at the ATF, and he relayed the results to Casey. There was no match.

The arsonist’s work continued with a vengeance. Starting in 1990 and ending in March 1991, it got even worse. The Los Angeles area was hit with what were determined to be nineteen arson fires or attempted arson fires. Fortunately, no more lives were lost, but fire experts knew that it was just a matter of time.

Marv Casey had never stopped championing his theory that the arsonist would turn out to be an arson investigator, despite the fact that none of the ten investigators could be tied to the print found on the incendiary device.

Then the string of arsons got the Feds interested, and though none of them really believed that the print from CraftMart was of any value, they decided to test it again. After all, two years had passed since the earlier test. Maybe the Pillow Pyro, as a number of task forces called the serial arsonist, had been arrested since 1989.

The print was tested again, and Ron George who worked in the laboratory, called the ATF’s Pillow Pyro task force. He told the ATF agent who answered, “You oughta tell your arson investigators to keep their mitts off the evidence. It was touched by John Orr. Left ring finger.”

Many investigators were devastated when they heard the news that Orr appeared to be the arsonist. People respected John Leonard Orr as a firefighter and a person, but now they had to accept something incontrovertible: the federal fingerprint expert had made a mistake earlier when he compared the partial print of a left ring finger to those of the arson investigators. There had been a match, but because the fingerprint expert missed it, Orr was able to set many more fires. Thankfully, they had not taken any more lives.

Investigators did not pick Orr up at first. They had to build a case. The ATF and other investigators decided put him under surveillance, which included installing a tracking device under his car’s rear bumper. The device somehow dropped down so it was visible, but Orr didn’t seem to know what it was. Authorities set up a scam, indicating that the device was a fake bomb installed as a prank, and Orr seemed to believe that. They believed that Orr did know later about the tracking device. However, he did not know about another tracking device called a Teletrac that was installed in the dashboard of his car when he brought it in for servicing on November 22, 1991.
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A rare shot of John Orr. When he was caught, fires decreased in the L.A. area by an astonishing 90 percent. All told he set more than 2,000 fires.



The task forces succeeded in gathering circumstantial evidence, including the fact that when fires were started, Orr’s whereabouts could not be accounted for. They also found a video taken in a convenience store that showed Orr buying two packs of Marlboros despite the fact that he didn’t smoke. In retrospect, doing nothing but tracking him seems crazy because he was able to set many more fires that destroyed property and could have killed someone.

A secret grand jury was empaneled, and the decision was made to end the surveillance. An indictment was obtained, and Orr was arrested on December 4, 1991. He is estimated to have set more than 2,000 fires. After he was arrested, the percentage of brush fires in the area decreased by more than 90 percent.

Orr was being paid to write for respected fire journals, so he considered himself a capable writer and had started a novel called Points of Origin, the lingo arson investigators use to describe the point at which a fire started. The book was admitted into evidence at Orr’s trial and provided a real-life road map of his career as an arsonist. Indeed, the book turned out to be the linchpin in the case against him.

Convicted

Orr was convicted of three counts of arson at the end of July 1992 and was sentenced to three consecutive terms of ten years in prison. Orr still maintains his innocence, but the prosecutor, Los Angeles Deputy District Attorney Michael Cabral, was not about to let him get away with what was literally murder.

The jury was deadlocked eight to four on whether to sentence Orr to the death penalty. As a result of the jury’s inability to come to a unanimous decision, the judge sentenced Orr to life plus twenty years in prison without the possibility of parole.

He remains in prison today.


Q & A

Q. Is arson hard to prove?

A. Yes, unless someone is actually seen lighting something.

Q. Do arson investigators investigate burned automobiles?

A. Not really. There’s usually not enough evidence to determine what actually occurred. Of course, if someone died in the car fire, then the investigator will work with the cops.

Q. What starts most arson fires?

A. Stupid things, like getting mad at a spouse and burning his or her clothes, and then the fire gets out of control.

Q. How do fires burn?

A. Oxygen is the key. Fire burns upward toward the source of oxygen. (A good book for learning about fires is the Guide for Fire and Explosion Investigations offered by the National Fire Protection Association.)

Q. What is the main job of the arson investigator?

A. Finding out where the fire started.

Q. What are the three elements needed for a fire to start?

A. Fuel, heat, and oxygen. That was called the Fire Triangle until a fourth element, chemical reaction, was added. Now investigators refer instead to the Fire Tetrahedron. You need vapor to start a fire. Indeed, you could stick a math into liquid gasoline and it would be extinguished.

Q. What are two main reasons for fires to start in a home?

A. Space heaters in the winter, usually left too close to flammable objects like drapes or bed linens, and clothes dryers that create spontaneous combustion. Particularly in gas dryers, which get quite hot, towels left in the dryer can begin to smolder and then burst into flames. You shouldn’t leave the house with a dryer running.

Q. What is the number-one cause of fires?

A. Stupidity, most fire experts will tell you.

Q. How many arson fires occur in vehicles?

A. About 20 percent of all fires, according to the ATF.

Q. What is considered the peak time for intentionally set fires across the United States?

A. Halloween, again according to the ATF.

Q. How many arson fires occur every year, and who sets them?

A. The answer to both questions may be surprising, even shocking. According to the Federal Emergency Management Agency, 500,000 fires are set every year in the United States, killing more than 700 Americans and making arson the second leading cause of residential fire deaths. The shocker is who sets the fires. Close to 75 percent of firefighters in this country are volunteers, something investigators obviously were not aware of when Orr was active. In an ironic twist, hundreds of convicted arsonists have come from their ranks. In 2000, for example, a volunteer fireman in Tennessee was killed during a blaze at an abandoned home, but he did not die as a result of fighting the fire. He and six other volunteers had set the fire, and he was trapped while spreading gasoline in the attic.

Q. How much property is destroyed by fire, and how many arsonists are convicted?

A. Arson is far and away the leading cause of property loss, costing more than two billion dollars a year. And the perps get away with it: About 16 percent of all arsonists are never arrested, and only 2 percent are tried and convicted, according to the Department of Justice.
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Notable Quotable

“We all finally find what we want and need, and I found mine.”

—Suzette Trouten, one of John Robinson’s murder victims



In the early 1980s, over a period of years, women started to disappear near Kansas City in the border area where Kansas and Missouri meet. Police didn’t know why or how these disappearances were occurring, but the cops would come to realize that some of the disappearances were related to the twisted psyches of the women involved. In other words, the person who made them disappear would not have been able to do so if he had not been targeting women whose conditions made them susceptible to being taken advantage of.

The man at the center of the mystery was John E. Robinson, who was into sadism and masochism (S and M) with a twist. At one point, Robinson billed himself as “the Slavemaster” on the Internet, and he no doubt treated his women with profound cruelty.

What strikes me as very curious is why those women couldn’t at least have sensed what he was really like. Perhaps they did, but their overwhelming need to be dominated—and, in a curious way, loved that way—made them look to the side rather than straight at the man to determine what he was really like.


What’s A Sociopath?

When I think about John Robinson, I certainly think of the term “sociopath.” I describe a sociopath as someone who does not care about anyone but himself and has no feelings of guilt, no conscience. New York psychiatrist Martin Weich, MD, used the following story to explain what a sociopath is like.

“Let’s say,” said the doctor, “that there’s a freshly baked, hot apple pie cooling outside on a windowsill that’s easy to get at.

“One person will come up and think like this: ‘Hmm, that’s looks good. I’d love to take it. But it’s not mine, and taking it would be wrong.’ So that person leaves.

“Another person arrives and says: ‘Hmm, a hot apple pie. I’d love to take this, but if I do and I get caught, there will be consequences. Frig it. I don’t care!’ So he takes the pie and runs away.

“The third person comes up, sees the pie, and says to himself, ‘Hmm, a hot apple pie. I love that.’ So he takes it, no guilt, no nothing, and runs away.

“That,” the psychiatrist said, “is the sociopath.”

Of course, that is only part of the story. A sociopath like John Robinson cares only for himself, and can often suffer psychotic breaks and harbor a huge rage that every now and then explodes, and somebody ends up dead.

Frankly, Robinson—and people like him—are difficult to write about in an emotionally understanding way because I am neither a psychopath nor a sociopath. I care about others.



All-American Boy

Perhaps if those women had known a little about Robinson’s background, they would have run for the hills. His life started ordinarily enough. When he was young, John Robinson did not give any indication that anything inside himself was awry. He was born in Cicero, Illinois, a town about five miles from Chicago and the one-time gangland headquarters of Al Capone. Robinson’s mother was said to be a strict disciplinarian, and his father was not on the scene.

Rather than giving any hint of problems, Robinson seemed to be an all-American boy. He was an Eagle Scout and a musician who had performed before Queen Elizabeth II at a concert in London. He enrolled as a high-school freshman at Quigley Preparatory Seminary in Chicago where he was preparing to become a priest. (One detective said of him later: “I wouldn’t want to go to confession if he was a priest. You’d never get out of the confessional alive.”)

But as he grew up, John Robinson’s troubles started to rear their head. In his freshman year at Quigley, he was a poor student and became a discipline problem. So much so, in fact, that school authorities did not allow him back for his sophomore year, ending his dreams of becoming a priest.

A Growing Problem

Many people who have an inferior sense of self—and serial killers all do—invent grandiose images of themselves that are figments of their own imaginations. Robinson had dreams of glory, dreams that he would one day be someone very important, and he seemingly tried to prove that to himself, regardless of the fact that his “achievements” were propped up by a pastiche of self-delusion and lies. In other words, he seems to have had the ability to convince himself that he was important. In 1977, for example, he was named “Man of the Year” by a Kansas City charity, an award that he orchestrated himself and which was a complete scam.

This proved to be a problem because he had conned the Kansas City Star into running a story on it. When people who supposedly had supported Robinson in his quest for the award started denying that they had, the Star ran an exposé on Robinson that showed him to be a fraud and thoroughly embarrassed him and his family. (He had married at twenty-one and immediately had a child.)

As Robinson matured, he got worse. He became a thief through and through. He felt no guilt when he ripped someone off, and he didn’t care who he conned. His scams as the years went by included conning an old friend out of $25,000, which was quite a bit of money at the time.

Later, he took a job as a radiologist in Kansas City while knowing nothing about the profession. That, of course, was extremely dangerous for the patients. Eventually, his incompetence was discovered and he was fired.

After that, he started working as a radiologist for Wallace Graham, MD, President Harry Truman’s long-time friend and former personal physician. Robinson began stealing from Graham and taking shocking sexual liberties in the office. He convinced one of the patients to have sex by telling her that his wife had terminal cancer and couldn’t have sex with him.

Robinson depleted the doctor’s finances to the point that he wasn’t able to give his employees a bonus for Christmas. Finally in 1969, the laid-back, low-key, and trusting doctor had his practice audited and discovered that Robinson had bilked him out of $33,000. Ever the consummate actor, Robinson got probation during which he perpetrated other offenses.

Opportunities in Cyber-Crime

All of that stealing no doubt honed his skills as a con man, and when the Internet came into bloom in 1995, Robinson came into his own as a criminal. He became a poster child for the kind of person that no one should contact on the Internet, although he did not present himself as something that he was not, at least sexually. He was looking for a certain kind of woman. Billing himself as the Slavemaster, he started to connect with women who were into S and M, and willing to become his slaves.
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John Robinson, slavemaster and serial killer.



The difference between Robinson and other sadists was that he delivered real pain to the women who met with him, not just what could be called play pain. I believe that ultimately, anyone who is into S and M wants to be loved and taken care of like a child, and while some of his women may have recognized how cruel and uncaring Robinson was, they continued to see him. Certainly, they did not stay hooked up with him because he was a matinee idol. Indeed, he was paunchy and unremarkable looking. Some of the women were not into S and M, but Robinson was also a superb con man and willing to say anything to achieve his ends.

Eventually, cops in both Kansas and Missouri started to connect the female disappearances to one person—John Robinson. They knew about a variety of missing women, all with some type of relationship to Robinson.

In 1984, Robinson was in communication with 18-year-old Paula Godfrey of Olathe, Kansas. He talked her into taking a job with him, working in some capacity at one of his nonexistent companies where he promised her the moon. Godfrey told her parents that Robinson was sending her away for training, but when they did not hear anything from her, they filed a missing person’s report.

Eventually, her parents received a typed note—above her signature—that said she was okay. She supposedly also sent a note to the Overland Park police, stating that she was fine and didn’t want to be contacted by them or her parents. Since she was eighteen, the police could do nothing further. They dropped the case, and Paula Godfrey remained missing.

Robinson’s inflated ego is interesting to observe in operation. He assumed that if he sent the note, the cops wouldn’t become suspicious. That was a truly dumb assumption, and only people with delusions of grandeur would think they could get away with something like that.

Baby for Sale

In 1985, Lisa Stasi, a 19-year-old single mother, met a man calling himself “John Osborne” at a shelter. The man promised her an apartment, job training, a monthly stipend, and even day care for her four-month-old daughter, Tiffany. Stasi agreed, signed a few blank sheets of paper, and promptly disappeared.

A few days after meeting Stasi, Robinson contacted his brother Don and his wife, Helen, and informed them that he had a four-month-old baby girl that they could adopt. He told them that, tragically, the baby’s mother had committed suicide in a hotel room, but his connections with a local charity would allow him to get the child for them if they paid the legal fees, which would be around $8,000 when the baby was delivered. The baby, of course, was Tiffany Stasi, and the papers Robinson brought were all forgeries.
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Lisa Stasi



Buoyed by his ability to con people in this way, Robinson subsequently tried to con other young women who had children. He approached a number of homes that housed indigent mothers and tried to convince the people in charge that he was willing to take on the mothers and children, but without the proper official paperwork he got nowhere fast.

In 1987, 27-year-old Catherine Clampitt, moved from Texas to Kansas to work with Robinson, but like others, she disappeared.

In 1993, Robinson was released from a stint in jail where he had met 49-year-old Beverly Bonner. She was a librarian in the corrections system, and he had actually seduced her there. As soon as he got out of prison, Bonner divorced her husband, a prison doctor, and hooked up with Robinson. He killed Bonner shortly after she had all of her alimony checks forwarded to a post-office box. What had happened to her would only be revealed later by the mystified police.

Of all the murders that cops eventually uncovered, the worst by far, at least in the opinion of the author, was that of Sheila Faith and her daughter.

In 1994, Robinson met the 45-year-old from Fullerton, California, who was looking for a man after her husband died. Sheila’s 15-year-old daughter, Debbie, used a wheelchair, was in need of constant medical care, and had hardly enough strength to move the wheelchair on her own. Robinson met Sheila in an online chat room and promised to provide care for both her and her daughter. The Faiths were charmed and moved to Kansas. Sheila received checks from her husband’s pension following his death, and Robinson arranged to have the checks routed to a post-office box. After that, Sheila and Debbie disappeared. Robinson continued to cash the pension checks, though.

In 1999, Robinson offered attractive 21-year-old Izabela Lewicka a job and a bondage relationship. Soon after she moved to Kansas, records show that Robinson paid for a ring and a marriage license that was never picked up. Lewicka emailed family and friends to tell of her marriage, but a few months later she told friends she was going on a trip, and she was not heard from again.

Fatal Mistake

Like other serial killers, John Robinson would have continued to kill if he not made a mistake that proved to the beginning of the end for him. It started when he met healthcare worker Suzette Trouten through the Internet. Robinson told her he wanted to hire her to take care of his elderly father. If she took the job, he told her, he would pay her $60,000 a year and she would get to travel the world with him and his father.

Trouten was just the kind of woman that Robinson was looking for. A nurse by day, she was an abject slave by night, which included having rings in her nipples and vaginal area. She decided to come and meet “JR,” as he called himself then, and then work for him.

In February she left Michigan for Kansas, but before she departed, she left Robinson’s name and number with her mother, Carolyn. Suzette’s mother spoke with her virtually every day by phone, so when she didn’t hear from her daughter, Carolyn reported her missing. Carolyn had become suspicious because typed letters she received, supposedly from Suzette and JR as they traveled Europe, had a Kansas City postmark and were uncharacteristically error free.

Once the police heard about Suzette’s connection to Robinson—who they, of course, had linked to other disappearances and who was at the center of so many missing-persons cases, they decided to pay him a visit. That was in the summer of 2000.

Once they did, the mysteries of a number of the missing women were solved. On Robinson’s farm near La Cygne, Kansas, a task force searching the premises found the decaying bodies of Izabela Lewicka and Suzette Trouten, each in an 85-pound chemical drum. Across the state line in Missouri, other members of the task force searched a storage facility that Robinson had rented and found three similar chemical drums containing the bodies of Beverly Bonner and Sheila and Debbie Faith. All five women, both at the farm and in the storage area, had been murdered in the same way—by one or two blows to the head.

In 2002, Robinson was tried for the murders of Trouten, Lewicka, and the Faiths at the Johnson County Courthouse in Olathe, Kansas. He was convicted and sentenced to death. In 2005, the Kansas Supreme Court ruled the capital punishment laws in Kansas unconstitutional. However, in Kansas v. Marsh, a 2006 case before the U.S. Supreme Court, the Court found otherwise, and the Kansas death-penalty law was reinstated.

Legal Dilemma

Robinson simultaneously faced a complex legal dilemma in Missouri, where prosecutors were actively pursuing additional murder charges based on the evidence discovered in that state. Robinson’s attorneys opposed his extradition because Missouri is far more aggressive on capital punishment than Kansas, which had yet to execute anyone since the death penalty was reinstated. However, Christopher Koster, the Missouri prosecutor, insisted as a condition of any plea bargain that Robinson lead authorities to the bodies of Lisa Stasi, Paula Godfrey, and Catherine Clampitt.

Robinson was in a dilemma. To do so would constitute an outright admission of guilt, which might be used against him in Kansas. Robinson refused, claiming he did not know the locations of the bodies. Koster, on the other hand, faced pressure to make a deal because his case was not technically airtight. (Among other problems, no unequivocal evidence showed that any of the murders had actually occurred in Koster’s jurisdiction.)

As of now, Robinson is on Death Row in Kansas, and if a lot of people have their way, he will be the first person to die in that state via lethal injection.

Who Am I?


	Like John Robinson, I was a con man and a killer, and when I moved to the Englewood neighborhood of Chicago in the late 1890s, pretty young women who came to the area started to go missing.

	I was well aware that many of those pretty young women wanted to work at the Chicago World’s Fair, which was opening in the fall of 1892, and businesses related to it.

	I had arrived in Chicago a few years earlier, and the first thing I did was to start working for a pharmacy in Englewood. The lady I worked for was very grateful because her husband, who had founded and operated the store, was dying of cancer, and when I started to work there, her dreams came true: I handled just about everything and did so well.

	I attracted a lot of new customers to the store, particularly young, pretty women because I was attractive. I was a slim man, perhaps five-foot-eight, with a handsome face and big, liquid blue eyes that few women could look into without getting a strange sensation in their stomach.

	I could cry at will. I had tears in my eyes when, after her husband died, I asked the lady to sell the pharmacy to me. She did, and I repaid her by never paying her for the store, making her life miserable, and murdering her, while telling everyone that she had left Illinois for California and would not be returning.

	I was very good at bilking insurance companies, for example, by stealing a body from a medical lab and then convincing the company that it was someone I had bought insurance for.

	If I couldn’t get the right body, I would murder someone and then alter their appearance by burning or cutting their features so they could pass as the deceased.

	I also engaged in selling “articulated” bodies, skeletonized bodies, to medical laboratories. One person I murdered—who happened to be pregnant at the time with my baby—was a beautiful, six-foot-tall woman named Julia Connor. I got $225 (extra because she was unusually tall) for her body.

	My home was my castle—and my slaughterhouse. It was a sixty-room hotel I designed, and no one else ever saw the plans. It debuted as a hotel for the World’s Columbian Exposition (also known as the Chicago World’s Fair) in 1893, with some of the building rented out for commerce. The hotel contained all kinds of special rooms where people were gassed, cremated while alive, asphyxiated, and stretched to the breaking point. I could drop the bodies down a chute that led to a room where the bodies were eventually sold to medical schools.

	Police got on to me because of a fake life-insurance scheme involving a man named Benjamin Pitezel who was going to fake his own death, but I murdered him first.

	I was arrested in 1894. Police investigated the castle, and eventually the whole story came out. The authorities pinned twenty-seven murders on me though most people thought that actual number came to more than one hundred.

	Shortly before being hanged, I penned my account of those murders, for which I was paid $7,500. The story was published in the Philadelphia Enquirer on April 12, 1896. I was hanged on May 7, 1896. I was thirty-five years old.



Answer: I am Dr. H.H. Holmes, America’s first modern serial killer.
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Dr. H.H. Holmes, born Herman Webster Mudgett, was a serial killer who preyed on young women and killed more than 100 people.
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Notable Quotable

“In the end, this is going to be a powerful, heartwarming story. My life has been straightened out…Wait ’til you hear the story of what took place at this house. You’re going to be absolutely impressed. It’s a disgusting thing that took place with me at the beginning, but I turned my life completely around.”

—Phillip Garrido, from his jail cell



Although children are not abducted often—the FBI estimates about 100 each year in the United States—the statistics on how many of those children survive are quite grim. Still, most people don’t give up hope, and sometimes there is the rare occasion when an abducted child is found alive.

That happened in the case of Jaycee Lee Dugard. When Jaycee was abducted, she was eleven years old and living in South Lake Tahoe, California, where she was waiting patiently at a bus stop. A pretty, blonde-haired girl dressed all in pink, she was being watched carefully by her stepfather, Carl Probyn, as she waited for the bus.

Then, suddenly, Probyn couldn’t believe his eyes. As he watched, a gray car swooped up, and a man and a woman jumped out of the car and grabbed Jaycee. Probyn pursued them immediately on his bicycle, but they soon were out of sight. And despite Probyn having given the police a clear description of the car and the people who had abducted Jaycee, they got away. The usual intensive search was conducted without any luck. The Probyns’ pretty little daughter had been abducted.
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Jaycee Lee Dugard. Abducted when she was 11 and found 18 years later.



Dead within Three Hours

If the normal course of events had occurred, according to FBI statistics, Jaycee would have been dead within three hours. The spectacular story attracted media from all over the world, and innumerable stories were published about Jaycee’s disappearance. Several organizations that lent their efforts to help find the 11-year-old, and thousands of pink—Jaycee’s favorite color—flyers about the missing girl were printed up and distributed across the country.


Searching for a Hidden Body

According to the Department of Justice, 52 percent of the bodies of murder victims are concealed to prevent discovery. In only 9 percent of cases is the body openly placed to ensure its discovery. Search-party members need to be aware that bodies often may be hidden under branches, rugs, or debris. Because bodies often are concealed, members of search parties typically stagger themselves to cover ground in intervals that approximate the length of the missing person.



None of the efforts produced a single lead, and months and then years went by without a clue as to where Jaycee might be. Somehow two people had snatched her in broad daylight and gotten away with it. That was a sobering thought. (Indeed, abduction investigators will tell you that kidnapping a child is mostly a crime of opportunity. While stalking a child may be involved in some cases, usually a pedophile just spots a child and makes an on-the-spot decision to snatch him or her.)

Over the years, Jaycee’s parents did not give up the fight to find her, but to no avail. The investigation did not come up with anything, either. Carl Probyn was asked to take a number of lie-detector tests, and he passed them all. Jaycee’s father was also found to be innocent of the crime. Although police didn’t know it at the time, Jaycee never left California. Later they found that she had been living behind a house in northeast Antioch, her quarters a couple of tents and shacks hidden by heavy vegetation. She did spend time in the house as well.

Books and the media often depict the police as being smart and efficient. But that is hardly the case. Cops frequently make mistakes, and in this case they made some whoppers—which resulted in several missed opportunities to rescue Jaycee.

Crucial Mistakes

The first mistake occurred less than a year after Jaycee was abducted. Police received an anonymous call from a man who said he had spotted a blonde-haired girl, eleven or twelve, at a gas station scrutinizing a pink poster of the missing girl. The man, who did not identify himself, said the little girl looked like Jaycee Dugard. Although he did not get the license plate of the vehicle she left in, he said it was a large yellow van.

Unbelievably, the police did a cursory investigation but did not pursue the lead. As one investigator said later, “The basic question here is how far up their butts cops had their heads. I mean, a little blonde girl looking at a picture of herself, and a large yellow van? How difficult is that to find? It was a disgrace.”

Another time, a neighbor called the local sheriff’s department to report that, looking through his fence, he had spotted a preteen blonde playing in Phillip and Nancy Garrido’s backyard. The neighbor called to the little girl and asked her name, and she actually said “Jaycee,” but he did not make the connection to the little girl who had been abducted from South Tahoe. But he did find something odd about a little girl being in the Garridos’ backyard.

In 2006, a neighbor called the police, informing them that Garrido had children living in tents in his backyard and seemed “psychotic.” Following up on the call, a deputy sheriff went to Garrido’s house and warned him that he would be violating code if he had people living outside on his property.

As bad as that was, the biggest mistake was an official’s characterization of Garrido as a “low-level” sex offender. When Jaycee was abducted, Garrido did not draw any attention from California law-enforcement authorities.

It was an abomination that he didn’t because in 1971, Garrido abducted and raped a young woman and was sentenced to hard time in the U.S. Penitentiary at Leavenworth. Incidentally, that’s where he met his wife, Nancy, who was visiting her uncle.


Mystery: One Day in the Suburbs

On July 4, 1956, Betty Weinberger wrapped her month-old son, Peter, in a receiving blanket and placed him in his carriage on the patio of their home in Westbury, New York. She then went inside for a few minutes while he napped. When Mrs. Weinberger came back to check on her son, she got a shock. He was gone and she found a ransom note. In the note, the kidnapper said he was sorry and he needed $2,000. He promised the baby would be returned “safe and happy” the following day if his ransom demand was met. Despite the kidnapper’s threat to kill the baby at the “first wrong move,” Mrs. Weinberger called the Nassau County Police Department.

Her husband, Morris, asked that the newspapers hold off on printing the story of his son’s kidnapping. All but one newspaper—the New York Daily News—complied: the kidnapping made the front page. By the following day, reporters were all over the drop-off area where the kidnapper had said the money was to be left. Of course the kidnapper never showed.

On July 10, six days after the kidnapping, the kidnapper called the Weinberger home twice with additional instructions on where to take the money to two separate “drops.” He didn’t show up at either location. But at the second drop site, cops found a blue cloth bag alongside a curb. Inside was a handwritten note telling the parents where to find the baby “if everything goes smooth.”

The note was examined by experts who agreed that the original ransom note and the second note were written by the same person.

On July 11, after the seven-day waiting period required at the time, the FBI entered the case. The only evidence officials had were the ransom notes. Handwriting experts from the FBI Laboratory in Washington, D.C., traveled to New York and gave special agents a crash course in handwriting analysis. The investigators then started to examine the huge volume of handwriting specimens maintained by the New York State Motor Vehicle Bureau, federal and state probation offices, schools, aircraft plants, and various municipalities.

After examining and eliminating almost two million samples of writing in an operation reminiscent of the Mad Bomber case, on August 22, 1956 an agent at the U.S. Probation Office in Brooklyn noted a similarity between the writing in the ransom notes and writing in the probation file of one Angelo LaMarca. LaMarca had been arrested by the Treasury Department for bootlegging.

On August 23, LaMarca was arrested at his home by FBI agents and Nassau County police. Although he first denied any involvement in the kidnapping of Peter Weinberger, he confessed when confronted with the handwriting comparisons.

As investigators soon learned, LaMarca was a taxi dispatcher and truck driver who lived with his wife and two children in Plainview, New York.

Investigators grilled him and discovered that on July 4, 1956, he had found himself driving around Westbury, seven miles away, and trying to figure out how to get the money he needed.

When he happened on the Weinberger house, Mrs. Weinberger was leaving her son in the baby carriage to go into her house. On impulse, LaMarca scribbled a ransom note in his truck, snatched Peter, and drove off.

LaMarca told investigators he went to the first drop site the day after the kidnapping—with the baby in the car—but he was scared away by all of the press and police in the area. He drove away, abandoned the baby alive in some heavy brush just off a highway exit, and went home.

A search of the area by FBI agents and Nassau County police ensued. An FBI agent spotted a diaper pin and then the decomposed remains of Peter Weinberger.

Since LaMarca had crossed no state lines, he had not violated the federal kidnapping statute and was turned over to Nassau County authorities for state prosecution. In late 1956, he was tried and convicted by a jury on kidnapping and murder charges. The jury returned its verdict without a recommendation of leniency. On December 14, 1956, he was sentenced to death.

After a number of legal appeals—including one to the Supreme Court—Angelo LaMarca was executed at Sing Sing Prison on August 7, 1958.

The fallout from the Weinberger kidnapping reached national proportions. This child was not from a well-to-do family, like the Lindbergh baby, but from a middle-class family in suburbia where people—until then—weren’t afraid of being targeted by extortionists. The Weinberger kidnapping struck fear in the hearts of average Americans. People started locking their doors. Almost overnight, an entire country lost its sense of security.

The Weinberger case also resulted in new legislation, signed by President Eisenhower, that reduced the FBI’s waiting period in kidnapping cases from seven days to twenty-four hours.

—from the website of the Federal Bureau of Investigation



Garrido’s Criminal History

When Jaycee was snatched, Phillip Garrido certainly should have drawn the attention of authorities. He had a criminal history and was on lifetime parole. Phillip Craig Garrido grew up in Brentwood, California, graduating from high school in 1969. As a teen, he experienced a near-fatal motorcycle accident that drastically changed him and eventually led to drug use. Manuel Garrido, Phillip’s father, maintained that Phillip had been a “good boy” until the accident and that continued drug use changed him.

Of course, this is always a convenient excuse, as if one event could change a personality so completely. In fact, behavior is something that forms gradually in a person, not due to a single incident. Garrido’s criminal career apparently started in 1973 when he was charged with sexually assaulting a 14-year-old girl. He beat the charge because the young girl was unwilling to go to court.

In 1976, Garrido kidnapped Katherine Callaway in South Lake Tahoe, California. He fled with her to a warehouse in Reno, Nevada, where he sexually assaulted her repeatedly. Callaway escaped only after a police officer noticed Garrido’s car parked outside the warehouse and came in to investigate. Garrido was arrested, tried, and convicted of a variety of charges and was diagnosed as a drug addict and sexual deviant.

Worried that Garrido’s chronic drug use might be responsible in part for his deviant sexual behavior, a psychiatrist recommended a neurological exam, which came back normal. In court, Garrido admitted that he used to park his car by various schools and masturbate at the sight of young girls. He was sent to the U.S. Penitentiary at Leavenworth and then was transferred in January 1988 to Nevada State Prison, where he served seven months of a five-years-to-life Nevada sentence. He was transferred to federal parole authorities in Antioch, California, on August 26, 1988, and lived in the home of his elderly mother, who suffered from dementia. As a parolee, he wore an ankle bracelet and the police visited him regularly.

Returned to Federal Prison

In the summer of 1993, Garrido returned to federal prison to serve five months due to a parole violation, but the cops still didn’t have a clue that he had kidnapped Jaycee. Nor did they know that Jaycee had bore him two daughters when she was in her early teens, one in August 1994 when she was fourteen and another in November 1997. During their time together as a family, Jaycee told everyone she was the Garridos’ daughter and that the younger girls were her sisters. Her two daughters also told others that she was their older sister. Dugard was a graphic artist for Garrido’s print shop and was quite good.

In June 2002, firefighters responded to a call reporting the shoulder injury a juvenile had received while swimming in a pool at the Garridos’ home. Though the parole office had no record of there being children or a pool at the Garridos’ house, the incident was not relayed.

As time went by, Garrido (who, in the opinion of the author and a number of psychiatrists, was insane) got more and more obsessed with religion. He talked often about his ability to use his mind to control sound and blogged regularly about his efforts on “God’s Desire Church.”

Just How Crazy He Was

On August 24, 2009, Garrido demonstrated very clearly just how crazy he was. He visited the San Francisco office of the FBI and delivered a four-page essay detailing his thoughts on religion and sexuality and describing how he had cured his own criminal sexual behaviors. And then he did something that would finally unravel the case.

On the same day he visited the FBI, he stopped at the University of California at Berkeley and met with special-events manager Lisa Campbell to discuss the possibility of holding a Christian event on campus as a part of his “God’s Desire” program. Noting that Garrido’s behavior seemed strange, Campbell asked him to make an appointment and return the next day. She also notified campus police officer Ally Jacobs about her concerns.

When Jacobs ran a background check, she discovered that Garrido was on parole for rape. Jacobs attended the meeting with Campbell, and when Garrido arrived with two girls, he introduced them as his daughters. Jacobs noticed the girls’ strange behavior throughout the meeting, and afterwards she left a message with Garrido’s parole office describing the unusual meeting.

This time, the cops did their job correctly. Parole officers arrived at Garrido’s house and searched it but found only Nancy, his wife, and his elderly mother there. The officers took Garrido back to the parole office where he told them that the girls with him at UC Berkeley were relatives who had accompanied him with permission from their parents. Still not convinced by his story, parole officers asked him to return with the girls to follow up and discuss the UC Berkeley visit.

The next day, the parole officers questioned the blonde woman with Garrido who said her name was Alissa. When the parole officer said that she looked too young to be the mother of the two young girls and asked her age, she said that she was twenty-nine and that everyone thought she was too young. When asked to explain their relationship again, Garrido said that all three were his nieces, children of his brother. Garrido claimed that his brother was divorced and so the girls were living with him and Nancy. Parole officers asked Alissa for identification, but she wasn’t carrying any. At this point, the parole officer called in the Concord police.

A Change in the Story

As they waited for the Concord cops, Alissa changed her story. She said she was from Minnesota and had been hiding in California from an abusive husband. She said she was terrified of being found and didn’t want to give any identifying information. Alissa continued to lie, while in another room Concord cops questioned Garrido separately, a standard police tactic. Garrido finally admitted that he had kidnapped Alissa and that he was the father of the two younger girls. As the questioning continued, Alissa finally admitted that she was the 11-year-old girl in pink who had been scooped up and abducted. She was Jaycee Dugard.
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Phillip Garrido



Garrido and his wife were arrested, and an FBI agent put Dugard on the telephone with her mother, Terry, who got the call she had been waiting eighteen years for.

Why didn’t Jaycee call her mother or father or the police during the eighteen years she was held by Garrido? The main explanation, we think, is that she exhibited what is known as “Stockholm syndrome,” a term used to describe a situation in which a captive expresses adulation and positive feelings toward his or her captors that appear irrational in light of the danger. Essentially, people who are held captive see a periodic lack of abuse from their captives as indicating kindness. The FBI’s Hostage Barricade Database System shows that roughly 27 percent of kidnapping victims show evidence of Stockholm syndrome.


Together Again

Following Jaycee’s return home, her mother said Jaycee and her daughters were in good health and their reunion was going well, though slowly. Her stepfather said his stepdaughter had developed a significant emotional bond with Phillip Garrido, and the younger girls cried when they learned of their father’s arrest. According to Jaycee Dugard’s aunt, Tina, Dugard’s reappearance is an important event for families of other children who have been missing a long time because it shows that there is hope even in long-term cases. Elizabeth Smart, another girl who was abducted, has stressed the importance of focusing on the future with a positive attitude as an effective approach to accepting what has happened.

Three weeks after her release, Jaycee Dugard made a request to gain control of the pets at the Garrido compound.

On July 1, 2010 the California State Assembly passed A.B. 1714, appropriating $20 million to settle claims brought against the state by Jaycee Dugard, her mother, and her daughters.



In 2009, Garrido and his wife initially pled not guilty to charges including kidnapping, rape, and false imprisonment. However, in April 2011, they changed their plea to guilty. Phillip was sentenced to 431 years in prison while Nancy received thirty-six years to life.


Mini Mystery: On the Track of a Homicidal Pedophile

In 1928, a 10-year-old girl named Grace Budd was kidnapped and Will King, a detective in the New York’s Missing Persons Bureau, set out to find her. It is hard to imagine someone doing a better job.

King pursued the case every day for weeks that turned into months and then years. And eventually more than six years had passed since Grace Budd disappeared with the kindly old man who had identified himself to her parents as Mr. Howard. He had said he was taking her to a party, which cops learned was at an address that didn’t exist.

King worked like a dog on the case. In fact, his superiors started to worry about him—and their worry proved well founded.

Will King, working night and day on his other cases as well as the disappearance of Grace Budd, had a physical collapse and was confined to a hospital for three months. Before he was discharged, his doctors warned him about overexerting himself, and the department, also concerned for his health, assigned him to a desk job.

Of course, he did not stop. He followed every lead, however thin, and continued his pursuit of the kidnapper.

Besides the overall frustration of not solving the case, he encountered promising leads that didn’t pan out. To King, each was a new hope, a new road that could lead him to the promised land, but each ended in nothingness.

Then, on November 11, 1934, Will King got a telephone call from Delia Budd, the mother of the abducted girl. She had received a letter from someone, and it looked like it was about Grace. Did he want to see it?

He sure did. Edward Budd, Grace’s father, brought the letter over unopened, and King carefully opened and read it. The contents of the letter were later read into the court record and would stun and repulse people because the kidnapper described how he had murdered and eaten the little girl. But what excited King was the handwriting. He did not have to be a graphologist to know that the spidery-inked handwriting was written by the same man who had written the earlier telegram to the Budds—Mr. Howard.

All King had to determine was where the letter writer was.

What followed was a masterpiece of detective work on the part of Will King.

He noticed that the legal-sized envelope had an emblem and some initials on it and that they had been scratched over. But holding the envelope up to the light, he could read them clearly enough: NYPCBA. A check of the phone book revealed that they stood for the New York Private Chauffeurs Benevolent Association at 627 Lexington Avenue.

King went to the headquarters and explained his business to the president of the association. The president was concerned that King suspected one of his members, but King was noncommittal.

What he wanted to do, he said, was check handwriting samples of members.

Working over seven hours, until past midnight, King checked the handwriting samples on applications for the NYPCBA. None was close to the handwriting of Frank Howard.

King took another tack. Within a few days, he spoke in front of the seventy-five-member group, asking if anyone had used any of the NYPCBA envelopes or had taken any for personal use. He made it clear that no one would get in trouble by admitting that, but he was vague about why he wanted to know.

He waited in the president’s office. Then a small, red-haired man named Leo Sicoski came in. After King reassured him that nothing dire would happen to him, Sicoski admitted that he had taken some of the envelopes and used them while he lived at 622 Lexington Avenue. He might have left some around.

Frustrated Again

King went over to the address—and was disappointed yet again. The room had not been rented since Sicoski had left it and was boarded tight. A canvass of the neighborhood proved fruitless: No one knew of anyone who looked like Mr. Frank Howard.

Stymied, King went back to Sicoski. Could he remember anything else?

Sicoski did remember something. Before 622 Lexington Avenue, he had lived at 200 East 52nd Street. He had left some NYPCBA envelopes there on a shelf behind the bed.

King hastened over there.

It was a flophouse, and this time he found something. He asked the landlady if she knew anyone who looked like Mr. Howard.

She did. It sounded like Albert Fish, she said, who had room number 7.

King looked at Fish’s signature on the register.

Albert Fish and Frank Howard were the same man! And where was Fish now?

The woman didn’t know, but he periodically returned to pick up a check from the Civilian Conservation Corps sent by his son, John.

King checked it all out, and then he set up a stakeout, taking a room at the top of the stairs that gave him a view of the intersection at 52nd Street and Third Avenue.

He smoked; he exercised; he ate canned food. He stayed awake more than twenty hours a day.

Fish did not show.

Then on December 12, King decided to take a break from his routine and went to join Christmas shoppers. He was away for two hours, and as soon as he returned to his room, he heard rapid-fire knocking on the door.

It was the landlady.

Excitedly, she told him that Fish was back. That he had come by a half hour earlier and that she had told him his check wasn’t in (although it was). She didn’t know how long he would be around.

King strapped on his .38 and went to Fish’s room. He knocked. The person inside invited him to come in.

Inside, sitting on the bed, was a man who perfectly fit the description of Frank Howard: a little, white-haired, baggy-eyed man with watery blue eyes.

King told Fish that he wanted to see him about some letters he had written, that he wanted Fish to accompany him to headquarters. Fish agreed mildly.

King brought him downstairs, and then, just as they were about to exit the building, Fish whirled, straight razors in both hands. But King quickly subdued and shackled him. He had gotten a glimpse of the real Albert Fish.

And within two years Fish was where he belonged—in the electric chair.




Q & A

Q. How many children are criminally abducted and murdered each year in the United States, and how much do authorities know about these killers and incidents?

A. The abduction and murder of a child is a very rare event in the United States, with only 100 incidents a year in the entire country. But each of these situations is a desperately dangerous one because of the small window of time to track the perpetrator down: Most kids (74 percent) are murdered within three hours of their abduction. As the report “Case Management for Missing-Children Homicide Investigation,” developed by Washington State investigators in combination with the Department of Justice says, “Family involvement in this type of case is infrequent (9 percent). The youngest females, one to five years old, tend to be killed by friends or acquaintances (64 percent), while the oldest females, sixteen to seventeen years old, tend to be killed by strangers (also 64 percent). The youngest male victims (one to five years old) are most likely to be killed by strangers (also 64 percent), as are the teenage males (thirteen to fifteen years old, 60 percent, and sixteen to seventeen years old, 58 percent).”

Q. What is the average age of homicidal child abductors, and what are some facts about them?

A. The average age is around 27. They are usually unmarried (85 percent), and half of them (51 percent) either live alone (17 percent) or with their parents (34 percent). Half are unemployed, and if they work, it is at unskilled or semi-skilled labor occupations. Therefore, the killers can generally be characterized as “social marginals.”

Almost two-thirds of the killers (61 percent) have prior arrests for violent crimes, with slightly more than half of the killers’ prior crimes (53 percent) committed against children. The most frequent prior crimes against children were rape (31 percent of killers) and other forms of sexual assault (45 percent of killers). About 67 percent of prior crimes were similar in M.O. to the murder committed most recently by the killer. Commonly, the killers were at the initial victim-killer contact site for a legitimate reason (66 percent). They either lived in the area (29 percent) or were engaging in some normal activity.

Most of the victims of child abduction-murder are victims of opportunity (57 percent). Only in 14 percent of cases did the killer choose his victim because of some physical characteristic of the victim. The primary motivation for the child abduction-murder is sexual assault.—Department of Justice

Q. What percentage of the world’s population are pedophiles?

A. About 4 percent, says Dr. John Bradford, head of the Division of Forensic Psychiatry at the University of Ottawa. Also, if a person becomes a pedophile, he—or, in rarer cases, she—most likely had been assaulted by a pedophile.

Q. What percentage of pedophiles can be treated in a way that cures their addiction?

A. None, or 0 percent. The author learned this from a conversation he had with Ed Balyk, PhD, then chief psychologist at the Adult Diagnostic and Treatment Center in Avenal, New Jersey, a euphemistic name for a prison that housed about 1,000 sex offenders. Dr. Balyk treated both rapists and pedophiles. When I protested that 0 percent seemed an inaccurate answer because of the many psychological treatments available, he said:

“Let me ask you a question.”

“Sure.”

“Do you like women?”

“Sure.”

“Do you think you’ll ever stop liking them?”

“No.”

“That’s the same answer pedophiles would give. Except they like kids.”

Q. Are pedophiles repeat offenders?

A. Statistics back Dr. Balyk’s statement. About 4,300 pedophiles were discharged in 1994 from prisons in fifteen states. Approximately 3.3 percent became repeat offenders soon after release, but over time the incidence becomes much higher because pedophilia is a condition that cannot be curtailed by treatment nor cured. The degree of compulsion was confirmed by an ex-inmate and lawyer who Dr. Balyk met by chance on a street in a New Jersey town. The dialogue went like this:

Dr. Balyk: “So how are you doing?”

Lawyer: “Okay. Getting ready to go back inside.”

Dr. Balyk: “But you just got out.”

Lawyer: “I know but I can’t stop myself. And eventually I’ll get caught.”

A few months later, Balyk said, “that is exactly what happened.”
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On September 6 and October 6, 2001, one of the scariest assaults on the United States occurred. Five envelopes—some with false return addresses and some containing semiliterate notes praising Allah—were completely or partially filled with Bacillus anthracis and mailed to various individuals and places. Two envelopes went to Senators Patrick Leahy and Tom Daschle in Washington, D.C. One went to the New York Post, one to newsman Tom Brokaw of NBC, and the fifth to the Boca Raton, Florida, office of American Media, Inc., or AMI, publisher of the National Enquirer, TV Guide, and other magazines.

Some people contracted anthrax through the skin by handling the envelopes, and others contracted it through the most deadly transmission method by inhaling it. Five people were killed as a result. Seventeen more were made ill, and thirtyone others tested positive for the anthrax spores. Since the envelopes had passed through postal facilities, the FBI was on the case from the start. Agents calculated that 10,000 additional people were at risk of getting sick or dying.

The FBI immediately formed a task force with the Department of Justice and the U.S. Postal Inspection Service to handle the investigation, code-named Amerithrax.

The first step was identifying the type of anthrax used in the attack, which was found to be the Ames strain. Only experts can work with anthrax without it making them sick (or worse), and different experts work with different strains. The task force also discovered that anthrax from the Ames strain had been housed and maintained by scientists at the U.S. Army Medical Research Institute of Infectious Diseases, or USAMRIID, which works on biological warfare defense. These facts helped investigators narrow down the number of suspects.

Not a Slam Dunk

Despite that quick winnowing, the investigation would hardly be a slam dunk. Overall, the task force took seven years and expended more than 600,000 investigative hours before identifying someone to bring to justice.

Meanwhile, the investigation had a Damocles sword hanging over it. The sender of the anthrax was technically a mass murderer (defined as someone who murders a lot of people all at once) and exposing as many people as he did within the postal system showed him to be a psychopath. Investigators knew that if he (or she) sent more anthrax, thousands of additional people would be at risk.

One of the main tasks in the early days of the investigation was to determine where the anthrax came from. Had it all been sent by one individual? Stolen by a terrorist group or state government? Or perhaps been sent by a business that would somehow profit?

Persons of Interest

The FBI isolated a number of people that they characterized as “persons of interest,” one step below being suspects. In August 2002, they regarded their prime person of interest as Steven J. Hatfill, a scientist who had worked at USAMRIID from 1997 to 1999. While he was there, he had easy access to the Ames strain of anthrax, and he had told coworkers that he knew how to “weaponize” anthrax.

When the FBI searched Hatfill’s apartment in Frederick, Maryland, in June 2002, agents discovered what the FBI characterized as detailed “anthrax production protocols,” some of which matched techniques used by the U.S. Army. Investigators also discovered that Hatfill was quite familiar with how to conduct an anthrax letter attack on the United States. He had, in fact, commissioned a “risk assessment study.”

Suspicious Use of Cipro

The circumstantial evidence continued to pile up against Hatfill, including his use of the drug ciprofloxacin, or Cipro, the only antibiotic approved by the U.S. Food and Drug Administration for the treatment of inhalational anthrax. The doses he received had been prescribed by a doctor friend in January, July, September, October, and November 2001 and included refills that he filled two days before each of the letter assaults.

The Feds seemed to have not one but two smoking guns to use against Hatfill, but that turned out not to be the case. As the investigation continued, the task force reluctantly concluded that Hatfill’s use of Cipro was not to fight inhalational anthrax but for chronic sinus and bronchial infections.

The most important facts that helped completely clear Hatfill, were later scientific breakthroughs. Originally, the task force had assumed that any scientist who worked in the USAMRIID Building and had access to the biocontainment side of Building 1412 also had access to the anthrax powder used in the attacks. But that was not correct. Investigators discovered that a powder called RMR-1029 had actually been used in the attacks. Hatfill had left USAMRIID two years before RMR-1029 was available. In other words, he wasn’t around when the anthrax was weaponized.

After that, investigators simply had to figure out who had access to RMR-1029. They quickly eliminated everyone who was a suspect except one person, Bruce Ivins, PhD.

Ivins was a microbiologist, a renowned expert in all aspects of anthrax who had worked at USAMRIID for twenty-seven years. The task force also learned that Ivins had been able to transfer small quantities of the main ingredient of the anthrax (RMR-1029) used in the letters to two other domestic labs before the attacks in 2001.
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Bruce Ivins



Investigators closely examined Ivins’ emails and online searches, and the deeper they dug, the more concerned they became. They received authorization to wiretap his phones, “tossed his trash,” (as cops say, so they could examine what was in it), and put a GPS on his car so they could follow him. Of course, investigators also wanted to know what made Ivins tick and took a close look at his personal and professional life.

Bizarre Behavior

Ivins exhibited truly bizarre behavior in his personal life. For example, he had a history of disguising his identity and mailing things under fictitious names, even when there was no logical reason to do so. Investigators discovered a dozen pseudonyms that he had used. They also learned that he exhibited a variety of obsessive behaviors. For example, he had a penchant for going on long drives to mail letters. And he didn’t hesitate to name friends and colleagues as being behind the anthrax attacks.

At first, investigators kept their focus on Ivins secret, but when they felt they had exhausted all investigative avenues, they confronted him and his lawyers. Ivins was given every reasonable opportunity to answer questions related to the anthrax attack, but he was not able to answer anything adequately.

Ivins’ main reaction was rage, and his behavior in the following days and weeks clearly indicated that he had a homicidal side and was capable of sending envelopes full of deadly anthrax.

For example, he threatened another scientist, and in a group therapy session, investigators say he revealed his anger at those who were investigating him, as well as his plans to kill his coworkers and others who had wronged him. As the investigation heated up, Ivins seemed to fall apart emotionally, although he likely had been very depressed for a long time. Indeed, on July 29, 2008, he took his own life.


Mini Mystery: Out of the Blue

On October 2, 2002, one of the most baffling terrorism cases in American history started when ten people in the Washington, D.C. area were randomly murdered by a sniper in less than a month and three more people were critically injured, all having been shot with a single bullet. When they were shot, these people were going about their everyday lives—mowing the lawn, pumping gas, shopping, reading a book, and so on.

The first shooting occurred on October 2, when a man was killed while crossing a parking lot in Wheaton, Maryland. The next day, October 3, four people were shot within two hours in Aspen Hill and another in nearby in Montgomery County. That evening, a fifth person was killed in the District of Columbia.

Following this, investigators determined that all of the shootings were linked. They knew that each had been done from some distance away by a sniper and that the same rifle had been used. Fear in the Washington area became pervasive, and parents began taking their children to school early and not allowing them to ride a school bus. From the variety of people shot (and killed), anyone seemed to be fair game.

Fear spread after a 13-year-old boy was shot in Bowie, Maryland, on October 7 and then a man was murdered on the same day near Manassas, Virginia, while pumping gas. On October 11, another man was shot dead near Fredericksburg, Virginia, also while pumping gas, and on October 14, Linda Franklin, an FBI intelligence analyst, was shot dead near Falls Church, Virginia, while coming out of a Home Depot with her husband.

The shootings continued. Someone gave a tip on the shooting of the FBI agent, but this was ultimately determined to be fake; indeed, the tipster was arrested for interfering with the investigation.

After five days without shootings, 37-year-old Jeffrey Hopper was shot dead on October 21. At the time, a white van was thought to be involved in the shootings and two immigrants were arrested, but this trial led nowhere.

Meanwhile the shooter had been sending taunting notes and other communications to Chief Charles Moose, Sheriff of Montgomery County. For example, the tenth victim was a bus driver in Aspen Hill, and after that killing, the sheriff received a note that said, in part: “Your children are not safe anywhere, at any time.”

An investigation that included federal agents had been going full tilt, but eyewitness accounts were spotty, although they included people spotting the white van and a gray car speeding away from the four shootings that had occurred in Aspen Hill.

Besides the notes, which were handwritten and inside plastic bags, Moose received Tarot cards with the Death sign, upon which was written “Call me God.”

A telephone call made by the killer and traced to a pay phone in Henrico County, Virginia, almost resulted in an arrest but that effort missed by minutes. But what the killer said was highly significant, particularly when he boasted about having committed a murder in a liquor store in Montgomery, Alabama.

On October 17, investigators matched that information to John Allen Muhammad, who was known to authorities. Muhammad’s exwife lived near the Capital Beltway in Clinton, a community in suburban Prince George’s County, Maryland, and had taken out an order of protection against him.

Further investigation found that Muhammad had bought a 1990 dark blue Caprice, but horribly, the cops screwed up. The Caprice had been stopped a couple of times by radio cars because it was in the area, but neither Muhammad nor his young friend, Lee Boyd Malvo, were suspected of being involved in the shootings. Also, cops had stopped Muhammad for a minor traffic infraction on October 3, two hours prior to the shooting of Pascal Charlot. Perhaps they had been focused on finding a “white van.”
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In 2002, two killers cut a hole in the rear of a Caprice and used it as a firing porthole to gun people down on a random basis.



Finally, with Muhammad a suspect because of the Montgomery killing, an alert for the blue Caprice was put out. On October 24, a truck driver discovered Muhammad and Malvo sleeping in the car at a rest stop off Interstate 70 near Myersville, Maryland. The driver used his truck to block the exit and then called police, who made the arrest uneventfully.

Why Did They Kill?

The motive for the killings might have been Muhammad’s desire to kill his wife, Mildred, because she had won custody of his children as well as a court order keeping him away from them. Perhaps the plan was to cover up her murder by making her seem like another victim of the sniper, rather than the main target.

But Muhammad seemed crazy, wanting to do just about anything for Allah, while the boy, Malvo, said the motive was to kidnap children to extort money from the government and to “set up a camp to train children to terrorize cities.”

Both men were convicted. Malvo was given five life terms in prison, while Muhammad was executed by lethal injection on November 10, 2009.

The Beltway Snipers’ Deadly Toll

October 2: Man killed while crossing a parking lot in Wheaton, Maryland.

October 3: Five more murders, four in Maryland and one in D.C.

October 4: Woman wounded while loading her van at Spotsylvania Mall.

October 7: 13-year-old-boy wounded at a school in Bowie, Maryland.

October 9: Man murdered near Manassas, Virginia, while pumping gas.

October 11: Man shot dead near Fredericksburg, Virginia, while pumping gas.

October 14: FBI analyst Linda Franklin killed near Falls Church, Virginia.

October 19: Man wounded outside a steakhouse in Ashland, Virginia.

October 22: A bus driver, the final victim, killed in Aspen Hill, Maryland.

Items Found in the Caprice

Malvo and Muhammed had equipped the Chevrolet Caprice so well that it was, in effect, a rolling tank. These are some of the items found in it:


	The Bushmaster .223-caliber rifle used in each attack.

	A rifle scope for taking aim and a tripod to steady the shot.

	A backseat that had the sheet metal removed between the passenger compartment and the trunk, enabling the shooter to get into the trunk from inside the car.

	The Chevy Caprice owner’s manual with—the FBI Laboratory later detected—written impressions of the one of the demand notes.

	The digital voice recorder used to make extortion demands.

	A laptop stolen from one of the victims containing maps of the shooting sites and getaway routes from some of the crime scenes.

	Maps, walkie-talkies, and many more items.





Q & A

In fall 2001, someone launched an anthrax attack on the United States, and though it was bad, it could have been much worse. The U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, the media, and other groups warned the public numerous times and helped protect them against getting infected. Anthrax is a poison that everyone should know about. The following information about this sporeborne disease comes from the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention.

Q. What is anthrax?

A. Anthrax is a serious disease caused by Bacillus anthracis, a bacterium that forms spores. A spore is a cell that is dormant but may come to life under the right conditions.

Q. How many kinds of anthrax are there?

A. There are three types:


	Cutaneous (affects the skin).

	Inhalation (affects the lungs).

	Gastrointestinal (affects the digestive system).



Q. How do you get it?

A. Anthrax is not known to spread from one person to another. However, humans can become infected with anthrax by handling products from infected animals or by breathing in anthrax spores from infected animal products (like wool, for example). People also can become infected with gastrointestinal anthrax by eating undercooked meat from infected animals. And anthrax can be used as a weapon, as detailed in this chapter.

Q. How dangerous is anthrax?

A. The Centers for Disease Control and Prevention classify agents with recognized bioterrorism potential into three priority categories: A, B, and C. Anthrax is classified as a Category A agent. Category A agents are those that:


	Pose the greatest possible threat for a bad effect on public health.

	May spread across a large geographic area or require public awareness.

	Need a great deal of planning to keep them from harming the public’s health.



In most cases, early treatment with antibiotics can cure cutaneous anthrax. Even if untreated, 80 percent of people who become infected with cutaneous anthrax do not die. Gastrointestinal anthrax is more serious with one-fourth to more than half of cases leading to death. Inhalation anthrax is even more severe. In 2001, about half of the cases of inhalation anthrax ended in death.

Q. What are the symptoms?

A. The symptoms of anthrax differ depending on the type of the disease:


	Cutaneous—The first symptom is a small sore that develops into a blister. The blister then develops into a skin ulcer with a black area in the center. The sore, blister, and ulcer do not hurt.

	Gastrointestinal—The first symptoms are nausea, loss of appetite, bloody diarrhea, and fever, followed by bad stomach pain.

	Inhalation—The first symptoms are cold or flu-like symptoms that can include a sore throat, a mild fever, and muscle aches. Later symptoms include cough, chest discomfort, shortness of breath, tiredness, and muscle aches. (Caution: Just because a person has cold or flu symptoms, do not assume that he or she has inhalation anthrax.)



Q. How soon do infected people get sick?

A. Symptoms can appear within seven days of the person coming in contact with the bacterium for all three types of anthrax. For inhalation anthrax, symptoms can appear within a week or can take up to forty-two days to appear.

Q. How is anthrax treated?

A. Antibiotics are used to treat all three types of anthrax. Early identification and treatment are important. If someone has been exposed to anthrax but is not yet sick, health-care providers can use a combination of antibiotics (such as ciprofloxacin, levofloxacin, doxycycline, or penicillin) and the anthrax vaccine to prevent the infection. Once a person has been diagnosed with the anthrax infection, the treatment is a sixty-day course of antibiotics. The degree of success depends on the type of infection and how soon treatment begins.

Q. Can anthrax be prevented?

A. Yes, in some cases. A vaccine to prevent anthrax exists, but it is not yet available for the general public. Anyone who may be exposed to anthrax—including certain members of the U.S. armed forces, laboratory workers, and workers who may enter or re-enter contaminated areas—can get the vaccine. Also, in the event of an attack using anthrax as a weapon, people who have been exposed would get the vaccine.

Q. What should I do if I think I have anthrax?

A. If you are showing symptoms of anthrax infection, call your doctor right away.

Q. What should I do if I think I have been exposed to anthrax?

A. Contact local law enforcement immediately if you think that you may have been exposed to anthrax. This includes being exposed to a suspicious package or envelope that contains powder.

Q. What is the CDC (Centers for Disease Control) doing to prepare for a possible anthrax attack?

A. The CDC is working with state and local health authorities to prepare for an anthrax attack. Activities include:


	Developing plans and procedures to respond to an attack using anthrax.

	Training and equipping emergency-response teams to help state and local governments control infection, gather samples, and perform tests.

	Educating health-care providers, media, and the general public about what to do in the event of an attack.

	Working closely with health departments, veterinarians, and laboratories to watch for suspected cases of anthrax.

	Developing a national electronic database to track potential cases of anthrax.

	Ensuring that there are enough safe laboratories to quickly test suspected anthrax cases.

	Working with hospitals, laboratories, emergency-response teams, and health-care providers to make sure they have the supplies they need in case of an attack.
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The man carrying the black attaché case looked ordinary in every way as he approached the Northwest Orient Airlines service counter in Portland, Oregon. He didn’t draw any attention on that day before Thanksgiving in 1971. Later he was said to be about six feet tall with short brown hair and even features. He bought a ticket for Seattle and then got onto the plane.

No one made a big deal of the black attaché case he carried. Today, he never would have been able to get on the plane without first running the case though some sort of security apparatus.
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A composite sketch of D.B. Cooper.



Indeed, if the airline had been able to do so in this particular case, the result might have been total panic and certainly would have been an immediate arrest. What this man did on that day led to much more stringent security regulations for airports and passengers, not only in America but also throughout the world.

The man gave his name as Dan Cooper.

Passing a Note

Cooper sat in a window seat. Once the plane was airborne, he took a note from his pocket and handed it to the attractive flight attendant, a woman named Florence Schaffner.

She was used to getting notes from passengers inviting her to dinner or whatever. That was what happened when you were an attractive flight attendant. She had a way of dealing with the notes. She slipped the one from Cooper into a purse unread.

A few minutes later, as she approached Cooper’s seat, he beckoned and she leaned down to hear his whisper.

“You better read that note,” he said. “I’m carrying a bomb in this attaché case, and if my instructions are not followed, I’ll blow up this plane!”

Schaffner nodded. She went to read the note, which was written neatly in ink, and then showed it to the other flight attendant, Tina Mucklow. It repeated that the man had a bomb in his briefcase and instructed the pilot to proceed to Seattle and pick up $200,000 in twenty-dollar bills by 5 p.m., as well as two parachutes with reserve chutes. He also wanted a fuel truck waiting so the plane could refuel. If this wasn’t done, the note said, the plane would be blown up. The flight attendants hurried into the cabin to show the note to the captain, William Scott, and other members of the crew.

Radioing Ahead

The captain radioed officials at Seattle-Tacoma International Airport to tell them what was going on, and they contacted the president of Northwest Orient, who authorized the payment of $200,000. There were about forty people on the plane, a Boeing 727-100, and the last thing he wanted was to have them killed.

Of course the FBI was contacted, and they hurried to gather the money, which would weigh 21 pounds. The hijacker had warned that he would not accept any bills that were in sequence. But the FBI knew they had to keep a record of the money, so they frantically microfilmed the bills—all 10,000 of them—while the plane approached Sea-Tac so the money would be ready by the time the plane touched down. Getting the bills took extra time, but Cooper allowed it. To fool the passengers, the plane circled the airport after the pilot claimed a mechanical glitch.

Later, when investigators tried to put things together, they thought that Cooper was from the area because he was easily able to recognize Tacoma from the air and knew that a military air base, McChord Air Force Base, was just twenty minutes or so from Sea-Tac.

He also knew how various planes performed and obviously had chosen the 727 for his caper for a reason. Later, when he was to exit the aircraft in flight, he knew that the wing flaps had to be dropped to reduce the plane’s speed to about 100 miles per hour.

The author is also well acquainted with how necessary it is to lower airspeed before exiting an aircraft. He was a paratrooper and will always remember the sensation of being tossed about like a leaf in the wind by the “prop blast” when jumping from a plane going only 90 miles an hour. When the jumpmaster looked out the open door of the plane, his skin was literally rippling and his skull was clearly visible, but when he pulled his head back in the plane, his face returned to normal instantly. Cooper seemed very familiar with airplanes—and jumping out of them.

The parachutes almost proved to be a huge stumbling block for the caper. The police were able to get a couple of military parachutes, but Cooper rejected them because he didn’t like the idea of chutes automatically opening at a certain height. Or maybe he was afraid that the chutes would be sabotaged so they wouldn’t open at all and he would end up as food for wildlife.

Still, the police finally came up with the chutes and reserves, taking them from a parachute-jumping school. The authorities could not give Cooper a sabotaged parachute because they didn’t know for sure if one of these parachutes was for a hostage passenger. If the chute was sabotaged, the hostage would be killed.

At around 5:30 p.m., while the plane was circling over Sea-Tac, Captain Scott was informed that the money and the parachutes were in place: “Everything is ready for your arrival.”

Cooper instructed the pilot to land and taxi to an isolated part of the field and also to dim the lights in the plane’s interior so that he could not be seen from the outside and picked off by a sharpshooter. He wanted a single person, not in a vehicle, to carry the parachutes and money into the plane. While this was happening, Cooper ordered the aft stairs to be dropped. The Northwest employee climbed the stairs and gave everything to Tina Mucklow.

Cooper then allowed the thirty-six passengers and Florence Schaffner to leave the plane, but Tina Mucklow and three crew members had to stay. While the plane was refueling and as Mucklow stood by, Cooper read an instruction card for operation of the aft stairs, which were lowered by gravity from the underside of the rear of the fuselage using a simple lever similar to an automobile emergency brake. Cooper questioned Mucklow carefully about the stairs, and the flight attendant said she did not believe they could be lowered during flight. Cooper told her flatly that she was wrong.

Cooper also told the pilot that he didn’t want the plane flying higher than 10,000 feet, a height where they wouldn’t have to wear oxygen masks and where the flight would not be disrupted when he dropped the aft stairs. Cooper also told Captain Scott that he was wearing a wrist altimeter to check the altitude. The 727 was a small enough jet to be able to fly slowly, not exceeding 150 knots, or about 172 miles per hour, at that altitude. If the jet had been larger, the plane would not have been able to maintain such a low airspeed and would have crashed.

Also, Cooper thought that the way the three jet engines were mounted on the rear of the plane would not interfere with the aft steps going down.

Once the plane was airborne, Cooper told the crew that he wanted them to fly the jet to Mexico City, 2,200 miles away. But they demurred, saying that at the altitude and speed they were traveling, the jet would only be able to travel 1,000 miles, to about Reno, Nevada. Cooper accepted their word and told them they would have to refuel there.

Hazardous Flight

They also discussed what route to take, which definitely could not be one going through Reno at 10,000 feet. Several nearby mountain ranges were perilously close to the altitude at which the jet was supposed to be traveling.

They finally settled on a route, and the plane lifted off.

It was not ideal flying weather. As they flew, Captain Scott did the best he could to maintain the speed and altitude while fighting a strong wind. At 8 p.m., it became obvious to the crew that the hijacker was not going to Mexico City. A red light came on in the cabin, indicating that the aft stairs were being lowered. Over the intercom, Captain Scott asked, “Is there anything we can do for you?” The response was curt: “No!” It was the last word the crew heard from Dan Cooper.

At 8:24, Scott noticed the slightest dip in the jet’s nose and then the tail. Cooper had succeeding in lowering the aft stairs, and he had been proven right. Lowering the stairs did not interfere with the way the 727 performed. The crew was not able to find out for sure what had happened, though, because Cooper had ordered everyone to stay in the cockpit.

They flew on to Reno, landing at 10:15 p.m., and the captain and crew waited nervously for five minutes. Captain Scott spoke over the intercom. Receiving no response, he cautiously opened the cockpit door. The passenger cabin was empty. The hijacker was gone, and he had taken with him most everything he carried on board, including his hat, overcoat, and the briefcase bomb. The cash and one set of parachutes were gone as well.

They could only reach one conclusion: Cooper had jumped into the frigid, blustery night—it was seven below at 10,000 feet—at a higher air speed than he had anticipated, about 200 miles per hour, with a backpack and reserve chute on. The theory was that he had lashed the canvas bag full of money to himself. Waiting below were huge Douglas firs and craggy rocks. Cooper would have made an odd sight walking down the stairs, a man in a business suit, raincoat, a homburg, and ordinary shoes but also wearing a parachute on his back and chest.

The FBI swarmed over the plane once it landed. They found the spare chute, eight Raleigh cigarette butts, and surprisingly, a black tie and a tie tack with a mother-of-pearl detail. FBI crime-scene experts also found sixty-six fingerprints that could not be tied to the crew or other passengers, but the prints led nowhere.

The FBI had tried to follow the plane so they could note when Cooper jumped, but they had picked jet fighters to do this job, planes that cruised at up to 1,500 miles an hour and were not useful in doing what this job demanded, which was cruising at much lower speeds.

Because the weather was bad, authorities had to wait until the following day to pursue Cooper. They were unsuccessful. He had disappeared.

On Thanksgiving Day, the FBI started trying to nail Cooper in earnest. During their investigation, they even looked into felons with the same name—Cooper. At one point they tracked down a man named D.B. Cooper. Joe Frazier, a wire service reporter who worked out of Portland, heard it. The name was published and it stuck. From that moment on, the mysterious man who had pulled off this creative, daring caper was known as D.B. Cooper.

Passengers and crew on the plane combined their eyewitness accounts to make a good composite of Cooper. Although the famous crooner probably wouldn’t like it, many thought the sketch of Cooper resembled Bing Crosby because of his jacket and string tie.

The FBI gave the case everything it had, including pursuing 1,200 leads that came in hot and heavy and eventually filled a couple of Dumpsters with paper, which wound up being all the leads were worth. Despite police and FBI efforts, the case had still not been solved by 1976 and officials charged Cooper with piracy in absentia.

The Public’s View

One of the most interesting aspects of the D.B. Cooper case was that people didn’t seem to think of him as a villain. He wasn’t quite a Robin Hood stealing from the rich to give to the poor, but a man would have to be incredibly daring to risk his life the way Cooper had.

One psychiatrist commented that part of the reason Cooper was so revered—and that’s a good word—was because he didn’t wind up hurting anyone. Another psychiatrist said that many people would love to have the courage to make one jump that could potentially turn into a lifetime of freedom with enough money to not need a job or be beholden to anyone.

The FBI, however, hardly considered Cooper a hero. One of the agents, Ralph Himmelsbach, tracked Cooper unsuccessfully for eight years and was particularly infuriated by the criminal. He characterized Cooper as a “rodent, a dirty rotten crook, a sleazy rotten criminal who jeopardized the lives of more than forty people.”

Himmelsbach wrote a book about the case called Norjak: The Investigation of D.B. Cooper in which he speculated that Cooper was a victim of the “splatter” theory, killed by the jump. But one of the details of the theory that puzzled investigators was: if Cooper had been killed in the jump, what happened to the money, clothing, and other incidentals, including the parachute?

Searching in the Wrong Place?

Another theory was that the FBI was searching in the wrong area. There had always been some confusion about which area Cooper actually jumped into. Initially, the drop was assumed to have been about ten miles from Interstate 5 near Ariel, Washington, and the Lake Merwin Dam, which divides Clark and Cowlitz counties, but later it was decided that Cooper dropped into an area close to Woodland, Washington.

On February 10, 1980, the year he was to retire, Himmelsbach and his colleagues at the FBI had an important find brought to them—$5,800 in deteriorating twenty-dollar bills. A check of the serial numbers revealed that the bills had been part of the ransom given to Cooper.

The money was discovered forty miles upstream from the Woodland area. A geologist theorized that the money had ended up in the river (and Cooper, too) and then after a journey downstream, which included getting ensnarled in river debris for years, the bag of money deteriorated so much that it finally got free of whatever was holding it and floated down to the location where the bills were found.

The discovery of the money galvanized the investigation. The FBI now had a new area to search for any other evidence related to Cooper.

Potential Clues Covered

On May 18, fourteen weeks after the cash was discovered, Mount St. Helens erupted, not only starting fires in the area where new Cooper clues were but blanketing the potential search area with ash that obscured everything.

Some FBI agents were convinced that a section of the Columbia River would give up Cooper’s remains, and an extensive search was mounted using scuba divers, sonar, and grappling hooks. Nothing was ever found, though one of the FBI agents who headed the search wrote a book about it.
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$5,800 worth of ransom money was recovered in a wilderness area, as well as a tie and tie tack.



The only thing that finding the money seems to show for sure was that Cooper had landed in the Woodland area. Most people took the discovery of the money as evidence of his demise, but others theorized that he survived the drop, only to discard the money after becoming concerned about the serial number of the bills being recorded. Others say that Cooper made his way to Vancouver or Portland and got away with the money, having dropped some of it on the way down. Whatever happened to Cooper, the remaining ransom money was never found.

It was not as if the FBI wasn’t trying. They distributed 100,000 copies of a pamphlet to banks that listed all of the ransom bills’ serial numbers. And Richard Tosaw, an ex-FBI agent who was convinced that Cooper was at the bottom of the Columbia River, offered a reward of $100,000 to anyone who would turn in a bill to him. No one showed up.

Suspects Galore

Whenever a crime becomes a media darling, investigators can be sure that people will come out of the woodwork to confess. This is one of the reasons why investigators do not reveal all the facts they have or try to mislead people who confess to see if they can correct them.

Sometimes people who confess can build a fairly convincing case. For example, in 1995 Duane Weber from Florida claimed to be Cooper. After he died, his wife revealed that he had been an ex-con and was familiar with the Seattle-Tacoma area, having served one of his prison sentences near Sea-Tac. His wife also revealed that Weber had lived a secret life as John C. Collins and that they had once gone to a heavily wooded, remote area in Clark County, Washington.

She also said that Weber sometimes talked in his sleep and she heard him use the words “aft stairs” and “fingerprints” a number of times. However, Weber was eliminated as a suspect because his DNA did not match that on the tie Cooper left on the hijacked plane.

Without question, the “confession” theory that got the most attention appeared in a book by Max Gunther, D.B. Cooper: What Really Happened, which was based on six telephone conversations between Gunther and a woman named Clara.

She told Gunther that two days after the robbery, November 26, 1971, she found Cooper hurt in her garden in Longview, Washington. She took him into her house and cared for him, ministering to a broken foot.

When she got to know him, he told her that he was an affluent man from Connecticut who had abandoned his family and headed west. Once he was settled, he had gotten into skydiving and dreamed up his plan. The woman also explained that Cooper spent many days studying air routes and planes and how they would react in certain situations—like with someone leaping out the back of a jetliner in flight.

They became sweet on each other and eventually settled on Long Island, where he went to work under a variety of identities. And the money? The woman said they went to Atlantic City and laundered it, avoiding banks.

The woman said that Cooper had died in 1982 of natural causes.

The FBI had several problems with the story and said it was false. The main reason was that none of the ransom bills ever showed up after supposedly being laundered in Atlantic City.

FBI Asks for Help

The FBI doesn’t take defeat easily, and D.B. Cooper was certainly a defeat. A few years ago, the FBI appealed to the public again to help in tracking down Cooper. The following is from the statement they made.


It’s a mystery, frankly. We’ve run down thousands of leads and considered all sorts of scenarios. And amateur sleuths have put forward plenty of their own theories. Yet the case remains unsolved.

Would we still like to get our man? Absolutely. And we have reignited the case—thanks to a Seattle case agent named Larry Carr—and new technologies like DNA testing.

You can help. We’re providing here, for the first time, a series of pictures and information on the case. Please look it all over carefully to see if it triggers a memory or if you can provide any useful information.



Tips for Amateur Sleuths

Larry Carr, the FBI agent mentioned in the statement, laid out the facts of the case, as well as what the FBI knew from the evidence they had found, to help anyone connect information they had to the D.B. Cooper case.

“We originally thought Cooper was an experienced jumper, perhaps even a paratrooper,” Carr said. “We concluded after a few years that this was simply not true. No experienced parachutist would have jumped in the pitch-black night, in the rain, with a 200-mile-an-hour wind in his face, wearing loafers and a trench coat. It was simply too risky. He also missed that his reserve chute was only for training and had been sewn shut—something a skilled skydiver would have checked.”

The hijacker had no help on the ground, either. To have used an accomplice, Cooper would have needed to coordinate closely with the flight crew so he could jump at just the right moment and hit the right drop zone. But Cooper simply said, “Fly to Mexico,” and he had no idea where he was when he jumped. There was also no visibility of the ground due to cloud cover at 5,000 feet.

The FBI had a solid physical description of Cooper. “The two flight attendants who spent the most time with him on the plane were interviewed separately the same night in separate cities and gave nearly identical descriptions,” Carr said. “They both said he was about 5'10" to 6 feet tall, 170 to 180 pounds, in his mid-40s, with brown eyes. People on the ground who came into contact with him also gave very similar descriptions.”

A number of other people have come forward since claiming to be Cooper, but none of them has ever been proven to be the real D.B. Cooper.

In the Author’s Opinion

As an ex-paratrooper, I believe that Cooper did not survive the jump. For one thing, he exited the aircraft when it was going 200 miles an hour, and at that speed, he would have been tossed around as if he were a leaf. For another, the terrain was difficult. He would have had to be awfully lucky not to land in a place that was crowded with tall, spiky trees or rocks or in the Columbia River. Further evidence that he did not survive the jump is the fact that none of the money has ever been seen in circulation. Even if he had hidden the money with the idea of retrieving it later, he probably wasn’t in good enough shape to do so.

Prediction: Some day, someone may get lucky and find D.B. Cooper’s bones—if they still exist. That country is home to all kinds of wild animals.


Where Did the Name Dan Cooper Come from?

FBI Special Agent Larry Carr believes the hijacker may have taken his name from a character in the French comic book series Dan Cooper, about a test pilot in the Royal Canadian Air Force. That’s important because the books were never translated into English, which means the hijacker likely spent time overseas. This fits with Carr’s theory that Cooper had been in the Air Force. Carr discovered the comic book connection on D.B. Cooper Internet forums, where fascination with the case is undiminished. The forums are also where Carr found the “citizen sleuths” who volunteered to help the FBI reinvigorate the case.
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Notable Quotable

“I’ve seen more brutal things, more violent things, but some of the things that happened, and what he would say and tell these girls as he was assaulting them, and I mean, I get chills and just…it just disgusts me.”

—Detective Matthew Dick



“I was in shock,” Kristi Mills said to ABC’s 20/20. “Absolute shock. I looked at the door and saw the light there, and something just didn’t seem right. And that’s when I saw him.”

“The next thing I remember is he was on top of me in the bed,” she said. The intruder told her he was there to rob her Bloomington, Illinois, home and that he wouldn’t harm her as long as she stayed silent. If she didn’t, he would shoot her dead.

He wore gloves and a ski mask, and was calm, in complete control of himself. He used zip ties to secure her hands behind her back, and he ran duct tape across her eyes.

“He actually taped all the way around my head so that I wouldn’t be able to open my mouth at all. Put tape over my eyes,” Mills said.

He also put a pillowcase over her head, and then she was ready. Instead of burglarizing the house, he raped her for forty-five minutes. “He seemed very assertive when he talked and not like somebody who’s, you know, panicking. He seemed like he knew what he was doing,” Mills said.

When he was finished assaulting her, she was aware of him making sure he left no evidence behind, and then he took her still blindfolded into the bathroom. Mills heard the water running.

“I started to panic, and I thought he was going to shoot me in the bathtub,” she said. “Just over a month from my twentysixth birthday, and I was going to die.”

But it soon became obvious that the man had no intention of killing her. He just wanted to make sure that the water cleansed her of all potential trace evidence.

Later, one of the detectives on the case, Clay Wheeler, said investigators quickly realized that they were dealing with someone who knew all about evidence and was a cop, a security person, or a devotee of crime shows.

Mills had the reaction to the assault that most women have: she seriously considered not telling anyone about it. It was too embarrassing, too painful, she thought, to do so. But, she told reporters, she realized that “if I don’t tell the police, this person is going to rape yet another person.” She told the police.

Serial Rapist

Mills didn’t know that the man who had raped her was no ordinary rapist. The police had not released the names of his other two victims to the public, but the cops knew they were dealing with a serial rapist. The fourth victim was raped two years after the first. Sarah Kalmes-Gliege, then twenty-eight years old, awoke to find a stranger in her room in the middle of the night, and like many other rape victims, she noted various details about her attacker’s appearance. One thing she noticed, for example, was his walk, which she described as “cumbersome.” She also couldn’t help but notice that his eyes were bright blue.

“I knew I would pick them out if I ever saw them again,” she said.
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Kristi Mills and Sarah Kalmes-Gliege bravely stepped forward to discuss their attacks.



As he had done with Mills and the other victims, the rapist forced Kalmes-Gliege to take a long bath to wash away evidence before he left.

The victims knew that their rapes were not crimes of opportunity. Like Mills, Kalmes-Gliege knew that she had been picked out and stalked by the rapist because he knew all kinds of intimate details about her life such as, she told an ABC reporter, “what my sister looked like, the car my fiancé drove, my work schedule, and where I worked. He knew everything about me and threatened to kill my family.”


Not about Sex

Rape is hardly ever about sex. It is about power and domination, if you look into the background of most rapists—who, according to ex-Suffolk County District Attorney Kerry Trainor, are almost always young and white. Invariably the rapist has a problem with his mother, who terrifies him. This terror seeps into his unconscious mind, and the feeling is transposed or projected on someone who reminds him of his mother. He then handles the terror by dominating and defiling her to remove her as a threat to him.



Kalmes-Gliege could tell that the assault had nothing to do with sex. All that the rapist wanted to do was dominate and defile her, which he succeeded in doing.

As her ordeal went on, Kalmes-Gliege said, “all I could think was I can’t have someone call my family, my fiancé, my parents, my siblings and tell them that I have been killed six weeks before I [was supposed to] get married.”

Mills also remembered the rapist’s eyes. “When you’re staring into those eyes and that’s the only thing you can see and the only thing you can focus on, they stick with you.”

He also was a talker. “He’s actually engaging in conversation rather than just the quick act of violence,” Wheeler’s partner, Detective Matthew Dick, said. “His rape victims would detail how loving he would be to them before turning violent and angry.”

Help from the FBI

At one point, unable to catch up with the serial rapist, the cops contacted the FBI. Profilers from the Bureau surprised the cops when they said the man they were after would not be a person with dripping fangs but someone who appeared to a good citizen. Investigators were instructed not to look for someone with a criminal record but, rather for someone who on the surface was a solid citizen.

“The one thing [the FBI] did tell us that I’ll never forget was that this would be some guy that everybody works with. They’ll say, ‘No. He couldn’t do that. He wouldn’t do that,’ you know. And it’d be somebody that would be maybe a respected member of the community,” Wheeler said.

Despite the best efforts of the police, investigators couldn’t catch the rapist. And from December 2002 to January 2005, he raped four women in lengthy, brutal sessions.

Detectives Wheeler and Dick realized the criminal was a stalker. He was obsessed with his victims, gathering private details about them and repeating those details back during the rape. He knew the kinds of details about his victims that their friends would know so the press dubbed him “The Boyfriend Rapist.”

The police had no suspect in mind, and the next victim was already being stalked.

“I didn’t feel comfortable going outside by myself,” Jonelle Galuska said. She was constantly worried that she was being watched.

One night, she called the police after waking up startled. “I had a strange feeling,” she said later. “I [could] hear knocking at the door, like an urgent knock.”

When police officer Dave Zeamer arrived on the scene, he saw a man standing against the house. When the man noticed the police officer, he began to walk away.

Zeamer yelled for him to stop, and he did. But when he turned around, Zeamer got a shock. The man was a fellow police officer, Jeff Pelo, who at one point had been Zeamer’s supervisor.

Zeamer said he was relieved to see a fellow officer, but then he asked Pelo what he was doing out there. Pelo’s response was totally illogical. He said he was looking for a house for his mother-in-law. Zeamer couldn’t help but note that it was 1 a.m.

After that, at least one—and perhaps both—of the investigating detectives made the connection in their minds that Pelo was the rapist, in part because that seemed logical. A cop would have known how to cover his tracks. But proving that Pelo was the perp was a whole different matter. When investigators started to probe, they found potent evidence. For example, Pelo had run the licenses of three of the rape victims, which would have enabled him to collect all kinds of personal information about them—including where they lived. Investigators grilled Pelo, but he denied any guilt.

However, they obtained a search warrant for his home and found a ski mask made of fibers that matched the kind discovered on duct tape taken off Mills.

There was another indication. Detective Clay Wheeler said, “Victims described how [the rapist] would pull some of the items around from his belt. You know, the gloves that they described were consistent with what police officers or security officers commonly wear.”

At one point, victims got a chance to try to identify Pelo, even though he had worn a ski mask.

One lineup was a voice lineup. Said Detective Dick: “The third victim, when she heard his voice, she literally curled up into the fetal position and pulled herself into the wall of the interview room.”

“If you spend two hours listening to that person threaten [and] degrade you, it doesn’t take very much to recognize [his voice],” said Sarah Kalmes-Gliege.

Three of the four victims also picked Pelo out of a visual lineup showing suspects’ eyes.


Eyewitness Testimony Is Often Wrong

Eyewitness misidentification is the single greatest cause of wrongful convictions nationwide, says the Innocence Project, playing a role in more than 75 percent of convictions overturned through DNA testing. While eyewitness testimony can be persuasive evidence before a judge or jury, thirty years of strong social-science research have shown that eyewitness testimony is often unreliable. Research shows that the human mind is not like a tape recorder or camera. We neither record events exactly as we see them, nor recall them like a tape that has been rewound. Instead, witness memory is like any other evidence at a crime scene: it must be preserved carefully and retrieved methodically, or it can be contaminated. The Innocence Project has worked on cases in which:


	A witness made an identification in a “show-up” procedure from the back of a police car hundreds of feet away from the suspect in a poorly lit parking lot in the middle of the night.

	A witness in a rape case was shown a photo array where only one photo was of the person police suspected was the perpetrator and the photo was marked with an “R.”

	Witnesses substantially changed their description of a perpetrator (including key information such as height, weight, and the presence of facial hair) after they learned more about a particular suspect.

	Witnesses only made an identification after multiple photo arrays or lineups and then made hesitant identifications (saying they “thought” the person “might be” the perpetrator, for example), but at trial the jury was told the witnesses did not waver in identifying the suspect.



A variety of factors can affect accuracy, says the Innocence Project. Leading social-science researchers identify two main areas of influence. What are called estimator variables are those that cannot be controlled by the criminal justice system. They include things like the lighting when the crime took place or the distance from which the witness saw the perpetrator. Estimator variables also include more complex factors, such as race (identifications have proven to be less accurate when witnesses are identifying perpetrators of a different race than themselves), the presence of a weapon during a crime, and the degree of stress or trauma a witness experienced while seeing the perpetrator.

System variables are those that the criminal-justice system can and should control. They include all of the ways that law-enforcement agencies retrieve and record witness memory, such as lineups, photo arrays, and other identification procedures. System variables that substantially impact the accuracy of identifications include the type of lineup used, the selection of “fillers” (or members of a lineup or photo array who are not the actual suspect), blind administration, instructions to witnesses before identification procedures, administration of lineups or photo arrays, and communication with witnesses after they make an identification.



After a while, Dick and Wheeler became convinced that Pelo was the rapist, and they were ashamed, tormented that a cop could commit these acts. “To go to the victims and have to tell them that ‘this was one of my own that did this to you…’” Dick said. “It was pretty devastating.”

Sarah Kalmes-Gliege said Dick was choked up and teary when he told her. “And you could just see how much this breach of trust and the breach of the oath that they have taken to ‘serve and protect’ had affected them,” she said.

Jeffrey Pelo was sentenced to 440 years in jail. Despite the evidence against him, Pelo’s family stood by him. His wife of twenty years, Rickie, said that there was no real physical evidence against him, and their three kids backed him as well. His wife said she had tried to shut out the recent past, remembering him when she first met him at eighteen. Ironically, she said that she fell in love with his eyes. “His eyes were just beautiful, and I could lose myself in them.”
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Jeff Pelo




Notable Quotables

“He was like the best family man you could ever ask for.”

“I don’t think he did it. There wasn’t DNA that said it was him. There wasn’t any hard proof to say it was him, so I just don’t understand how so many people have come to the conclusion that he’s a bad person.”

—Quotes from Jeffrey Pelo’s wife, Rickie




Q & A

Information for the following Q & A came from the Federal Bureau of Investigation and the Department of Justice.

Q. What is regarded as the most common type or rape?

A. Blitz rape, which is an unexpected sexual assault committed by a stranger. It is one of the terms coined by Ann Burgess and Lynda Holmstrom in their studies of rape victims at Beth Israel Hospital in Boston in the early 1970s. When women think of rape, unexpected assault comes to mind most often and is most feared because of the level of violence with which it is associated. “Blitz” is a German word that means “lightning strike.”

Q. Which gender more commonly stalks the other?

A. Men more commonly stalk women. All told, experts estimate that there are 1.4 million stalkers in America. These stalkers can take action in many ways, some of them quite upsetting:


	Kidnapping, injuring, or killing the victim’s pet.

	Slashing the victim’s tires or vandalism or destruction of the victim’s home and property is standard behavior for stalkers.

	Friends and family who support the victim are themselves in danger. The stalker views these people as enemies in the way.

	Stalkers have been known to hire private detectives to help track down victims.

	Victims are often subjected to being followed, harassed by continual drive-bys of their homes and workplaces, and inundated with phone calls, machine messages, and notes.

	While police do everything they can within the law, some victims complain that their cries for help are looked upon as exaggerations, overreactions, or even lies.

	The first stalking law was instituted in 1990 in California; now all fifty states have them.

	Memories of a stalker may haunt a victim after the stalker has been successfully arrested, prosecuted, and jailed, and the victim may fear the stalker’s release date from prison.—FBI



Q. Do stalkers fall in different categories?

A. Yes. Forensic psychologists divide them into two general categories. About 25 percent of stalkers fall into the “love obsession” group. People who stalk celebrities fall into this category. They are also the people who become fixated on a coworker, acquaintance, or teacher. They live in a delusional fantasy world complete with their own script of how this object of their fixation loves them and is already in a relationship with them. Those in this category suffer from some form of mental illness, like paranoia or schizophrenia. The other 75 percent or so of stalkers are in the “simple obsession” group. These people have previously been in some form of relationship with the victim, either romantic or personal. When the relationship ends, the stalker feels lost and powerless. He cannot bear the thought of the victim being out of his life, so the patterns of stalking behavior begin. Unfortunately, this category produces the majority of domestic violence incidents, the worst of which end in murder-suicide.

Q. How many women and how many men will be stalked in their lifetime?

A. Eight percent of American women and 2 percent of American men—1.4 million stalking victims every year. Most stalkers have been in relationships with the people they stalk, but many have never even met the victims or were just casual acquaintances.

Q. How many stalkers are violent?


	1 percent

	10 percent

	30 percent

	50 percent



A. 30 percent, almost one-third—a scary figure.

Q. If someone is being stalked, is it wise for them to get a restraining order?


	Yes

	No

	Possibly



A. 3. If you are being stalked, talk it over with an expert to see if a restraining order would work in your case. Sometimes it does, and sometimes it doesn’t.

Q. How many women have been raped or have been the victims of attempted rape?

A. According to the Department of Justice, around 17 percent, almost one in five. This high of a percentage may seem shocking, but a close look at how rape occurs makes it understandable. For one thing, Department of Justice statistics reveal that 50 percent of all rape victims are known by their attackers, that they are victims of acquaintance, date, or convenience rape. These are essentially rapes of opportunity. Other types of rape fatten the percentage, including statutory rape, which is sex with someone under the age of consent; marital rape, or unwanted sex in marriage; blitz rape, an unexpected assault by a stranger; incest; so-called “group” rape (also known as “pack” or “gang” rape or “pulling train”); and “gray” rape, which gets its name from rape charges being difficult to prove. Given all the ways that women can be assaulted, it’s a wonder that the rape percentage isn’t higher.

Q. How many rapists know their victims?

A. Astonishingly, 50 percent. Rapists who know their victims casually or intimately are far more common than is generally believed. The act is known as acquaintance, date, or convenience rape. One myth is that such rapes are less traumatic than when the victim does not know the assaulter. In fact, the sense of betrayal and shock is likely to be greater.—Department of Justice

Q. Has rape always been seen as a crime?

A. For ages, 100 percent of rapes were seen in most cultures as less a crime against a particular girl or woman than against the male figure she “belonged” to. Thus, the penalty for rape was often a fine payable to the father or the husband whose “goods” had been damaged.—FBI

Q. How many rapists use weapons?

A. In 2004, 8 percent of all rapes or sexual assaults involved the use of a weapon.—Department of Justice

Q. Is incest considered rape?

A. Incest is a sexual assault on a child by an elder relative, and it is definitely considered rape. Psychologists estimate that 40 million adults—20 percent or more—in the United States, 15 million of those being male, were sexually abused by family members or other elders who they depended on. Psychologists often call these victims “secret survivors,” but survive is about all they do. They carry the trauma deep inside themselves, unable to tell anyone what happened, and a parent who knows also says nothing because, like the child, they may be dependent on the assaulter. Of course, many times these long-repressed memories emerge in adulthood, but by then it’s too late to reconstruct the shattered psyche of the child, now an adult, and there is no legal recourse. The statute of limitations has run out on the perpetrator.

Q. Can a woman rape a man?

A. While the universal perception of rape involves the sexually aggressive male violating the female, there have been numerous cases of women raping men. Criminologists believe that most of these incidents are never reported because victims fear not being believed or don’t wish to endure the embarrassment of filing a police report or having to testify in an often unsympathetic courtroom. Some criminologists say this type of rape happens 5 percent of the time when a woman wants to be intimate with a man. Most people think it would be impossible for a woman to rape a man due to the anatomical prerequisite of sexual arousal (an erection) to complete the act, but, in fact, males who are psychologically unwilling participants can find themselves becoming erect due to autonomic response (which is the part of the nervous system that governs involuntary actions). An aggressive female can achieve the desired result in her victim through manual stimulation and other sexually provocative contact. Heightened emotional states (such as fear) can also produce an erection. At this point, forced penetration can occur (which is the legal definition of rape). Drugs or alcohol, or both, are often found to be contributing factors.

Q. What percentage of rape accusations are false?

A. The FBI has estimated that around 8 percent of rape accusations are false. The number is small because not many people would want to go through the trauma of accusing someone and then possibly going through a trial. Men should know the law to protect themselves from false accusations. There are a number of situations in which a man can be considered to have committed rape under the law:


	Not stopping having sex when your partner wants to.

	Getting a girl drunk or high and then “petting” with her is considered committing a sexual assault. If sex follows, it’s rape.

	If you know a woman is drunk or high and you still have sex with her, even if you did not get her drunk, then you have committed rape.

	Even if you are unaware that a girl you are having sex with is drunk or high, you could be charged with rape.

	Even if you are also drunk or high when you have sex with a girl who is drunk or high, you could be charged with rape. It is not enough to say, “I was wasted, too!”



Q. How does rape on campus differ than other kinds of rape?

A. First, up to 85 percent of all women raped on campus know their attacker. Second, either the offender or the victim has been drinking 75 percent of the time. And, while 40 percent of all rapes are reported in the United States, only 5 percent of all rapes on campus are reported. Embarrassment is the main reason why women don’t report the rapes.—Department of Justice

Q. How many women in America are prostitutes?

A. According to the National Task Force on Prostitution, an astonishing 1 percent, or one million women, prostitute themselves. In a study of women who get into prostitution, the proximate cause for 80 percent is drug use. The woman needs a way to obtain the funds to buy drugs. But even more basic than this is that these women have been sexually abused as children, and the drug or alcohol they take acts as an anesthetic to deal with the lifelong anxiety and depression that the abuse has inculcated.
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One of the abiding mysteries of our time is what happened to one of the most powerful union bosses ever in America, the storied Jimmy Hoffa. The mystery started when Hoffa was released from Lewisburg Federal Prison in Pennsylvania in 1971, pardoned by President Richard Nixon before Christmas. Hoffa was serving a prison term that had started in 1964 for corrupt activities, including jury tampering and mail and wire fraud.

Dangerous Ambition

Hoffa had single-handedly taken the International Brotherhood of Teamsters to the heights by gaining great wages and benefits for its members, but he also was lying down in carnal embrace with the Mafia. He was first accused of that by Attorney General Robert Kennedy who had a personal feud with Hoffa. Perhaps that stemmed from a reported incident at a dinner party. Supposedly, Hoffa challenged Kennedy to arm wrestle, which he accepted, and the next day Hoffa was crowing about how he had beaten Kennedy.
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Jimmy Hoffa



Hoffa was, by all odds, a tough child in a man’s body. In another incident, he beat mobster Anthony “Tony Pro” Provenzano in a fistfight at an airport. Tony responded by promising to tear Hoffa’s heart out and kill his grandchildren. Considering Tony’s reputation, the threat wasn’t terribly far-fetched.

The problem was Hoffa’s ambition. When he was found guilty and sent to jail, he automatically became subject to a stipulation of the federal Landrum-Griffin Act that prohibited convicted union leaders from running for office in the union for five years after their release from prison. But that didn’t matter to Jimmy.

Word got out that he was going to wait the necessary five years and then run again for president of the international union. And there was no doubt that he would have had a chance of winning. The workers loved Jimmy. Indeed, on the last birthday he spent in Lewisburg, he received thousands of cards and a plane flew over the prison with a banner streaming behind it wishing him happy birthday.

But someone didn’t love Jimmy: the Mafia. The reason was that after Jimmy went to prison, he was replaced as Teamster leader by someone the Mob liked better: Frank Fitzsimmons, who had nowhere near the drive and ballsiness of Hoffa. When the Mafia spoke, Fitzsimmons listened. That wasn’t always true with Jimmy, who was much more bullheaded.

The specter of Jimmy coming back to run the Teamsters was not something the Mob could endure. Having the union yield to their wishes translated into greater profits, but Jimmy did things his way, not their way. Jimmy Hoffa had to go away permanently. And the Mob can achieve that in only a certain number of ways.

On July 30, 1975, a meeting was set up—probably by a trusted friend—for Jimmy at the Red Fox restaurant in Bloomfield Township, Michigan. Jimmy was due to meet with Mafia hotshots Anthony “Tony Jack” Giacalone and Tony Provenzano, the latter not one of Hoffa’s friends, as pointed out earlier.

On the day he disappeared, Hoffa seemed to be uncharacteristically nervous, according to his wife and a good friend who operated a limousine service and had stopped in to see Jimmy. He went to the restaurant dressed casually in a dark blue, short-sleeved shirt with black pants and white Gucci loafers. A stickler for punctuality, he arrived at the restaurant right on time for the 2 p.m. meeting.

But Giacalone and Provenzano were not there. Hoffa waited in the front of the restaurant until 2:15 before going to a public phone booth to call his wife and tell her that he had apparently been stood up.

Nobody knows exactly what happed after that, but Hoffa was spotted after he called his wife. A truck driver making deliveries in the area nearly had a collision with a car, a 1975 Mercury Marquis Brougham, as it pulled out of the restaurant parking lot. The driver said that he spotted a gray blanket wrapped around what appeared to be a rifle between what was clearly Jimmy Hoffa and another passenger.

Police investigators discovered something ominous the next day. Hoffa’s 1974 Green Pontiac Grand Ville was discovered in the restaurant parking lot. The car was unlocked. Figuratively holding their breaths, investigators opened the trunk but found nothing.

They then searched for the Mercury Marquis and found that it belonged to Joe Giacalone, the son of Anthony Giacalone, one of the people who were supposed to meet with Hoffa. When investigators dusted the interior of the car, they discovered numerous fingerprints. On some paper and a 7UP bottle, they found prints belonging to Charles “Chuckie” O’Brien, who had lived with Hoffa for awhile and who the labor leader considered a foster son.

Mafia Gambit

The set-up looked like an age-old Mafia gambit: get someone to lure the victim—in this case, Hoffa—who would trust that person enough to get into the car. The FBI checked the whereabouts of their prime suspects. Anthony Giacalone said that he had spent the day at the Southfield Athletic Club, which was verified by other people at the club. The police also checked out Tony Pro. He claimed to have been playing cards with friends in New Jersey, and they supported his alibi. Both of the men denied knowing anything about a meeting with Hoffa.

Perhaps the key player in the Hoffa disappearance was Chuckie O’Brien, who also said he hadn’t seen Hoffa on July 30. He gave the FBI a detailed alibi about bringing a large salmon to the home of a Teamster official and having to help the man’s wife cut it into steaks, and then later being at the Southfield Athletic Club with Tony Giacalone at the same time that Hoffa was waiting to meet with him and Tony Pro.

O’Brien also said that blood from the fish had gotten onto the car seat, so he had taken the vehicle to a car wash to clean it. No one at the athletic club or at the car wash could corroborate his story.

Investigators theorized that Hoffa had gotten into the car and then been driven to his execution, probably in a house nearby. More than a quarter century after he disappeared, in March 2001, that was proven. Tracking dogs were brought in from Pennsylvania and given a pair of Hoffa’s socks and his moccasins to sniff. Amazingly, they soon found Hoffa’s scent in the back of O’Brien’s car. Investigators also found a hair in the back of the car and, using DNA methods, eventually matched it to hair in Hoffa’s hairbrush. But they did not have enough evidence to pursue an indictment.

Then an informant named Ralph Picardo, who was serving a conviction for murder, came forward saying he knew exactly what had happened to Jimmy Hoffa. Picardo had been a business agent for Teamsters Local 4H and had driven Tony Pro around. Picardo said that Hoffa did indeed have an appointment for a sit-down with archenemy Provenzano, arranged at the suggestion of Tony Giacalone.

Once Hoffa was at the restaurant, Chuckie O’Brien showed up and drove him to a house close to the restaurant where Chuckie said he was staying with friends. He told Hoffa that the meeting would be held there. (If Picardo is to be believed, the story of the rifle covered by a gray blanket is not true.) But instead of Tony Pro being at the house, there was a team of killers: a Teamster agent named Thomas Andretta and two brothers, Sal Briguglio and his brother Gabriel, as well as Frank Sheeran, a Teamster official from a local in Delaware.

Sheeran had close ties with Mob boss Russell Bufalino. Picardo said Bufalino ordered the hit, though no reason why was offered. Picardo said Bufalino traveled from his home base of Pittston, Pennsylvania, on July 30 and may have been in the house to make sure “the piece of work” he ordered was done correctly and Hoffa was gone for good.

Swiss-Cheese Alibi

Someone once said that the last thing you want to do is piss off the government, and that certainly happened in this case. The federal government was unable to charge anyone with the crime because FBI investigators couldn’t find a body, and they were unable to penetrate the alibis given for that day by the people involved—not even that of Chuckie O’Brien, whose alibis resembled “Swiss cheese,” as one government official said. But as O.J. Simpson learned the hard way, if the government doesn’t get you one way, they’ll get you another, including just harassing you and making sure you spend a lot of money on lawyers.

For example, Tony Pro had the government watching his local all the time, and in 1978, he was prosecuted and found guilty of having murdered Anthony Castellito in 1961. That was despite the fact that Castellito’s body was given its final send-off in a tree shredder. Provenzano went to prison for the last time in 1980 for racketeering and eight years later got what prisoners call “backgate parole”—he died there at age 71.

Tony Giacalone was tried and convicted of tax evasion and spent ten years in prison. He was going to be tried for racketeering acts, but he died before the charges found their way into a court of law.

Chuckie O’Brien went to Florida to work for Frank Fitzsimmons and spent some time in jail for minor offenses like accepting a car as a gift while a union official and lying on a loan application.

The Mob caught up with Sal Briguglio, who was affiliated with Tony Pro. Briguglio was gunned down in New York’s Little Italy, his offense allegedly being talking to prosecutors about the Castellito murder.

The mystery of what happened to Jimmy Hoffa on July 30, 1975, has been solved—he was murdered. But the location of his body is another question, and perhaps the one most people are interested in learning. One thing is known: the Mob can be quite creative about getting rid of a body.

Consider, for example, a stone-cold killer named Jimmy “The Gent” Burke who reportedly killed more than one hundred people. One day, Burke was standing on a patio slab in Queens beneath which the body of a man named Gerry had been buried. Burke tapped the slab with his shoe and said: “So how you doing, Gerry?”


So Where Is Jimmy?

A variety of theories exist regarding what happened to Jimmy Hoffa:


	He was disposed of in Brother Muscat’s garbage dump in Jersey City.

	In what would be a nasty, ironic act, Hoffa was buried in a 100-acre gravel pit owned by his brother Bill.

	He was buried in a field in Waterford Township, Michigan.

	Hoffa’s body was taken to New Jersey where it was mixed into the concrete used to construct the New York Giants’ football stadium in East Rutherford, New Jersey.

	He was encased in the foundation of a public-works garage in Cadillac, Michigan.

	He was buried at the bottom of a swimming pool behind a mansion in Bloomfield Hills, Michigan.

	He was ground up and dumped in a Florida swamp.

	He was crushed in an automobile compactor at Central Sanitation Services in Hamtramck, Michigan.

	He was weighted down and dumped in Michigan’s Au Sable River.

	His body was disintegrated at a fat-rendering plant.

	He was buried under the helipad at the Sheraton Savannah Resort Hotel, which at the time of his disappearance was owned by the Teamsters.




According to informant Ralph Picardo, the convict who fingered the conspirators, Hoffa’s body was put in a 55-gallon steel drum and carted away in a Gateway Transportation truck. Picardo said he didn’t know where it was taken.

Jimmy Hoffa was declared legally dead in 1982, but his case remains open. Like a perpetual flame, a special agent at the FBI’s Detroit field office is constantly assigned to it. The investigation has generated over 16,000 pages of documents gathered from interviews, wiretaps, and surveillance, but despite the government’s best efforts to get to the bottom of Jimmy Hoffa’s disappearance, what the Mob did with the body remains a question mark and names of the people who killed him remain a mystery.
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On October 23, 1983, 61-year-old Jane Alexander was at her friend Nancy Martell’s house, helping to prepare dinner for a crowd of folks who were coming over to watch the San Francisco 49ers game. A phone call came for Jane from her friend Hugh Fine who said, “Cousin Irma Clark in San Francisco called. She’s very upset. She says she called Aunt Gert’s house about eight-thirty last night and got no answer. She thinks something awful has happened.”

Jane was extremely upset. Aunt Gert was like a surrogate mother to her, having helped raise Jane after her parents divorced. At eighty-eight, Gert lived by herself in San Jose, seventy miles from Jane’s home in Marin County, and was still active and self-sufficient. And her life ran like clockwork. She should have been home at 8:30 p.m.

Jane called Cousin Irma and received extremely upsetting news. Irma had called Gert’s house. At first, she thought she had called a wrong number because she didn’t recognize the voice of the person who answered. When she called back, she found she was talking to a police officer who wouldn’t give any information about why he was there or what had happened.

A little crazed, Jane called Gert’s house and got a cop who identified himself as a San Jose police officer. Jane demanded to know what had happened, and a moment later, a man who identified himself as the San Jose coroner, Nat Gossett, got on the phone. The conversation went like this:

“Mrs. Alexander, are you the niece of Gertrude McCabe?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry to tell you that your Aunt Gertrude has been the victim of a homicide.”

“Homicide? Was she shot?”

The coroner could not release any information.

Jane suggested to folks at the football party that she should call Cousin Irma and tell her what had happened to Gert. However, her boyfriend, 55-year-old Tom O’Donnell, whom she lived with, suggested that they drive to San Francisco. Jane agreed, and with heavy hearts, they headed out.

Upon investigation, Gertrude McCabe was found to have been bludgeoned, strangled with a bike chain, and stabbed numerous times superficially. The area where she was found was soaked with blood.

Detectives found a number of revealing details at the crime scene that indicated Gert might have known the murderer. The front door was locked, which might mean that Gert had let the killer in and then locked the door behind him—or her. Cops also noted that the heavy rear door was closed but not locked, and there was no sign of forced entry.

The overall scene, with drawers pulled and the contents scattered around, gave the appearance of a bogus burglary. Classically, burglars are “lazy,” said one cop. They simply open drawers, and pick and choose what they want. They don’t want to have to bend down and pick something up they’ve tossed. But the “burglar” had left behind jewelry of some value.

Ultimately, the cops theorized that Gert was interrupted from her reading between three and four o’clock and was bludgeoned in the back of the head by the person she let in the door.

The question was who? And why?

Jane and her boyfriend Tom O’Donnell decided to go to Gert’s house at 165 Arroyo Way. The body had been removed, but a huge, brownish stain remained on the rug in the den where Gert’s body had been found. Cops told Jane that they didn’t believe the murder was a burglary gone bad. All Jane could think was why? There was nothing special about Gert or the house she lived in. Why would someone kill her?

Bizarrely, detectives allowed Jane and Tom O’Donnell to stay at the house that night in a room that was obviously not part of the crime scene. The cops also allowed Jane to go through some of Gert’s papers. Among other things, Jane found two passbooks, each for $20,000, one in her name and the other in Cousin Irma’s name. She also found out that Cousin Irma had been named executor of Gert’s will, which didn’t please Jane. She and Irma were not on the best of terms.

In the days following Gert’s murder, cops talked to a wide variety of people, as they always do, and began to fill in the blanks about her life.

The Victim’s Life

They focused on the fact that, at her age, she didn’t do all the chores around the house, though she certainly was active. Detectives theorized that she knew her killer and that he might be a handyman. Among the handymen they investigated was Virgil Jackson.

Jackson wasn’t at the complex where he lived, but investigators interviewed neighbors and found out that he was fifty-three, his wife twenty-seven, and they had recently moved to California from Poughkeepsie, New York. Some neighbors thought that Virgil was on the lam from bad-check charges. They also said that they had overheard fights between Virgil and his wife, Sheryl, and Sheryl’s daughter had said that he had slapped her mother in the face hard enough to knock out a tooth.

The detectives were able to contact Sheryl, who told a story that cast suspicion on the couple. Gert had hired the Jacksons to fix a door and change some lightbulbs so they knew her. The complex manager had told police that when Sheryl found out that Gert had been murdered, she wanted to leave the complex immediately, as if escaping from Virgil.

Sheryl told the cops that she got home from work about 2:30 a.m. following the day Gert was killed. When she told Virgil then about Gert’s murder, he said he had already heard and his reaction was terrifyingly cold.

The cops’ antennas went up. The announcement of Gert’s murder had not been made until six or seven hours later on Sunday morning. Sheryl also told the investigators that she was afraid Virgil would hurt her if he knew she had been talking to the cops. But when investigators eventually questioned Virgil, he had a rock-solid alibi. The only thing that connected him to Gert’s murder was his wife’s emotionally charged suspicions.
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Jane Alexander



Jane Alexander was forceful and outspoken, definitely not the kind of person to remain passive during the murder investigation of someone she loved. Gradually, she started to become obsessed with the case, and her health was affected.

Her boyfriend, Tom O’Donnell, tried to convince her to step back from the murder, but he wasn’t successful. Jane did allow Tom to take over handling the money Aunt Gert had left her, as well as other financial affairs. Eventually Jane’s obsession started to infect Tom, and Jane finally realized this. She suggested that they take a trip out of the area.

Tom suggested that they pick up the money Aunt Gert had left, rather than letting it be a distraction, so they got it and Jane gave it to Tom to deposit.

The trip was a welcome relief. Tom tried to protect Jane from listening to friends who wanted to talk about Gert’s murder, and he rarely brought up the topic himself. As time went by, the police seemed to be making less and less progress, and by December they had gotten nowhere. As often happens, investigators switched from what was now a “cold” case to newer ones that weren’t.

A change came over Jane Alexander because of the way the police had vacated her aunt’s case. A fire started in her belly, and no matter how that affected her relationship with Tom O’Donnell, she was going to fight for justice for her aunt. Happily, what happened next was what Jane would later call a miracle.

Profilers

In January 1984, a rumpled, thickset, balding man came into Jane’s life. He didn’t create an outstanding first impression, but he happened to be a superb detective named John Kracht who had been assigned the murder case. The first thing Kracht did was to go over the existing evidence and then start a new investigation based on his own observations.

Meanwhile, Tom, who always was full of business ideas, had convinced Jane to invest in Yurika Foods, a business she could operate out of the house. Around this time, Jane got a call from John Kracht, who told her he was taking over the case of her aunt’s murder. Kracht’s first goal in investigating the case was to find out about Aunt Gert’s estate. How much did she leave, and who benefited? Kracht looked into things for a couple of months and then realized that he needed help.

At the time, the profiling of perps by the FBI was in its infancy, but Kracht contacted the agency anyway. Ultimately, he sent them all the evidence he had—including rather gruesome crime-scene photos—to see if they could draw a profile of a possible murderer.

Before he received a response from the FBI, Kracht met with Jane and Tom O’Donnell. Kracht continued to question her, asking her where her money came from. Jane explained that she had received Social Security payments since her husband’s death. When Aunt Gert’s husband, Jay, died in 1971, Aunt Gert gave her $10,000 and also gave her husband, Al, and their six children $1,000 each. In addition, Jane had borrowed $20,000 from Aunt Gert that she couldn’t repay. Obviously, Kracht wasn’t ruling out anyone, including Jane.

Some of Jane’s daily routine began returning to normal, as James Dalessandro writes in his book Citizen Jane, but Jane thought it strange that she could not read a book anymore. Before the murder, she had devoured a book a week. But now her concentration had diminished to the point that she could not concentrate for more than ten minutes. She was frightened by how much Aunt Gert’s death had affected her emotional well-being. She prayed that the terrible anxiety, the continuous feeling of impending doom, would fade. More than anything, she prayed for a break in Gertrude’s case.

Then on June 18, the FBI Behavioral Science Unit delivered its psychological profile of Gertrude’s killer. The report, written by Special Agent Ron Walker, did not seem at first glance to promise much, since it was little more than three pages long. There were many disclaimers, including a statement that the information was based only on probabilities and that the actual murderer might not fit all the descriptions contained within. Nevertheless, Sergeants Kracht and his partner, named Ronco, read the pages with rapt attention. By the end, they almost felt as if a psychic had taken hold of the case and handed them the name of the murderer.

Walker began his report with a review of Gertrude McCabe’s social station, according to Dalessandro. Walker noted that she was at low risk for violent crime, despite living near economically depressed areas. Statistically, her use of unknown workmen raised that risk only slightly. Her economic status, and the possibility that she might provide an inheritance to someone, offered the most likely potential motive.

How did Walker surmise this? The crime scene and the mode of killing told him. Because Gert’s injuries were so varied and, for the most part, nonlethal, they pointed to an inexperienced killer.

“There is an almost total absence of violent trauma that is generally associated with homicide in which the types of assault are as varied as those on this victim,” according to the FBI report. “This absence of violence correlates to an absence of anger and rage or hostility on the offender’s part and tends to indicate that the offender’s motive was other than emotionally based. The overall impression of the trauma to the victim is one of a deliberate and methodical attempt by the assailant to ensure the victim’s death.”

Specifically, Ron Walker said he could not identify any particular type of killer. Nothing indicated that a particular personality had committed the crime. But he could draw some conclusions:


	The assailant was educated, likely at least a high-school graduate.

	The victim was known to the assailant.

	The assailant did not reside in the immediate area but traveled to and from the scene by motor vehicle.

	The perpetrator was inexperienced or unsophisticated in crime, particularly in the commission of a violent crime.

	The motive was not emotional but monetary.

	The age, sex, and relationship to the victim could not be determined. “A female offender should not be ruled out, nor should closely or distantly related relatives be discounted.”

	The assailant would not show any remorse or guilt related to the act.

	The perpetrator was quite possibly interviewed by police during the course of the routine investigation. “If so, the assailant would have appeared calm, relaxed (perhaps too relaxed), and willing to cooperate with police.”

	“The assailant may interject himself or herself into the investigation.”



Threats against Tom

Jane’s finances were not all that healthy, so the next day she and Tom went about improving them. First they received a credit card with a $3,000 limit and were able to use this to make a mortgage payment of $2,700 on Jane’s house. Then Tom and Jane went to a bank where they were well known, and Tom helped her get a $10,000 line of credit based on the inheritance from Aunt Gert. They took the money from the bank in the form of $5,000 in cash, which they expected to use to take a trip to Ireland, and a $5,000 cashier’s check.

A couple of nights later, Jane went out with a friend but Tom said he was too sick to go. While Jane was gone, Tom headed out of the house fully dressed and with a single bag in his hand. Earlier in the day, Tom had been seen in shorts by their houseguest, Jane’s friend Hugh Fine, who was studying for a chiropractic test. Hugh was surprised to see Tom up and about when he supposedly was sick.

When Hugh asked Tom what was up, Tom told him that a business deal that he had in South Africa had gone wrong and some bad people were after him. To protect himself and Jane, he was taking off to hide somewhere. Then he left. When Jane returned to the house, she found out from Fine that O’Donnell had fled and she was devastated.

At one point, Jim Rohde—Jane’s friend, advisor, and lawyer—arrived and gave her a letter from Tom that told her about the threat against him and how much he loved her. Before she was finished with the first paragraph, Jane was crying. She believed the letter, but Rohde felt O’Donnell was a hustler. However, Jane couldn’t or wouldn’t believe that.

The next day she got a shocker. Her banker called to tell her that Tom O’Donnell had cashed the $5,000 check when he came into the bank—even though Jane was the only one on the account. Tom was a charming and accomplished con man. She also remembered giving Tom the $5,000 in cash. Plus he had her credit cards, which her friend Jim Rohde said she should consider stolen.

Jane was worried about Tom being killed by his business enemies, but she wondered if she should be. John Kracht said later that Tom O’Donnell had been his prime suspect, and that when Tom fled, Kracht became quite sure that, for whatever reason, Tom had murdered Gertrude McCabe.

John Kracht had developed the idea that Jane was somehow involved in the murder with Tom—if not assisting in actual murder, then in being an accessory by concealing information. But as Kracht’s investigation continued, and as more facts became known, he changed his point of view and no longer thought that was true.

Jane Alexander changed her point of view, as well. In the beginning, she had been very concerned about Tom’s safety and believed that he was not guilty of anything. But as time went by, she realized how Tom had quietly emptied her accounts, leaving her in terrible financial shape, and she began to regard him as a scamster.

In Kracht’s Cross Hairs

As Kracht probed, nothing he discovered lessened his conviction about O’Donnell being a killer and a con man. For example, throughout their relationship, Tom had told Jane that he owned a trust in Switzerland that was about to mature. When Kracht contacted Swiss authorities, he found out that O’Donnell’s trust did not exist. Also, O’Donnell had been barred from the country because he had failed to pay taxes on some diamonds he had sold there.

Kracht found other evidence of O’Donnell’s thievery, and eventually Jane gave up the view that Tom had been a loving person with her best interests at heart, realizing instead that he had been preoccupied with his own interests. To satisfy John Kracht, she took a lie-detector test and passed with flying colors.

Now she was ready to help Kracht find Tom O’Donnell. From letters and other indicators, he was thought to be roaming around Europe or South Africa. Then Tom’s friend Harry Carmichael called Jane, saying he had received a letter to Jane from Tom in Antwerp, Belgium, and that Tom asked him to destroy the envelope.

Harry sent the letter to Jane and she read it, weeping throughout. Tom expressed his love to her, but she could sense a certain callousness beneath the surface. The letter was also in good condition, like it had been mailed from Modesto rather than Antwerp. Jane recalled what Kracht had told her: “Tom is probably only an hour away from you.” While all of this was going on, Jane was still deeply in love with Tom. Brutal truths can be hard to accept.

Kracht knew that they didn’t have enough evidence to convict O’Donnell of murder, so he asked Jane if she would sign a complaint about the $10,000 O’Donnell obviously had swindled from her. She said “yes,” for the first time agreeing to go against O’Donnell. Slowly but surely, she was becoming a fanatic in pursuing him, ultimately for the murder of her beloved Aunt Gert.

The Marin County District Attorney didn’t have enough evidence to file murder charges, but at least Kracht was able to explain to Jane how he figured O’Donnell had killed Gert while establishing an alibi. Basically, O’Donnell had driven to Gert’s house from his friend’s house in L.A.

The cops were able to find where he had rented the car and determine that the mileage on the car from the rental place to LA and Gert’s house in San José was almost exactly as the crow flies. O’Donnell had gone to L.A. to establish an alibi, driven to San Jose, murdered Gert, and then driven back to L.A.

One of the main obstacles was finding a prosecutor willing to go after O’Donnell, and Jane kept at this task without letup. After a couple of false starts, Jane teamed up with an assistant district attorney named Joyce Allegro. At first, Jane wasn’t that impressed with Joyce, but as time went by, Joyce proved herself.

As detectives probed O’Donnell’s life, it became apparent—if it hadn’t been apparent before—that O’Donnell was a total con man who preyed on women. They discovered women all over the world that he had lived with.

For Jane, perhaps the most shocking discovery was a $250,000 life-insurance policy that he had taken out in her name. Detectives had no question that O’Donnell would have murdered her when it was convenient for him.

The case was a circumstantial one, with Jane the chief witness against O’Donnell. But with Jane’s assistance, Allegro’s investigation produced valuable details. Jane kept a detailed diary of what went on in her life, and those details proved invaluable at the trial.

For example, O’Donnell talked to his relatives in Montana about Gert McCabe being dead, but that wasn’t public knowledge until the next day. A few weeks after the murder, O’Donnell told Jane that he had found Aunt Gert’s check register in the bureau drawer. But one of the detectives on the case, Jeff Quimet, went over crime-scene photos that included a shot of the drawer where O’Donnell said he had found the register. The drawer was empty, so O’Donnell had to have placed the register there.

O’Donnell was arrested and tried, with Jane leading the way with her testimony, and he was found guilty of Gert’s murder in October 1996 and sentenced to twenty-five years to life. Jane’s battle to bring justice to her aunt had taken almost thirteen years. Though justice was indeed delayed, it was ultimately served.
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Notable Quotable

“It fell on Robin Ashworth that day to behold the cruelest, most ravaging sight this world has to offer: the lusterless desecrated flesh of one’s own murdered child.”

—Joseph Wambaugh, The Blooding



Lynda Mann was one of two daughters of an English family who lived in Narborough, a village six miles southwest of the city of Leicester. Nearly everyone had a garden, and the village had more than its share of quaintness, with winding paths and woodsy areas, as well as grazing cows and sheep. Kath was Lynda’s mother, a short, dark-haired, buxom woman, and her stepfather was Eddie Eastwood, a strapping, blond-haired man. In 1983, Lynda was fifteen, and her sister, Susan, was seventeen.

Lynda had a lot going for her. She loved life, music, clothes, makeup, and hairstyles, and she was a good student at the Lutterworth School. She got plenty of A’s and was studying French, German, and Italian. Her goal was to be a multilinguist, so she also wanted to try Chinese.

As she grew up, her looks grew with her. She was pretty, with dark hair and eyes, and very fair skin. When people described her, they spoke of her outgoing, bubbly personality. For Lynda Mann, life was good.

Like Most Days…

Monday, November 21, was like most days for Lynda. She had a babysitting job scheduled after school and would be coming home after 6:00 p.m. That particular evening, Eddie and Kath Eastwood made a night of it. First they went to a ladies’ dart-throwing tournament at the Carlton Hayes Social Club, and then they went to the Dog and Gun Club where he played darts and they had a few beers.
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Murder victim Lynda Mann



They returned home at 1:30 a.m. and got an unpleasant surprise. Their older daughter, Susan, said that Lynda had not come home, although she was supposed to be back before 9:30 p.m. Eddie Eastwood immediately went out searching for her, including walking down the Black Pad, a tarmac path that ran adjacent to a housing complex that was being constructed and was part of the property owned by a mental institution, the Carlton Hayes Hospital. He found nothing and went back to the house and called the police.

The next morning on his way to work, a man walking along the Black Pad looked through the five-foot-high, wrought-iron fence next to him and saw what looked like “a mannequin, lying in the grass surrounded by a cluster of trees,” as Joseph Wambaugh wrote in The Blooding. Not sure whether he was seeing a human body, the man ran into the road and flagged down a hospital driver. He opened the gate and approached. Soon he determined it was a body of a young girl, her jeans, underpants, and shoes wrapped in a bundle five yards from her. There was dried blood on her nose, her face was bruised, and her scarf was wrapped around her neck. Her body was stiff, rigor mortis having set in.

Shortly thereafter, cops descended on the scene and the story exploded. Lynda Mann had been brutally murdered, strangled, and the inhabitants of the small village were not used to that kind of thing.

During the autopsy, investigators discovered that Lynda had not only been strangled but also beaten badly, taking heavy blows to her chest. Lynda’s nails were not damaged, indicating that she had not fought back. Victims who fight back frequently break nails and, important to investigators, may have trace material from the assailant, such as skin, embedded under the nails.

Lynda also had been raped; dried seminal fluid was found on her vaginal hair. She had been hit hard in the face, possibly knocking her unconscious, and she had bitten her tongue as she was being strangled. Her anus and vagina had been penetrated. Investigators were able to do quite a detailed secretor analysis. Of course, this did not lead them to a suspect, but they stored the evidence in case someone would come along that they could match the samples up with.

The police, as usual, started their investigation from the inside of the family out, and the first suspect was Lynda’s stepfather, Eddie Eastwood. The police reasoned he was a natural suspect since he was her stepfather and had, in fact, only been married to her mother, Kath, for a few years.

As part of the investigation, Eddie Eastwood was required to take a blood test. Using the semen found on Lynda, the technology of the time allowed investigators to determine the killer’s blood group. Eastwood’s blood did not match that of the 10 percent of people who had the killer’s blood type. Meanwhile, Eastwood was so traumatized by being considered a suspect that he could not speak for three weeks.


Blood Used to Tell

Before DNA became the ultimate way for investigators to identify someone, there was the science of identifying body fluids known as serology. Serology units refer to screening evidence for biological stains to determine if they are blood, saliva, semen, or other bodily fluids. Serology units apply enzymes, proteins, and antigens to fluids as a way of distinguishing among biological samples from different people. In most crime labs, serology screenings are now used to describe the steps taken before DNA testing is done. Technology marches on.



The investigation swung into full bore, including the complete vetting of the staff of the Carlton Hayes Hospital, a massive Edwardian brick structure that housed mental patients near Lynda’s home. Canvasses were conducted, and reports followed up. The police also vetted the records of the patients in the hospital, some of whom had perverse sexual backgrounds, but nothing came up. The effort was massive and the police were very confident that they would make an arrest quickly; but though there were many suspects, no arrests came.

One of the suspects was a man with a rather unusual name, Colin Pitchfork, a 25-year-old baker who lived in Little Thorpe, the town next to Narborough. When police called at his house in January, he was very nervous because he had stolen some home-improvement materials. But the police hadn’t shown up for that. They were just conducting routine canvassing about the murder.

Pitchfork was one of the people who didn’t have an alibi, but he did not become a suspect because he said he was minding his baby between the hours of 6:15 and 9:30 p.m. on the night of the murder, and investigators accepted that. How could he leave the baby at home, commit a murder, and then return to his babysitting chores?

The area where the murder had occurred, meanwhile, was in a state of fear, with villagers wondering if whoever had killed Lynda would strike again. As time went by and stretched into spring, the number of cops assigned to Lynda Mann’s murder decreased. Initially, there had been 150, but by April only eight cops were still actively investigating the case.

At Easter, the lead detective, Ian Counts, announced with tears in his eyes that the investigation was being shut down, and by August it was over completely. Police did have one thing: around 150 blood tests that had been given during the course of the investigation. But these were serology samples, not DNA, and none came close to exposing whoever the perpetrator was.

Psychic Help

At one point the Eastwood family, desperate to know who had murdered their daughter, hired a psychic, a fortyish woman on the frail side. She went into Lynda’s bedroom and tried to communicate psychometrically, a process whereby the psychic touches objects that the person who has “crossed over” has touched in the hopes that psychic communication can occur.


Jack the Ripper

Belief in “seers” or psychics goes back a long way. Victorians produced spiritualists (many of them bogus) who invited people into séances to communicate with the dead. In 1888, psychics got involved to some degree in the case known as the Whitechapel murders, the crimes of the man known as Jack the Ripper. In ten weeks, from the end of August into November, someone killed five prostitutes (two of them on a single night), slitting their throats and removing pieces of them to carry off. The murders stopped as quickly as they had begun, and Jack’s identity was never conclusively resolved. There were a handful of suspects, but no one was ever charged or convicted of any of these brutal crimes.

To try to discover who this killer might be or when he might strike again, spiritualists all over England held sittings, the details of which were sometimes revealed to the press. From his scars to his residence to his accomplices, spiritualists provided what information they could about the killer from their impressions. One man said that the Ripper was wearing a tweed suit and took the police to the home of a doctor who was subsequently hospitalized for mental illness, but no psychic provided information that conclusively solved the crimes.

Over a century later, Pamela Ball tried to contact the victims of the killer through channeling, in which a living person becomes a means through which the dead can speak. Calling her method “evidential mediumship,” she used several different means, including astrological charts of the victims, to contact someone with “inside” knowledge. She received feelings such as nausea and resignation, and images of several different men, which indicated that there may have been more than one killer. She tried contacting various suspects and came to the conclusion that most of the victims were killed because they knew political secrets.

None of this makes any difference to people who care about scientific evidence. With the passage of time, the contamination of crime scenes, and the lack of anything physical distinctly tied to the Ripper (not even letters, for certain), it’s unlikely that any suspect can be proven to be Jack. In fact, Ball asked the otherworldly forces if Jack’s identity would ever be known and received the answer, “No.” She tended to support the idea that a member of the royal family was involved, a sexy theory but not very tenable. None of her assertions gained via psychic impressions can be verified.

While contacting victims long after a crime has occurred can be a fascinating exercise, the psychics who actually get involved in an investigation provide a better means for showing their ability—or not.



To do this, the psychic held one of Lynda’s pieces of jewelry, a necklace, in her hand. The Eastwoods did not accompany the woman into the room but could hear her choking. Eventually, the psychic came out of the door and proclaimed, as reported in Wambaugh’s The Blooding: “He was a big, strapping man. He came up from behind.” In what was undoubtedly an attempt to make the Eastwoods feel better, the psychic said, “The afterlife is in a different plane. We all live on different planes, [some] of us in the worlds [as well as] others. This world is hell.”

“And where’s Lynda?” her mother asked.

“She’s in the other plane. It’s like being in a hospital there. She’ll continue living there much as she has here.” The psychic concluded by saying that “if he’s not caught within one year, he’ll do it again.”


Psychic Detectives

I remember being in Washington, home base of the FBI, while doing a story on child abductions. I asked two high-ranking agents of the Crimes Against Children unit what their attitude was about using psychics on cases, and neither of the agents said they believed in it. They would surely be in the majority of cops.

Of course, there have been some spectacular failures using psychics. One of the most famous was Peter Hurkos, a Dutch-born psychic detective. Boston police called him in to try to gain insight about the Boston Strangler, who had killed women there in 1962, 1963, and 1964. Police were under tremendous pressure by the media and the terrified public to solve the case. Hurkos was given complete access to the case but was not able to come up with anything.

On the other hand, psychic successes are reported all the time. Vernon Geberth—a hard-nosed investigator who is as down to earth as anyone could imagine—does not discount them out of hand. Indeed, I got the feeling that he believes in some of them. And I know that many cops believe in psychics and will say that they work.

I also did a book with a psychic named Jeffrey Wands. When I first met him and listened to him, I wasn’t that impressed. It struck me as illogical that someone could come out of the blue and know something about a case without any previous knowledge of what had been going on.

But during the time we worked on the book, I was surprised many times and even amazed at how accurate his predictions were. The first time I was impressed involved myself. The first day I interviewed him for the book, he came up to me after the session was over and said quite seriously, “Take care when you’re driving.”

“Why?”

“You have a problem with the brakes on your car.”

I nodded, but I didn’t believe him. My brakes were fine. The next morning, as I was driving somewhere—I forget where—I got on the Northern State Parkway, a big parkway running east and west across Long Island, where I live. Suddenly and totally without warning, all the brake lights on the car went on and the brakes failed. I was able to ease the car to a stop, and I don’t remember exactly what the problem was, but I can tell you that Jeffrey Wands had gotten my attention.

Over the years, I saw him predict a variety of things that simply had to come from his psychic ability. I have seen him be wrong, too. So my overall feeling is that I could never say that he didn’t have psychic ability.

A variety of events have occurred as psychics predicted that they would. No doubt the most famous—or infamous—was when psychic Jeane Dixon, who used to be featured in a variety of tabloids, predicted that President Kennedy would be assassinated. Apparently her insight never got to Kennedy.



While the investigation had slowed to a crawl, a scientist named Alec Jeffreys of Leicester University, which was a few miles from Narborough, had been working on how human genes evolve. He had a major project and also a small side project related to the muscle, in which he was noting how genes repeated themselves. Jeffreys’ work would soon prove pivotal in both Lynda Mann’s case and the case of another murdered teenager.

Jeffreys was not as interested initially in the minor project, but then he noticed how genes repeated themselves and how the genes of one individual varied from another, although members of the same family had the same genetic makeup. He immediately saw the importance of genes (DNA) in identifying individuals and ultimately would patent his finding.

A Perfect Family

The Ashworth family lived in a Georgian-style home in the town of Enderby, which was close to Narborough. Robin and Barbara Ashworth had two children, Dawn, a pretty fifteen-year-old, and Andrew, her tallish thirteen-year-old brother.

From the outside, the combination of the family, the spacious house and property they had, and the laid-back and emotionally close way they approached life seemed to be, as Barbara Ashworth described it, “perfect.”

After the school term ended in summer 1986, Dawn got a summer job in a news agent’s shop. Every night she would go out to the homes of friends in Narborough, and though her parents were worried a bit about her going out at night, she agreed to return to home by a certain hour. To get from Narborough to Enderby, Dawn would walk along a path between the two towns called Ten Pound Lane, or Green Path, because it was always so lushly overgrown with grass.

On this night, she was supposed to be home by 7:00 p.m. But soon it was 9:30, and her worried parents called the police at 9:40. Then, like Eddie Eastwood had, they started searching. At one point, Robin Ashworth wasn’t aware that he had just passed the body of his daughter lying on Ten Pound Lane in an area that had, in a stunning coincidence, just been mowed by Eddie Eastwood.

Body Discovered

On Saturday, July 22, a detective sergeant found a jacket with a pack of cigarettes in a pocket and a tube of lipstick. The finds galvanized the police into action, and before noon, an area with bushes and vegetation near the path was sealed off. That area concealed the body of Dawn Ashworth.

The body, like that of Lynda Mann, was covered with bruises, many of them made post mortem and from the damage of insects. She was naked from the waist down with underpants looped around her right ankle, but she still had her white pumps on. Her bra had been pulled down, exposing her small breasts, and a smear of blood traveled from her vagina across her left thigh.

Her body was covered with abrasions and cuts, not only from insects but from her body being dragged across sharp nettles to its final hiding place. She had been a virgin, but her vagina and anus had been forcefully penetrated. Like the Eastwoods, the Ashworths became victims of the homicide, not physically murdered but spiritually killed.

Eddie Eastwood, both a grieving father and a suspect, perhaps put it best. “I went to a pub in Enderby one day. I went into the back room and just let go. I realized how much we were all victims of the one that done it. I cried like a child, I did.”

Police, of course, having suffered the ignominy of not solving Lynda Mann’s murder, now had a new one to solve, and the pressure to clear it was, as cops say, quite intense. They interviewed hundreds of people, not only men with perverse sexual pasts, but ordinary people who might logically be suspect, such as mental patients, people who lived in the area of the murder, and people who someone had called in a tip about.

Meanwhile, parents started taking their young children to and from school, and it was announced that lights would be installed on the Black Pad for around $10,000. The police work yielded a number of viable suspects, but each time the cops failed to find the real killer.

The villages and surrounding areas where the two teenagers had been murdered were, of course, terrorized by the murders, but then something increased their fear. Word got out to newspaper reporters that the killer of the two girls was the same person. There was no proof, but that was the opinion of detectives. What that did, essentially, was to tell people that the killer was motivated by inner demons that lusted for blood, rather than these being two isolated incidents. That meant every young girl was at risk.

A Tip

Police were going wild trying to find a viable suspect, and then they got one. As usual, the lead came not from Sherlock Holmesian insight, but a tip from a civilian.

A young man who worked at Carlton Hayes Hospital had been on vacation, and when he returned, he spoke to his friend, a kitchen porter at the hospital, who had some stunning news for him: The body of a young girl named Dawn Ashworth had been found “in a hedge near a gate by the M1 bridge.”

When the young man went home, his father asked him where he had gotten the information because there was nothing about it on the “telly.” His son told him. That would have been twelve hours before the teenager’s body was discovered. The man’s account got back to the police, as well as someone saying that the porter had told another witness the same thing. This had been only a couple of hours before the press was told.

Cops descended on the young porter’s home near the Foxhunter Roundabout in Narborough to arrest him at five in the morning. What followed during his interrogation was a virtual one-man show: he denied guilt, admitted guilt, said he had met Dawn and seen a man hovering near them with a stick and assaulting her…and then denying he had done anything. He was a whirlwind of verbiage and eccentric behavior, and despite all that, he was charged with murder.

The impact on his parents was profound—neither of them could eat for days, and each started to take tranquilizers. Then, one day, the porter’s father said something to the police. “I got to thinking,” he is quoted as saying in The Blooding. “I’d read somewhere in the Reader’s Digest or saw on Tomorrow’s World about the DNA testing that the chappie in Leicester had discovered. I told my laddie’s solicitor to look into it.”

The lawyer later reported back that one of the chief detectives hadn’t heard of DNA testing but said he would check it out. Later, the police would claim that they hadn’t needed any prompting; they had checked it out on their own.

Ultimately, a semen sample from the body of Lynda Mann and blood from the kitchen porter were delivered to Alec Jeffreys at nearby Leicester University for the first DNA testing of human beings. Based on what he found, Jeffreys asked police for a sample of something from Dawn Ashworth. A week later, it was delivered, and then Jeffreys conducted his tests and called the police.

As described in The Blooding, the representative of Leicester Chief Superintendent David Baker listened to Jeffreys. “I have bad news and good news,” Jeffreys said. “Not only is your man innocent in the Mann case, but he isn’t even the man who killed Dawn Ashworth.”
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Alec Jeffreys, who pioneered the use of DNA.



The detective’s first response could not be repeated in polite company. Finally the detective said: “Give me the bleedin’ good news then!”

Jeffreys said, “You only have to catch one killer. The same man murdered both girls.”

Quickly, Baker and some detectives, cops, and forensic scientists went to Jeffreys’ lab where he explained how the lines on a screen he used, lines that resembled a bar code, identified the kitchen porter, Lynda Mann, and Dawn Ashworth—and the DNA of the teens’ killer.

The next day, Baker announced that, based on the DNA results, the kitchen porter was going to be released. On November 21, 1986, something highly significant happened: the kitchen porter went to court and became the first person in the world to be freed by genetic fingerprinting.


A Detective’s Best Friend

Now killers have something else to fear from crime fighters: a new database of dog DNA.

Indeed, in South London the value of dog DNA was well established during a clash between members of rival gangs. Twenty or so members of the O-Tray gang confronted a teenager, 16-year-old Christopher Ogunyemi, a member of an opposing gang, and he immediately started running, hoping to scale a fence to get away. But one of the opposing gang members, Chrisdian Johnson, had a dog with him, a mix of pit bull and mastiff named Tyson (presumably after Mike Tyson). Johnson sicced the dog on Ogunyemi, and the dog pulled him back to Johnson, who then stabbed him to death.

The dog was accidentally slashed during the attack, and when police investigated, they found a 600-yard trail of blood, as well as blood all over Johnson. The newly developed DNA dog technology allowed cops to prove that Johnson was at the attack site, because they found his dog’s blood at the site and on Johnson. It was the first time that dog DNA had been used to secure a conviction. Johnson had stabbed Ogunyemi six times. Two of the knife wounds sliced through his aorta and proved fatal.

Detectives said that it was the first time a dog had been used like this in a gang killing. Detective Chief Inspector Mick Norman, who led the investigation, said: “It was vitally important that we could put Johnson at the scene of the attack. We did not have excellent ID evidence.”

Authorities said that the new dog DNA database came online only two months before the murder, enabling statistical analysis to be given on samples for the first time, rather than just identification of the animal type.

Scientist Rob Ogden, PhD, and others at the University of Edinburgh set up the database, and it has resulted in a number of other cases being prosecuted. Ogden, a forensic animal DNA specialist, said: “It can involve dangerous dog offenses, but we also get cases where dogs naturally shed hairs.”



Later that day, the Leicester Constabulary held a news conference to explain how the 17-year-old porter had been freed and why. One of the newspapermen had the temerity to ask Baker when the police had first realized they had “committed a blunder.”


Notable Quotable

“You only have to catch one killer. The same man murdered both girls.”

—Alec Jeffreys



As Wambaugh described in The Blooding, Baker said, with a look that could have reactivated every chunk of DNA in the room, “The Leicester PD did not commit a blunder.” Baker said the kitchen porter had only been charged after he signed a confession. Of course, that still was a blunder because the police had arrested and treated the wrong person as if he was the killer.

At one point, as the police gained faith in DNA testing, they had an idea: Why not just draw blood samples from likely suspects—gathered from police background files—and see if any of them matched the genetic fingerprints of the killer as laid out by Jeffreys? The idea got the green light, and the police sent letters to likely suspects in the area, who then came to give blood samples. After a lack of success with hundreds of samples taken, the police had another idea: expand the search and give tests not only to natural suspects but also to all men in the right age range in surrounding communities.

They didn’t know it, but by going this route, the police had made someone feel like a cornered rat. He was the murderer, a man who had been questioned originally but from whom the cops had accepted an unproved alibi. They believed that he had been taking care of his baby during the three hours when Lynda Mann had been murdered. To have committed the crime, he would have had to leave the baby alone for three hours. And that is exactly what he did.

Colin Pitchfork was a baker who lived with his wife, Carole, and two children. He was always “chatting up” female coworkers and, in fact, had had an affair with one—a not particularly attractive woman nicknamed “Brown Eyes.” He had impregnated her, but the baby was stillborn.

Pitchfork’s Youth

When Pitchfork was growing up, his family was dominated by his mother. While his brother and sister were both achievers, Pitchfork was the black sheep of the family, a lowly baker. His wife also was domineering so Pitchfork may have had deep hostility toward women. That could easily have been transferred to anyone female, particularly defenseless females that Pitchfork could slaughter with little resistance.

Like other males in the area between the ages of seventeen and thirty-four, Pitchfork received a letter in January 1987 telling him to report to the Leicester PD for a blood test. Of course, the thought terrified him. He knew he could not give cops a sample of his blood. He decided that he had to send someone in his place to pose as him, so he approached a coworker and offered him 200 pounds. Pitchfork simply told the man that he did not want to have the police probing his past, which included “flashing” when he was young.

The worker told him no, so he tried someone else at the plant, who also said no. Meanwhile, his wife began hammering at him to go after he disregarded a second letter from police. Pitchfork told her he was afraid of them unearthing his past. She kept nagging him.

Then he asked someone else at the bakery, a shy young man named Ian Kelly. Kelly didn’t know Pitchfork that well, only that he was second in command. Kelly ultimately agreed. They inserted Kelly’s picture in Pitchfork’s passport, and one night Kelly went and had blood drawn. Pitchfork passed.

But in the summer of 1987, something happened at the Clarendon, a pub near Hampshires Bakery, that would change everything. Ian Kelly, the bakery manager, and a couple of other employees of the bakery were having a couple of pints, and the conversation got around to Colin Pitchfork. Eventually, in what Wambaugh calls an “unguarded moment,” Kelly let something drop. He said, “Colin had me take that blood test for him.”

The question followed: “What test?” One thing led to another, and the bakery manager, burdened with a guilty conscience, called the police. Kelly confessed that he had signed for Pitchfork, and detectives visited Pitchfork’s house on September 19, 1987. They arrested him. When Pitchfork wouldn’t deny the killings, his wife physically attacked him.

Pitchfork was given a DNA test that proved conclusively that he was the killer of the two teen girls. He was tried and convicted of their murders and sentenced to life imprisonment with a minimum of thirty years, but he appealed and his sentence was reduced to twenty-eight years. He will be eligible for parole in 2016. The likelihood of that is slim, even though Pitchfork educated himself in prison and is now an expert at “the transcription of printed music into Braille.”

He hasn’t said he is sorry for what he did for a simple reason: he isn’t.
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Colin Pitchfork, the first murderer caught with the use of DNA.




Forensic Science Marches On

No question that the investigation of murder and other serious crimes have been aided incalculably by advances in forensic science, which could collectively be described as a variety of sciences that help criminal investigators discover and evaluate evidence.

In his book, Coroner at Large, Thomas Noguchi, MD, former chief medical examiner for the County of Los Angeles, says that the founding father of forensics was Alphonse Bertillon, an obscure clerk in the Paris Prefecture of Police.

Born in 1853 and the son of a distinguished physician, Louis-Adolphe Bertillon, MD, young Bertillon was bad-tempered, snobbish, and pedantic. Expelled from several schools and fired from various jobs, he was, in all, an unlikely hero for the forensic profession. But, toiling in a remote and shabby corner of the prefecture, Bertillon could not help but notice the chaos in the police procedures.

The central problem was identifying criminals. Because the lawbreakers used aliases and disguises, the descriptions and primitive photographs in police card files were worthless. An escaped prisoner could be caught in a new felony, and the police would not even know he was the same man.

Bertillon devised two techniques to solve the problem. First, he standardized the photographic process, making certain that all pictures of criminals would be taken from exactly the same position and with the same lighting. Thus pictures could be compared with confidence later. He also insisted on one full-face and one profile photo, so that facial features could be better studied, a process still used in today’s mug shots.

He also devised something called anthropometry, which other scientists soon called “bertillonage.” He measured certain components of criminal bodies, such as the length and breadth of their heads, the lengths of their middle fingers, the lengths of their left feet, and so on. All of these measurements remained constant throughout the criminals’ adult lives. Bertillon calculated that the chance of two persons having the exact measurements of these several components was more than four million to one.

The system was adopted around the world but then replaced by the science of fingerprinting. William I. Herschel, a British colonial administrator in India began using thumbprints in the 1860s to verify signatures and to serve as signatures for people who were illiterate. Henry Faulds, MD, a Scottish physician in Tokyo, published a paper in a journal in 1880 saying that fingerprints could be used to identify criminals. He later was one of the first to use the technique, eliminating an innocent burglary suspect.

Francis Galton, a cousin of Charles Darwin, conceived a technique of discerning four patterns, based on a triangular figure called the delta, which appeared on almost every fingertip. Galton classified fingerprints as to whether they contained no triangle, a triangle on the right or left, or several triangles. He published the first comprehensive book about solving crimes with fingerprints in 1892. With modification, his technique is still in use today.

Bertillon made another addition to forensics by building the world’s first criminalities laboratory as a part of the French Sûreté Nationale.

The Autopsy

Another great tool in criminal investigation was the autopsy, which was first performed in the sixteenth century in Italy. As the decades and centuries went by, the autopsy became more and more sophisticated in determining the cause of death.

In 1901, a German professor named Paul Uhlenhuth made a remarkable contribution to forensic science: the identification of blood from analysis of bloodstains. Uhlenhuth found that the blood serum (the watery component of the blood) could be used to distinguish between human and animal blood by the way it reacted to a sample of each type of blood in laboratory tests.

In 1897, Paul Brouardel, MD, a French pathologist, published the first major study that distinguished deaths by hanging from those by choking or manual strangulation. In 1925, New Zealander Sydney Smith, MD, published the Textbook of Forensic Medicine, which covered every aspect of forensic medicine. In 1889, Professor Alexandre Lacassagne, a Frenchman, developed a method of analysis using markings on a bullet to identify the gun it came from.

Scientists had always wanted to be able to identify poison in the body. A Scottish chemist named James Marsh mixed sulfuric acid with arsenic, producing a hydrogen gas containing arsenic elements. This gas was ignited as it left the mouth of a test tube while Marsh held a dish above it. The black deposit created on the dish was pure arsenic. When Marsh placed tissues in his tube in which arsenic was invisible, the arsenic became visible. Toxicology could thereafter detect the presence of the poison in the body of a victim.

DNA

There were other breakthroughs in forensics, but DNA was as huge as any, on a par with the greatest breakthroughs ever, and it has undoubtedly given investigators a powerful tool.

DNA is short for deoxyribonucleic acid, a nucleic acid found in every cell in the body that carries the genetic codes that control the function and structure of every component of the body. DNA technology is to crime investigation what the airplane was to travel: It has revolutionized it. When analyzed, DNA varies absolutely from one individual to the next. In a sense, it’s like a genetic fingerprint. These genetic fingerprints are in every cell of the body and are therefore contained in blood, semen, and other material found at crime scenes. All that the “genetic engineer” needs to do is compare the DNA of the substance found with that of a suspect.

The accuracy of DNA testing is mind-boggling—almost 100 percent. It is widely accepted by law-enforcement agencies, as noted earlier in this chapter. DNA has figured in innumerable sensational convictions and acquittals. Even if a DNA sample such as blood or semen is old, its genetic makeup can be discovered. Many convictions have been overturned because of DNA analysis. Gates have opened for people who had been in prison for more than ten years when a DNA analysis of evidence buried in a property room proved them innocent. Although the science is unimpeachable, attacks are often made on the experts who interpret the DNA analysis.

This book is mostly about cases that baffled police, and cold cases are almost always baffling. If these cases are solved, DNA often plays a role. Still, as these stories show, plenty of good detective work usually plays an important role.
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In June 1976, I was embarking on a thrilling new project, my first novel. The subject, of course, was murder. I figured that if I wanted to learn about homicide, I should talk to the investigators in the homicide squad in Suffolk County, where my story was set.

In mid-June, having applied for and gotten permission to do just that, I was ushered into the office of Lt. Tom Richmond, the homicide squad commander. A private, powder-blue, two-story home had been converted into the squad’s temporary headquarters while the regular quarters were under construction.

Richmond was a warm, garrulous man with a funeral business on the side, and he answered my questions willingly and well. Indeed, I was thrilled when he told me things like, “The body speaks to you.” I could see such utterances enlivening and adding credibility to my novel.

After around forty-five minutes, I left the office and headed for my car. Little did I know that as I did, a detective with a high-powered, long-distance camera was taking multiple pictures of me. The reason, I was to find out, was that police everywhere know that killers like playing with fire and often contact police in some way after a murder. For example, Edmund Kemper, the notorious serial killer from the West Coast, would go to a bar called the Jury Room in Santa Cruz, California, where the cops who were investigating the murders he had committed hung out.

A week before I showed up at the Suffolk County homicide squad, the body of a 13-year-old girl named Katherine Woods had been found in Huntington. I was aware of that because the story was splashed all over the newspapers, but at the time I had no active interest in it for my book. As it happened, I immediately and routinely became a “person of interest” in Katherine’s case.

A Day with Jimmy

After my visit, one of the Suffolk County homicide detectives invited me to accompany him on his rounds the next day. Jimmy Pavese was a burly, cigar-inhaling guy who was as tough as cops come. I thought he was just being nice and trying to help me get the research I needed to write my book. Jimmy also supplemented my crash course in homicide by giving me Manner of Death, a book written by medical examiner Howard Adelman that showed all kinds of people who had left this life violently, and all in living color.

The next day was old hat for him but not for me. I got to view a young, deceased guy who had already been autopsied on a stainless-steel gurney in the morgue and, therefore, saw for the first time the characteristic Y-shaped incision on a victim’s chest. This guy had been murdered by the Mafia, and I was astonished to see only a tiny hole from a .22 bullet in his head. Unfortunately, I was still there when the dead man’s wife or girlfriend came in and started screaming hysterically.

Two things got to me that day. One was Jimmy’s cynicism. At the end of the day, when we had stopped for a few beers, he commented offhandedly that “people stink, Tommy.”

And the other was what real homicide is all about. It’s a horror, a far cry from the sanitized material presented on TV or in the movies.

Another Kindness

A couple of days later, I got another pleasant surprise. Jimmy knocked unexpectedly on my door and asked if I wanted to go to the crime scene of the Kathy Woods case. I was out the door in a flash.

As we drove to the scene, I recalled what I knew about the case from the newspapers. Kathy Woods was from Italy and had been adopted by Thomas Woods and his wife, Marian, as were four other kids: Jill (Kathy’s biological sister), Steven, Thomas, and Merrie.

Kathy attended Burr Hill Elementary School. On June 2, a Wednesday, she had gone to a big playground after school with friends and then had left to go home. She never got there and was reported missing by the Woods family.

On the following Saturday morning, her body was found by a family of bikers in woods adjacent to Sweet Hollow Road in Huntington, about five or six miles from her posh home in the upscale community of Dix Hills.

Because they were looking for a thirteen-year-old girl, cops didn’t know at first that this was Kathy’s body. The person they found looked like a spectacularly curvaceous woman in her early twenties. Indeed, I found out later that a number of cops came from other precincts in the county just to view the body.

Trip down Sweet Hollow

Sweet Hollow was a very narrow road that was relatively primitive for being in the middle of the bustling town of Huntington. The road was partly paved and partly packed dirt. It was flanked by heavy woods, and later, after traveling it many times, I learned that the road was in perpetual shadow because the tops of trees from both sides of the road interlaced and blocked the sun. Much later, it became a mecca for ghost hunters because at night it was very spooky.

Before we started rolling down it, Jimmy pointed out the window and said, “Look, there are metal medallions on the light poles in the woods. We’re looking for the LILCO (Long Island Lighting Company) pole numbered 62, which is near where she was found. Why don’t I look on my side and you look on yours?”

We did that, and as we did, Jimmy started to ask me questions about the murder, things like how I would’ve handled it if it were me. I found the questions quite complimentary.

“One thing I wouldn’t do is murder her in these woods,” I said. “There are only a few houses along the road, but certainly she would scream and be heard by someone. I think she was killed somewhere else and her body dumped here.”

LILCO Pole 62 Missing

For some reason, we couldn’t find LILCO Pole 62. After a half hour, Jimmy suggested we quit and go to one of his favorite places, the nearest bar.

As we sipped beers, Jimmy remained quiet until he suddenly said, “I hope you don’t think I was trying to refamiliarize you with the scene.”

It took me a moment to understand what he was getting at. He would have loved for me to give him a fact I shouldn’t know, such as the location of well-hidden LILCO Pole 62.

I was still a person of interest.

Once he was convinced I was not involved in Kathy’ murder, I got to be friends with Jimmy and he really let me inside the case, though, of course, not all the way inside. He told me Kathy’s throat had been cut and she had been stabbed in the back. There were bruises on her face but she died of asphyxiation. A gag the killer shoved down her throat had choked her to death.

And she had been hog-tied with cord made of yellow polypropylene. The cords were tight and interconnected to her neck, so if she moved, she would choke.

But undoubtedly the worst detail was that cops speculated—since time of death is so difficult to prove—that the killer had kept her alive for at least three days, sexually and physically assaulting her the entire time. She definitely was not murdered on Sweet Hollow. They called it a crime scene, but it was just the place where the body had been dumped. Kathy had been tortured and killed somewhere else. She had been a little girl, and I found the details of her abduction and death almost unbearable to think about.

Gradually I became more and more emotionally involved in the case—having two daughters about Kathy’s age added to my involvement—and I thought of ways I might help Jimmy on the investigation.

I had a freelance gig as the editor-in-chief of Caper and Escapade, two unremarkable girlie magazines, and I knew a bondage expert who I thought might be able to help us. Jack Jackson ran a photo studio in Manhattan and would occasionally shoot photos of nude models for use in Caper and Escapade. But Jackson was also head of the Eulenspiegel Society, a bondage and domination club.

Jack liked me, I knew, and of course he made money off me for the photos he took. One day, after clearing it with Jimmy Pavese, I told Jack about the murder of Kathy Woods and how he might be able to help by giving us his feedback on how Kathy was tied.

He agreed to do it, and on a weekday morning a few days later, I was riding in a police car with two detectives. Pete was driving, and sitting next to me in the back was Richie Reck, who I would become friendly with.

As we drove, Richie handed me a sheaf of eight-by-ten color photos that I had never seen. They all showed how Kathy had been tied up when they found her.

I leafed through the photos, and they were appalling. She was lying on her belly on a stainless-steel gurney in the morgue with her black hair mussed and her dark, dead eyes open, fixed, and dilated. I could instantly see from the way she was tied that if she moved at all, she would choke herself.

We met with Jackson at about ten thirty and went into a local bar and ordered beers.

Examining the Pictures

Richie Reck handed Jackson the photos, and he leafed through them one by one. His brow wrinkled and his face became very serious. He was disturbed.

He went through all the photos and then said something I will never forget.

“We [the Eulenspiegel Society] play games,” he said. “This is the work of a psycho.”

We finished our beers, but before we left, the cops tried something that was not part of the original plan for Jackson, and it really pissed me off. They wanted access to his file listing all of the Eulenspiegel members. I told them that was not part of the deal, and Jackson categorically refused to do it.

In the car on the way home, Richie Reck said to me, “Tom, if we thought he had anything to do with the death, we would have arrested him on the spot.”

I had been naïve. Cops are cops, and the only thing that matters to them is collaring the perp.

My Own Investigation

Over the next couple of months, my wife, Catherine, who had also become emotionally involved in the case, and I tried to investigate it ourselves. We drove by Kathy’s house, and followed the two routes that cops theorized the murderer might have traveled to her home—either hitchhiking on Caledonia Road which would only take a couple of minutes, or using a shortcut through the woods off Arbor Road. We drove endlessly up and down Sweet Hollow Road and many other places.

We were by no means Holmes and Watson, but some things were easy to deduce. For example, the killer had to be a local because only a local would be likely to know the existence of a road that was such a perfect place to dump a body at night. Anyone could stop a car at the wide part of Sweet Hollow Road and then walk quickly into the woods and dump the body. The killed would have had ample time to hide if he or she saw the lights of a vehicle—which would be at least a half a mile away—approaching.

The Case Goes Cold

Eventually, the case went cold, and things went terrible for the Woods family. Thomas Woods was diabetic and he started to abuse his body, taking up smoking and drinking. He died at the age of sixty-one. Kathy’s sister, Jill, ran away from home and, for three years after the murder, was in a number of different foster homes. The other kids, who were older, left as well. Kathy’s mother, Marian, invested her insurance money in a religious articles shop in Florida but eventually went bankrupt.

The oldest sister, Merrie, summed up what happened to her family very well: “He just killed us all.”

The case stayed cold for sixteen years, when suddenly it came back. It all started late one Friday night, August 2, 1991, in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, once famous for its steel. A small, dark-haired woman who must remain anonymous—let’s call her Dorothy—left her parents’ home in Northampton, where she lived, and drove her white Chevy Nova to the Ramada Inn on MacArthur Road in Whitehall to pick up her best friend, Kelly, who worked there. Then they drove to Mickey’s, a small neighborhood bar favored by young people for its cheap beer and loose dress code.

They had a few drinks, listened to songs on the jukebox, and stayed until the bar closed at 2 a.m. Then they drove to Perkins Restaurant, a pancake house. Dorothy called her parents from there and told them that she would be home after she and Kelly left the restaurant.

The young woman drove Kelly back to the Ramada Inn so she could pick up her car, and then they planned to follow each other home.

As she waited for Kelly to drive up in her car, Dorothy lit a cigarette and listened to the radio. Then, the passenger door was wrenched open abruptly, and a wild-eyed, black-haired man got into the car. In his hand he held a wicked-looking, two-inch folding knife. “Do you know what this is?” he asked. Dorothy nodded, terrified.

He pushed and pulled her into the backseat, out of sight, and warned her to stay as she was. Then he got behind the wheel and drove the terrified young woman for ten minutes to a large old house on a street with a constant flow of traffic. He went around to the back of the house where there was another door.

After parking in a small gravel parking lot, he grabbed Dorothy and pulled her roughly from the backseat. With one arm wrapped around her neck, he pulled her along the back path into the house. Once inside, he continued to pull her upstairs past a photograph of himself and a little girl, who was likely his daughter, hanging on the wall.

Through her terror, Dorothy was puzzled.

“I couldn’t imagine him having a little girl and doing this,” she said later.

He took Dorothy into his bedroom, threw her down on a futon on the floor, and pulled her clothing off until she was naked. Then he tied her up and assaulted her sexually.

But there was a problem. He couldn’t complete the sex act and stopped.

Dorothy begged him to let her go.

“No,” he said, “you’ll talk. I have to think.”

He carried her to the basement and placed her on a small throw rug. Then he wrapped a cord around her neck and stuck a gag in her mouth. She spit it out right away, screaming and crying. Then she cleverly asked him to loosen the ropes because their tightness was cutting off her circulation.

He complied, but he didn’t notice that Dorothy had stuck her finger in one of the knots to make it looser.

When he’d finished tying her again, he turned off all the lights in the basement, leaving Dorothy in total darkness, and went upstairs. Dorothy saw her chance. Because of her finger in the knot, she was able to get loose and untie herself. Then, alone and naked, she thought about how she could get out. Was he still upstairs? Would he hear her and come cascading down the stairs?

She listened but could hear nothing. She knew she had to take a life-or-death chance. She found the light cord and turned on the lights. Still no sound from above.

Scanning the basement, she spotted a window high up on the foundation. Dorothy knew that as small as she was, she would not be able to reach it. But she saw a board sticking out of the foundation beneath a window and stepped up on it so she could get to the window, which she was able to open, and then push out a screen.

She crawled through the window and, still nude, raced toward the street and ran out into it, hoping that the monster who had abducted her would not show up.

In most cases, people don’t want to get involved in someone else’s trouble, and drivers seeing a nude woman suddenly bursting into the street might not stop. But she got very lucky. A man in a truck stopped and picked her up, and she hysterically blurted out what had happened to her. As they drove toward police headquarters, they spotted a cop and Dorothy repeated the horrific story for him.

Cops Invade the House

Before long, the cops were on their way back to the house, which they discovered belonged to Steven Impellizzeri, an upstanding member of the community who was very involved in ecological matters.

But when they arrived, he wasn’t there—and neither was Dorothy’s white Nova. Apparently, Impellizzeri had driven it away, presumably as the first step in covering his tracks. He fully intended to murder Dorothy.

At the house, investigators found bloody sheets in Impellizzeri’s bedroom, blood in the basement, and a collection of porn. And outside, lying in the grass, was a bracelet Dorothy had worn and that had been pulled off as he wrestled her into the house.

Police started to track him down. They called his mother’s house in Smithtown, Long Island (about seven miles from where Kathy Woods’ body had been found), and got him on the phone.

The sheriff urged Impellizzeri to come back to Pennsylvania, and he did by 7 p.m. He was immediately brought before a judge and sent to jail with bail set at $500,000, which he was unable to raise.

The news of the charges and Impellizzeri’s arrest was a shocker to a lot of people, including those who worked with him in the environmental group. After a vote, he was immediately suspended from the board.

“It was shocking,” said one person close to the scene. “Steve used to talk about plants as if they were people that you shouldn’t hurt. That he could do something like this was really shocking.”

But at least one person had long sensed that Impellizzeri had the ability to savage females.

Delvin Powell first encountered Impellizzeri during a case of domestic abuse against his wife in 1989. Powell, a sex-crimes investigator with the state police in Bethlehem, had been struck by Impellizzeri’s weirdness and savagery. Impellizzeri had slashed his wife’s tires and loosened the lug nuts, and Powell could easily see that Impellizzeri was dangerous.

So Powell kept tabs on him. “I didn’t think it would be the last time we would hear from him,” the investigator said.

Any Other Victims?

After Impellizzeri’s arrest for assaulting Dorothy, Powell queried police in towns where Impellizzeri had lived. Powell was looking for unsolved rape-murders that matched the methods Impellizzeri had used against Dorothy—anal intercourse, trying to stuff a gag down her throat, and above all, the specific way he tied her up.

One department responded—Suffolk County. Cops there gave Pennsylvania investigators the case info on Kathy Woods. Later, Jacquelyn Paradis, the Lehigh County assistant district attorney who prosecuted Impellizzeri, said, “There are many striking similarities between what happened to my victim and that other victim (Kathy Woods), particularly the way she was tied and the way she was sexually abused.”

Impellizzeri’s defense was that Dorothy and he had been having consensual sex, and then she changed her mind.

One bone of contention was that Dorothy was so small that she could not possibly have gotten up to the basement window by herself. She was short and weighed only one hundred pounds.

But ADA Paradis had a petite secretary from her office try to climb out the same basement window and she succeeded. The secretary’s ability to get out of the basement was videotaped, and the judge allowed the tape as evidence, over the strong objections of defense counsel.

Impellizzeri was convicted of fourteen assorted counts of rape and robbery. On March 3, 1994, the judge sentenced him to twenty to forty years in jail.

The defense filed an appeal and seemed to have a good shot. Two of the jurors said they had read news accounts of the attack and wondered if they could be objective. The defense argued that the judge should not have allowed them to sit on the jury. The appeals court said that while that could have been counted as a mistake, the two jurors also had said that they thought they could be objective and that was good enough. Impellizzeri’s conviction was affirmed.

He is still doing time as this is being written.

But there is a problem. Police are concerned that if he gets out on parole, someone else will be at risk. Deep in my heart, I know you can bet on that. My suspicions are based not only on the cops being suspicious of him, but on the similarity in the crimes: the assault on the young woman in Whitehall and the murder of Kathy Woods. Both were sodomized, both were tied, both had a knife used against them, both victims were petite, and both had a gag inserted in their mouths.

My feelings toward him are simple. I hate the bastard—hate him for taking this young girl’s life, hate him for what he put her through. He must not ever be allowed to leave prison.
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In fall 1982, Chicagoland was shocked when multiple victims died after consuming Extra Strength Tylenol capsules that had been laced with the poison potassium cyanide. The first victim to die was 12-year-old Mary Kellerman of Elk Grove Village, Illinois. Adam Janus of Arlington Heights, Illinois, grew ill after taking pills and died in a hospital soon after. While mourning Adam’s death, his brother Stanley and sister-in-law Theresa died as well. They had consumed pills from the same poisoned bottle.

When three additional victims all had died in a similar fashion, investigators put together the Tylenol connection. Police and city officials spread urgent warnings throughout the Chicago area, broadcasting on radio and TV as well as delivering warnings in surrounding suburbs.

Enter the FBI

Once the poisoned Tylenol was discovered, the FBI entered the case and started an intensive investigation. They discovered that while a number of Tylenol bottles had been tampered with, the bottles had been manufactured at different factories. Instead of tampering with the capsules when they were manufactured and packaged, as investigators had first thought, the psychopath had bought Tylenol bottles from multiple grocery stores and pharmacies, added poison to the capsules, and then placed the bottles back on the shelf. As the investigation continued, another three tainted Tylenol bottles were discovered.

Johnson & Johnson, the parent company of McNeil Consumer Products, the manufacturer of Tylenol, blared warnings to hospitals and distributors, brought Tylenol production to a halt, and issued a nationwide recall of Tylenol products; a big job because more than 30 million bottles were out there. Of course, the company warned people not to ingest any Tylenol or other products that contained acetaminophen.

After continued investigation, officials learned that only gel capsules had been poisoned. Solid pills were safe so Johnson & Johnson soon was offering bottles of solid pills in exchange for capsules that were turned in.


Mini Mystery: Psychopath

No question that Stella Nickell has had a tough life. She grew up in a poor family in the Pacific Northwest, and at sixteen, when most girls are thinking about next year’s prom or their new boyfriend, Stella got pregnant and gave birth to a daughter. Over the next dozen years she married and had a second daughter, but her marriage went down in flames.

Then life seemed to take an upswing. At thirty-two, she fell for Bruce Nickell, and they were wed in 1976. Ten years later, on a balmy June evening, Bruce got home from work, told Stella he had a headache, and took four Excedrins. He took a short stroll out on the deck, and then he collapsed.

Stella called 911. When the EMTs arrived, they saw Bruce was in bad shape and got him to a helicopter where he was airlifted to a Seattle hospital. The diagnosis was emphysema, a condition that makes breathing difficult and enlarges the heart.

Wrong Diagnosis!

When Bruce died, Stella said that emphysema didn’t make sense as a diagnosis. It must have been something else.

Then Stella heard about the case of Sue Snow, a bank manager. Snow had died of poisoning, in fact, from cyanide-laced Excedrin. Stella alerted the police, who realized that Bruce Nickell had also taken Excedrin and probably had been poisoned. Cops immediately focused their investigative attention on Sue’s husband, Paul Webking, but he passed a polygraph test.

Then something happened that turned their suspicion toward Stella. She showed them two bottles of Excedrin she had bought, and both were tainted with cyanide. Cops had found only five tainted bottles of Excedrin anywhere, so the idea of her having two of them seemed highly unlikely.

The question was: Why should she prefer to have Bruce die of poisoning rather than emphysema? Because Bruce’s insurance policy would pay an extra $100,000 for an accidental death, including from poisoning.

“I think that she probably killed Bruce and expected them to find out that he died from cyanide poisoning,” said Detective Mike Dunbar. Investigators in Seattle say her plan was foiled when Bruce was diagnosed as having died from natural causes, so she spiked three more bottles and put them on store shelves. Then, when bank manager Snow died of cyanide poisoning, Stella could step forward and say, “See. Look at what happened to her and Bruce.”

But Stella forgot one thing. The FBI found green crystals in the cyanide that turned out to be algae destroyer used to kill algae in a fish tank. Stella had an aquarium but said she never used algae destroyer. However, a local fish-store manager, Tom Noonan, says she did.

She likely mixed the algae crystals in a bowl but forgot to clean it completely before she mixed cyanide in it.

A year and a half after her husband and Snow died, Stella went on trial. A surprise witness against her was her own daughter, who said she had heard her mother talking about murdering her father.

The jury found Stella guilty, and the judge sentenced her to ninety years in jail. One of the assistant district attorneys suggested that it would not be a “good idea to get a headache around her and ask for an aspirin.”



Suspects

The police uncovered a number of suspects in the course of investigation. James W. Lewis sent Johnson & Johnson a letter asking for $1 million. In exchange, he said he would stop poisoning bottles. However, investigators never came up with enough evidence to pin him to the crimes. He was convicted of extortion instead and spent thirteen years in prison, released on parole in 1995. One TV station reported that police considered him guilty of the crimes but couldn’t prosecute him because they didn’t have enough evidence. Lewis continues to deny responsibility for the poisonings.

Another suspect, Roger Arnold, was cleared but suffered a nervous breakdown during the process. Another tragedy ensued out of Arnold’s belief that he had been turned in by a bartender named Marty Sinclair. In 1983 he shot and killed a man whom he mistook for Sinclair. Arnold was convicted in January 1984 and served fifteen years of a thirty-year sentence.

Another suspect was Laurie Dann, who shot and poisoned people in May 1988 in and around Winnetka, Illinois, but no direct connection was found.


Real-Life Drama

Author Agatha Christie used thallium as a murder weapon in her 1961 novel The Pale Horse. Each victim in the novel suffered hair loss, which was a clue to discovering the type of murder. Her novel is credited with saving at least a few lives after readers recognized the symptoms of thallium poisoning that her novel describes.



High Marks

The media gave Johnson & Johnson kudos for the way the company handled the Tylenol murders. The Washington Post said, “Johnson & Johnson has effectively demonstrated how a major business ought to handle a disaster.” The article complimented the company for its honesty and for establishing good relations with the Chicago police, the FBI, and the Food and Drug Administration. Tylenol sales plunged in the aftermath but managed to rebound within a year.

A horrific event like this always brings its share of copycat psychos out of the woodwork, and a number of similar attacks occurred in the years after. Murder was involved in three Excedrin attacks, and fear of attacks brought one product, Encaprin, to an end. Additionally, the problem led the pharmaceutical industry to move away from capsules, and the FDA established stricter packaging requirements.


Copycat Killers

Years ago, I remember hearing about a guy who went berserk in a school and started shooting whoever he could. The police came and finally were able to put him down, but a few days later, a similar school shooting occurred, and a day or so after that, another.

When I looked through some records, I got a surprise. Violent acts like these tend to occur in threes, and the criminal act doesn’t necessarily have to be a school shooting. It can be one of a wide variety of acts, all violent.

I have a theory about why violent copycat behavior like this occurs. That is, other people filled with angst and rage are looking for a solution to their problems, just as the first person who went berserk in a school was. These people see the first person’s solution, which answers their need for violence, so they simply copy it.



Twenty-five years after the killings, in January 2009, investigators reviewed the Chicago Tylenol murder case. They had received numerous tips leading up to the anniversary. In a written statement, the FBI explained:


This review was prompted, in part, by the recent twenty-fifth anniversary of this crime and the resulting publicity. Further, given the many recent advances in forensic technology, it was only natural that a second look be taken at the case and recovered evidence.



In January 2010, both James W. Lewis and his wife submitted DNA samples and fingerprints to authorities. Lewis stated, “If the FBI plays it fair, I have nothing to worry about.”

Who Am I?


	Whenever I came on staff in a hospital, the cold-case count—dead bodies—mysteriously went up, baffling authorities.

	I had a terrible relationship with my father. When he died in 1982, my mother gave me a book of his that bulged with all kinds of horrific stories involving violence and death. It pleased me greatly, and for the first time I thought my father wasn’t such a bad guy.

	The book inspired me to collect more ghoulish stories and photos, and when one of my father’s colleagues commented, I said, “If I’m ever accused of murder, this will prove I’m mentally unstable.”

	I went to medical school and did well when I graduated. Someone asked me why I loved the idea of being a doctor, and I said, “It gives me the opportunity to come out of the emergency room with a hard-on and tell some parents that their kid had just died.”

	On another occasion I gave a woman medication to increase her blood pressure and then had trouble getting her elderly mother out of the room. After her daughter died, it gave me great pleasure to tell the mother, “She’s dead now. You can go look at her.”

	I’ve always liked to read detective novels. And I liked making up stories for the various girlfriends I had. They though my stories were sick and sordid, which is exactly why I liked telling them.

	I also loved Jim Jones, the religious leader who made his congregation drink poisoned Kool-Aid.

	I once described a fantasy I had that went like this: “Picture a school bus crammed with kids smashing head on with a trailer truck loaded with gasoline. We’re summoned. We get there in a jiffy, just as another gasoline truck rams the bus. Up in flames it goes. Kids are hurled through the air everywhere, on telephone poles, on the street, especially along an old barbed-wire fence along the road. All burning.”

	I worked in a VA hospital where author Tom Philbin used to be treated.



Answer: I am Dr. Michael Swango, a so-called angel of death who worked in a variety of hospitals. When I wasn’t treating people, I was murdering them.


Poison, a Cold Case’s Best Friend

Murderers, particularly female murderers, favor poison as a means of killing their victims. In some cases, the poison is not detected, either because of a lack of lab expertise or because the body is cremated before it can be examined. In those situations, the cases go cold and never will be solved.

The following are some frequently used poisons.


	Arsenic. This tasteless, liquid-soluble solid can be added easily to and dissolved in liquid. Its popularity goes back to Roman times and perhaps even earlier. Arsenic is a by-product of lead and copper and became popular in the 1800s in Italy where it was known, almost comically, as “inheritance powder.” It later was used on flypaper and in controlling various rodents and weeds. From there, it became popular as a murder weapon.

	Atropine, also known as belladonna, is taken from the juice of the berries of the nightshade bush. It was a favored poison in medieval Europe. It causes flu-like symptoms, so if someone died, the assumption could be that the death was because of a disease. It also is taken in small amounts for its hallucinogenic qualities.

	Strychnine is extracted from the seeds of a Southeast Asian tree called the nux vomica, which was actually used by doctors as a tonic to help people who were convalescing. In large doses, it is a good poison for rats and other animals. While strychnine is not a well-known murder device, it is easily available and may have been a killer in murders that were never identified as such.

	Cyanide. Years ago, a contract killer named Richard Kuklinski used cyanide to kill people, but not by dropping it into food or drink. Rather, he sprayed victims in the face with it. Cyanide is the fastest acting of all poisons and can kill within minutes. Cyanide was used in the Tylenol and Excedrin murders, as detailed earlier in this chapter. It also was the poison the Nazis used to gas people in concentration camps.

	Thallium. This was the poison of choice years ago. It is water soluble and its effect takes a couple of days, so killing someone with thallium may make it seem like the cause of death was something else. Thallium is frequently used by professional spies.
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Across the pages of history, a variety of criminal cases have remained bafflingly cold. The following is a lineup of unsolved cases that intrigue me. Having said that, I know a solution could be found for any of them at any time. As Suffolk County homicide detective Jimmy Pavese once said about such cases, “They’re all simple once you know the answers.”

Leo Burt

Forty years ago—on August 24, 1970—Leo Burt and three other young men protesting the Vietnam War carried out a predawn bomb attack at the University of Wisconsin–Madison that would stand as the largest act of domestic terrorism in U.S. history until the Oklahoma City bombing twenty-five years later.
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Leo Burt has been on the run for decades.



The three accomplices were eventually arrested and served time in prison for the bombing of Sterling Hall, which caused significant damage and the death of a physics researcher. But Burt—twenty-two at the time and an aspiring journalist—has been on the run ever since.

Kent Miller was one of several FBI agents to lead the hunt for Burt over the years. Miller says that the Bureau has run down hundreds of tips around the world—everything from Burt reportedly being homeless in Denver to working at a Costa Rican resort. But the fugitive has somehow managed to elude capture, leading some to believe he is dead.

Miller spent thirty-six years with the Bureau and is now a deputy coroner in Madison. He thinks Burt may still be alive. “If so, I don’t think he’s living in the United States. And if he is alive,” Miller added, “he’s got to be worried every day that he’s going to slip up and get caught. That’s no way to live.”

Special Agent Kevin Cassidy has been in charge of the FBI investigation for the past three years. “Even after four decades,” he said, “we cover every credible lead that comes in.” Despite the passage of time, agents in the field are happy to help. “If we ever catch him,” Cassidy said, “it will be due to the hundreds of agents who have been so diligent in their efforts.”

Cassidy prefers not to speculate about Burt being alive or dead. “Until I know for sure,” he said, “we will pursue him. This was the largest truck bombing in the country’s history at the time. It did millions of dollars worth of damage, and Burt killed someone. He needs to be held responsible for that.”

Lizzie Borden

Andrew Jackson Borden and Abby Durfee Borden, father and stepmother of Lizzie Borden, were both killed in their family house in Fall River, Massachusetts, on the morning of August 4, 1892, by blows from a hatchet. In the case of Andrew Borden, the blows not only crushed his skull but cleanly split his left eyeball.

Lizzie was later charged and arrested for the murders because she and a maid were the only other ones in the house at the time of the killings. However, she was acquitted by a jury, apparently leaving the murderer at large. Still today, if you asked crime fans if she was guilty of the crime, most would think that she was.

Elizabeth Short

This is one of the most famous murder cases of all time. On January 15, 1947, the body of a 22-year-old woman, Elizabeth Short, was found in Limier Park, a section of Los Angeles. The body had been bound and cut into pieces, and then the parts had been rearranged. The case was fodder for a number of films and books, including the author’s favorite, The Black Dahlia, which had an intelligent and witty script by John Gregory Dunne and starred Robert Duvall.

Marilyn Sheppard

One of the most infamous cold-case murders of the twentieth century occurred on July 4, 1954. Marilyn Reese Sheppard was the pregnant wife of orthopedic surgeon Sam Sheppard. She had been beaten to death with a blunt object and was found in her bed with blood spattered everywhere and her face a red mask of blood and destroyed tissue.

Her husband was convicted of killing her, but the conviction was overturned by a higher court and he was acquitted during the next trial. Sheppard claimed that his wife was killed by a mysterious, bushy-haired intruder. Their young son was asleep in a nearby room down the hall that night, but he did not hear anything. As an adult, Sam Reese Sheppard has struggled for years to try to clear his father’s name. Attorney F. Lee Bailey defended Sheppard in the second trial and became famous. Bailey brought in a blood-spatter expert named Paul Kirk whose testimony was pivotal in winning Sheppard a second acquittal.

Zodiac Killer

The seemingly random brutal murders of five people in California’s Bay Area in 1968 and 1969, and a series of taunting, cryptic notes sent by their killer, terrorized Northern California for years. The self-proclaimed “Zodiac Killer” sent local newspapers a three-part coded message explaining his motive for the killings in 1969 and, in a separate letter to the editor, suggested that his identity was buried within an elaborate cipher message. The decoded message did indeed reveal the killer’s twisted motive, but his identity remains a mystery.

The unsolved nature of the murders and the Zodiac Killer’s elaborate methods of communicating with the public and his pursuers still capture the imaginations of screenwriters, authors, true-crime buffs, forensic scientists, and, of course, law enforcement.

The murders did not fall under federal jurisdiction, so the FBI never opened an investigation. But a glance through the FBI’s public records on the case shows how local law-enforcement agencies called on the FBI’s expertise in handwriting analysis, cryptanalysis, and fingerprints to aid their investigations.

The FBI’s role in 1969, much as it is today, was to support local law-enforcement in their investigations. In the Zodiac Killer case, correspondence between law-enforcement agencies in Northern California and forensic experts at the FBI’s laboratory—in what was then called the Technical Evaluation Unit—shows efforts to analyze handwriting samples and lift latent fingerprints from the letters and envelopes sent by the purported killer. FBI cryptanalysts, or code-breakers, were also enlisted to unravel a complex cipher that used more than fifty shapes and symbols to represent the twenty-six letters of the alphabet. Ultimately the code was made public and broken by two university professors.

The Boy in the Box

In February 1957, an unidentified boy between the ages of four and six was found beaten and naked inside a cardboard box in Philadelphia. He was dubbed the “Boy in the Box” and also referred to as “America’s Unknown Child.” The emotionally charged case received loads of attention from the media, including a spot on America’s Most Wanted, but to this day, the case remains unsolved.

Bob Crane

The body of Bob Crane, the star of the TV comedy Hogan’s Heroes, was discovered in a hotel room in Scottsdale, Arizona, on June 29, 1978. Crane had been bludgeoned to death with a weapon that was never found (but was believed by police to be a camera tripod). The actor had allegedly called his friend John Henry Carpenter the night before to tell him their friendship was over. Crane was involved in the underground sex scene and had filmed his numerous escapades with the help of Carpenter, who was an audiovisual expert.

Police reportedly found blood smears in Carpenter’s car that matched Crane’s blood type, but no charges were filed against Carpenter for more than a decade. When he finally was charged in 1994, he was acquitted. Carpenter maintained his innocence until his death in 1998, and the case is now officially cold.

Archbishop Oscar Romero

The fourth archbishop of San Salvador, El Salvador, was killed by a shot to the heart on March 24, 1980, while celebrating Mass at a small chapel located in a hospital. It is believed, but never proven, that the assassins were members of Salvadoran death squads. During the funeral ceremony, a bomb exploded on the cathedral square and shots were fired. Many people were killed during the subsequent mass panic.

Dian Fossey

Dian Fossey was an American zoologist who observed and studied gorilla groups for eighteen years in Rwanda. She was brutally murdered in the bedroom of her cabin on December 26, 1985. Her skull had been split by a native panga, a type of machete that she had confiscated years earlier from poachers and hung as a decoration on the wall of her cabin. Fossey was found dead beside her bed, two meters from a hole that had been cut in the cabin wall on the day of her murder.

Amber Hagerman

Amber Hagerman was the victim of an abduction and murder. On January 13, 1996, the nine-year-old was riding her bike near her grandparents’ home in Arlington, Texas. She was kidnapped soon thereafter. Four days later, a man walking his dog found her body in a creek bed. An autopsy revealed that her throat had been cut. Although a $75,000 reward was offered for information leading to Hagerman’s killer, the perpetrator was never found. Her murder would later inspire the creation of the AMBER Alert system, which provides alerts about child abduction emergencies.

JonBenet Ramsey

She was a six-year-old girl who had competed in child beauty pageants and was made famous by her Christmastime murder and the subsequent media coverage. She was found dead in the basement of her parents’ home in Boulder, Colorado, on December 26, 1996, nearly eight hours after she was reported missing. The official cause of death was asphyxiation due to strangulation associated with craniocerebral trauma. After several grand-jury hearings, the case is still unsolved. Her parents were the target of intense media coverage that suggested they were suspects, but authorities eventually confirmed that the couple had been cleared of any involvement.

Serge Rubinstein

When Serge Rubinstein was murdered in 1955, one NYPD detective commented, “It’s going to be hard to catch his killer. We have enough suspects to fill Yankee Stadium.” Indeed, Rubinstein played by his own nasty rules. The law and morality were for other people.

He was a thief and a con man and a sociopath with enough money to traffic with the upper crust of society, and he was a draft dodger, like so many of the ultra-wealthy. But when it came to fighting women, he was a real tough guy: he beat his first wife unconscious and ripped off her clothes.

But he kept the ugliness and violent tendencies hidden, and used his money to attract socialites who ordinarily would have assumed he was the coat-check boy. He dated several models at once, yet insisted on fidelity from all of them. He bugged their apartments to be sure they complied.

One day he was found strangled on the floor of his palatial Manhattan flat. Police first believed he’d been tortured for revenge or to extract business secrets. Then they started thinking it was a kidnapping gone wrong. The last person to see Rubinstein alive was one of his girlfriends, Estelle Gardner, but she had left his apartment around 1:30 a.m. Around 2:30 a.m., Rubinstein had called another girlfriend named Patricia Wray, but she declined his invitation to come over. The apartment was protected by heavy doors and iron bars, which meant a key had been used to gain entry. Rubinstein gave keys to his staff and girlfriends. All were questioned, and all were cleared.

Rubinstein’s life was depicted in a great 1956 film, Death of a Scoundrel, by a man who in life was also a scoundrel—actor George Sanders, who ultimately took his own life because he said it was a bore.

April Tinsley

April Tinsley was abducted on a chilly Friday afternoon in 1988 while walking home from a friend’s house in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Her body was found three days later about twenty miles away in a rural area dotted with Amish farms.

Despite an intensive search, police were unable to find her killer. Two years later, a message written in pencil or crayon appeared on a barn door not far from where April’s body had been discovered. The writer claimed responsibility for the murder.
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April Tinsley



Then, in spring 2004, four notes appeared at homes in the Fort Wayne area—several placed on bicycles that young girls had left in their yards—that also were believed to have been written by the killer. The notes, all on lined yellow paper, were placed inside plastic bags along with used condoms or Polaroid pictures of the killer’s body. Several of the notes referred to April Tinsley.

Since those 2004 notes, the killer has not been heard from. But he has left a trail of evidence that the FBI hopes to follow. The FBI investigators believe the case is “highly solvable,” and after twenty-one years, their desire to bring April Tinsley’s killer to justice is stronger than ever. Not so incidentally, anyone who provides information that leads to the arrest of April’s killer will be eligible for a $15,000 reward.
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The reason why crimes go unsolved—and remain unsolved—has been touched upon in this book. But the subject merits more attention because it is an important one. Not all true-crime fans know how many investigations go wrong for one reason or another.

We are, of course, deluded by crime stories on TV and in the movies into believing that the most complex crimes can be solved in an hour or two. That simply is not true.

Investigations have demonstrated time and time again how wrong turns can be taken. Perhaps no case has shown this more forcefully than that of O.J. Simpson for the murders of his ex-wife, Nicole Brown Simpson, and her friend Ron Goldman. The many mistakes made by investigators in the field and in the lab throughout that investigation may well have influenced the outcome of the trial. Perhaps the most pertinent commentary came from Simpson juror Carrie Bess: “As far as I’m concerned, Mr. Simpson would have been behind bars if the police work had been done properly.”

But the O.J. case was hardly the only one where lab mistakes have been made. Years ago, for example, I remember the lab in a California town identifying dog hair as human hair and routinely misidentifying fluids.

Independent analysis discovered how bad a lab can be while examining the Houston Police Department’s crime lab. That lab repeatedly tested DNA samples incorrectly and, in some cases, made up results without actually testing evidence. Investigative analysts also determined that the HPD performed incomplete serology work or did none at all in more than four hundred cases. Indeed, the investigation into the lab reversed the guilt of three men who had been convicted with erroneous information. Other prisoners also will most likely be exonerated once retests recommended by the investigation have been completed.

Problems in San Mateo Lab

Another lab that has had big problems is the San Mateo County crime laboratory in California. Lab administrators didn’t have a business plan with operational goals and objectives, so the lab lacked focus and was unable to deliver what its varied client base required. Law-enforcement agencies didn’t submit evidence to the lab because they didn’t believe it would be processed in time.

This type of situation compromises criminal justice in two ways—criminals may be on the street longer, and innocent people may be jailed pending evaluation of evidence. Here are examples of other problems at the San Mateo lab:


	A suspect in a burglary case had to be released after being detained for forty-eight hours because evidence had not been analyzed in time to file charges.

	The police had identified a suspected murderer but could not arrest him because they did not have the lab results needed before charges could be filed. This police department waited for several months without receiving a status report about analysis of the evidence.

	An 11-year-old homicide was reopened because a lead developed regarding two suspects. When police asked the crime lab for the original crime-scene fingerprints, to attempt to match them to the new suspects, the police found that the crime lab had never processed the original prints.



The labs I have mentioned represent the tip of the iceberg, investigators say. Lack of money and training are the usual factors involved when incompetence rears its ugly head. Many forensic laboratories are poorly funded and staffed with “experts” who are poorly trained.

Another big problem is the limited evidence showing the accuracy and reliability of most forensic methods, especially those that rely on expert interpretation. A study by the National Academy of Sciences suggested that forensic professionals be certified and laboratories accredited, that uniform standards be followed in analyzing evidence, and that laboratories be independent of police and prosecutors who might bias judgments. In the long run, as detailed in the New York Times, research is needed to determine the accuracy of forensic methods.

As of 2009, only a few states (New York, Oklahoma, and Texas) required forensics laboratories to meet specific standards for quality or practitioners to be certified according to a set of standards. According to the Justice Project in 2009, 96 percent of positions in forensic-science laboratories are held by people with a bachelor’s degree or less.

Chain of Custody

In forensic science, the ability to prove that a chain of custody has not been broken is a vital test of authenticity of both the crime scene and the evidence. The chain of custody shows when, how, and by whom the evidence was found, secured, collected, transported, preserved, and tested. It can be the only thing that ties defendants to the evidence that brought them to trial.

Evidence ceases to be acceptable in the eyes of the law when it is contaminated by preventable technical or moral failings, such as a break in the chain of custody.

The O.J. trial had many lab mistakes in the chain of custody that undermined the credibility of the prosecution. For example, LAPD criminalist Collin Yamauchi confirmed that at one time during testing, he inadvertently transferred blood from the Simpson vial onto his plastic gloves. The defense tried to infer that this blood might, in fact, have then been transferred onto the leather glove found at Simpson’s home (as part of a police conspiracy).

Mistakes Investigators Make

In addition to mistakes related to the lab, a potpourri of other mistakes are made at the crime scene and during the investigation by law-enforcement personnel such as uniformed officers, detectives, prosecutors, medical examiners, and just ordinary people.

Probably the most dramatic or stupefying mistake the author has ever heard of was at the scene of the Sharon Tate murders by the Manson family. Investigators were excited when they found a bloody fingerprint on the doorbell, but when they ran it for prints, they were less enthusiastic. It turned out to be the thumbprint of a police officer who, to gain access to the house, had pressed the doorbell, which happened to have blood on it!

And consider the O.J. Simpson case. According to Armanda Cooley, the jury forewoman, jurors believed that criminalists Dennis Fung and Andrea Mazzola were in a rush and mishandled things and then tried to cover up with explanations that never added up. In other words, their techniques just started getting sloppy. Who knows how many people are in jail right now due to these investigators’ negligence?
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Dennis Fung, infamous forensic technician in the O.J. Simpson case.



The following is a roundup of other investigative mistakes.

1. Not protecting the evidence.

Most errors in a homicide investigation occur at the crime scene, so it is important that the uniformed cops get on the scene and protect the evidence, if any, so it can’t be altered, destroyed, or lost. This may be physical evidence or the spoken word. For example, say that someone blurts out something like: “Louie, I knew he would kill Jenny. That’s what he said.” That statement should be written down and preserved by an officer at the scene. Later something like that could become important evidence.

The officers should also secure the scene so that people who are not authorized to enter can’t. One investigator found that the brass would often show up and trample over a crime scene. The only way he could stop them was by threatening to subpoena anyone coming into the scene unauthorized so they would have to go to court and explain why.

2. Not notifying homicide investigators as soon as possible.

Homicide investigators are really the only ones who should be processing the scene, so they should be called to the scene as soon as it is identified. Other cops are not trained to do this type of investigation.

3. Not treating a death scene as a homicide.

All suspicious deaths need to be treated as homicides to minimize the possibility of someone staging a scene so it appears to be a suicide. It’s all a question of perception, and if investigators think homicidally, they will be able to determine much more quickly if the death was a homicide.

For example, we know of a crime scene that was staged to look like a man put a rifle in his mouth and pulled the trigger. But because of the rifle’s recoil, it would have been impossible for the man to have shot the rifle and for the gun itself to have ended up where it was.

On the other hand, a man was discovered with numerous stab wounds in his chest, leading to the assumption that he had been stabbed to death. In fact, people who commit suicide may be able to stab themselves in the chest numerous times—including the heart—before dying.
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The gruesome scene where Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman were murdered.



The author remembers one suicide, at first thought to be a homicide, where a man hit himself four times in the forehead with a short ax. Today investigators have to be particularly careful in determining what happened at a crime scene because TV shows like CSI give details on how to commit murder and get away with it.

4. Having a preconceived notion of what happened.

Most law-enforcement agencies send out a team of cops based on what is said to be at the scene. For example, a cop found a man hanging from a ceiling beam and called it in as a suicide. A police team was dispatched, but it didn’t include anyone who was familiar with homicide. The death was determined to be a suicide, but a homicide investigator was in the area. He went to the scene, and when he observed the wear patterns on the top of the rope, he realized that it was a murder. The deceased had had the rope looped over his neck. Then the rope had been thrown over the beam and pulled up until the victim strangled to death.

Many uniformed officers will wrongly assume suicide rather than homicide and then blithely go through the motions of the investigation because they don’t view suicide as a serious thing.

Top investigator Vernon Geberth has been to 8,000 death scenes. He says: “In the many suicides that I have reviewed as a consultant, it was apparent to me that the investigation did not take each point to its ultimate conclusion. Instead, certain things that should have been done were not done, sufficient photographs were not taken, and certain tests were not conducted. Even though in some instances the deaths were suicides, the fact of the matter was that the incomplete and insufficient preliminary investigation raised legitimate concerns.”

5. Not controlling the scene.

The book City of the Dead contains a scene in which a prostitute had been murdered and the perp had jammed a half-full whiskey bottle into her anus. One of the detectives grabbed the bottle with a rubber-gloved hand and offered it to his partner, saying: “Want a slug?”

Some people might find this scene hilarious, but what’s happening is the opposite of what should be happening at a crime scene. The detective in charge should maintain a dedicated, take-charge attitude and be serious about the work at hand. If he’s not, then the atmosphere of the crime scene could get away from him. Chain of custody can be damaged, something that might show up later in court when the detective in charge takes the stand. Investigators should always follow an established procedure.

6. Not having a protocol in place to ensure that everything that should be collected has been collected.

Investigators should keep a list of items to check off as they collect them, such as hair, fiber, paper, and shell casings.

7. Not taking enough photos.

Who knows, in a murder investigation, or any crime investigation for that matter—what will or will not become important in the scene later on. Taking an abundant number of photographs of anything and everything is vital. For example, in the case described in Chapter 11, “The Enemy Within,” the crimescene photographer took a picture of the inside of the empty bureau drawer. Later a checkbook was found in that drawer, placed there by the murderer. Fortunately, the photographer had taken all the photos he could. “When in doubt, click away,” says one detective.

8. Doing a poor canvass.

A canvass is police speak for talking to people in the neighborhood where the crime occurred. That may take place at a roadblock at the same time of the day as when the crime occurred to catch anyone who might have been passing by then and noticed something. Or it may be quick conversations with people on the street or a door-to-door canvass.

As one NYPD investigator put it, “One of the most important things in an investigation is GOYAKOD: get off your ass and knock on doors.” A street looks quiet and empty, but you never know who is looking out a window and will spot a car in the area or a passerby, or be able to verify the time someone said they left the house—or entered it. People who live on a street are used to it being a certain way, and when there is a slight deviation, they notice.”

9. Not talking to enough people.

Victimology is the process of interviewing everybody who knew the victim, and it is a vital part of an investigation. But sometimes cops are simply lazy and unwilling to talk to the hundreds of people—friends, neighbors, business associates—that must be interviewed in the average homicide investigation. Indeed, a detective who talks to enough people will know the victim better than the person knows himself. From this, the detective can ascertain what the victim was involved in—and with whom—and start looking for a motive for murder. Without doing that, the detective simply will not know enough about the victim and the case will almost surely go cold.

10. Not sharing information.

The lifeblood of any crime investigation is disseminating information to all of the members of the team. One NYPD detective explained why the squad has meetings every week on a case: “Ten brains are better than one.” Very true, and a number of people are involved in a major investigation, including the medical examiner, detectives, crime-scene technicians, the district attorney, and ambulance personnel. The supervising detective has to make sure everyone gets all the information needed to do their jobs better. “Too often,” Vernon Geberth says, “egos and turf battles occur, which derail or compromise the investigation.”

However, the detective in charge also has to contain information and contend with bigwigs who show up at the scene. Where the case is major, everyone may be there, including the DA’s mother. That means all kinds of superior officers, the mayor, and others—with some of them talking to reporters to further their own ends and thereby compromising the investigation. That is a disaster waiting to happen, and all the detective in charge can do is hope that they all don’t show up or threaten them with a subpoena, like Geberth did.

Incomparable Incompetence

Vernon Geberth has seen all kinds of incompetence, but perhaps the example that follows is the last word. Says Geberth: “Undoubtedly the worst case of investigative incompetence I ever experienced involved a detective (or defective) from Glenwood, a suburb of Chicago. He was one half of a two-person detective squad where he outranked the other cop so this moron called himself, naturally, ‘the Chief of Detectives.’

“I was hired as a consultant by CBS News for an investigative report after a whistleblower had alerted the local station to the work of the incomparable Chief of Detectives, whose name is Brian Meyers. I got embroiled not only in evaluating his investigations, but with the entire police department, and my word plus CBS’s report ultimately got Meyers and the police chief fired.

“I looked into the four cases that Meyers had investigated—if I can even use that word—and was stunned by his lack of professionalism. In all four cases, he did little or no investigation and certainly didn’t take into consideration any victimology, which means he paid no attention in three of the cases to prior domestic violence, declaring it ‘insignificant.’

“He disregarded the fact that two of the women who had been murdered had left their husbands, an act which often leads to homicide. (Consider O.J.) Meyers seemingly was obsessed with declaring key clues insignificant. In one of the cases, he regarded finding the driver’s license of a victim’s husband next to her body insignificant and declared unimportant the tip from a man who said the husband had tried to hire him to kill his wife.

“I can’t help but think that Meyers had his own issues with women in general,” Geberth says “He was not only incompetent, but an arrogant misogynist. At any rate, in all four cases his investigations were so compromised and the facts and the evidence had become so contaminated that the cases could not be prosecuted.”

How Many Cases Have Been Botched?

It is difficult to say just how many cases have been botched, gone cold, or resulted in the conviction of the wrong person. The Innocence Project has freed more than a hundred people alone, and we’re sure thousands of people have been wrongly convicted. However, there is another reason why it happens, and that is because of ambitious, unfair, and, indeed, vicious prosecutors. A prime example was Mike Nifong, the prosecutor in Durham, North Carolina, who in 2006 tried to get three Duke students convicted for a rape they didn’t commit. Unfortunately, the author’s sense is that there are many more prosecutors out there like him.
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Accelerant—A flammable substance used in the commission of arson. A variety of materials are used as accelerants, including grease, wax paper, kerosene, charcoal lighter fluid, paint thinner, grain alcohol, and gasoline. Arson investigators say that grain alcohol is becoming the accelerant of choice because it is also used to freebase cocaine and is well known and easily available.

Then again, as detailed earlier in this book, one of the most prolific arsonists who ever lived, Los Angeles-based John Orr, just used a cigarette, whose lit tip ultimately ignited three matches wrapped in lined, yellow paper. A rubber band held the simple but highly effective device together. Orr knew the device would work because it came into contact with foam, which quickly turned to liquid and ignited.

Autopsy—An autopsy is required in all accidental, suspicious, and homicidal deaths to determine the cause of death. An autopsy is totally invasive, surgically speaking. After the body is cleaned, a Y-shaped incision is made in the chest, the breastplate is removed, and the heart and lungs are examined and weighed. Then the abdomen is opened up, and the organs are removed for examination. After that, the skull is sawed open and the brain is removed. Sections of organs are taken for toxicological examination, and complete blood work is done, including screening for poisons. Following the examination, the organs are returned to the body.

It is important—and often required—that the main investigating detective (or “primary”) be present at the autopsy to answer any questions the medical examiner or coroner may have. The investigator’s answers may be helpful in determining a definitive cause of death. When the examination is complete, the ME issues a written report of the findings.

Bag the hands—Encase the hands of a homicide victim in bags. This is standard procedure and helps preserve any trace material, such as skin or hair, that might be on the hands or under the fingernails of the victim. When a victim is fighting for his or her life, it is a natural reaction to defend with the hands by scratching or grabbing the perpetrator. Minute quantities of the material that may be found on the victim’s hands can be crucial in identifying the guilty person through DNA tests.

Movies or television often shows the victim’s hands bagged in plastic wrap or a plastic bag, but real-life investigators prefer paper bags because plastic tends to speed up putrefaction, reducing the time for analysis. In addition, plastic does not allow the hands to “breathe,” and the lack of air may alter the trace evidence significantly.

Blitz rape—Rape involving a sudden, unexpected assault.

Blunt-force injuries—Injuries usually characterized by outward signs of lacerations and bruising, caused by a blunt instrument. Blunt-force injuries are normally delivered to the head and produce external signs of attack, but this is not an absolute. A person may receive a severe head injury and appear to be fine but may die later of internal bleeding. Sidney Weinberg, former medical examiner for Suffolk County, New York, once examined a deceased man who had been hit in the head but seemed totally intact. The autopsy revealed that the blow had turned the brain to virtual jelly.

Blunt-force injuries on the side of the head are more likely to be lethal than those on the front. Injuries to areas other than the head can also be fatal. Injuries to the abdomen and pelvic area can cause internal bleeding, while bones may be cracked and pierce organs. Such injuries may also be useful in determining which direction the force came from.

Blunt instrument—A weapon that has no sharp edges and produces blunt-force injuries. By far the most inventive blunt instrument was created by writer Roald Dahl in a short story, “Lamb to the Slaughter,” in which a woman beat her husband to death with a frozen leg of lamb. When the detectives came to investigate, she convinced them to stay and have dinner, and of course she served them the blunt instrument. They ate the murder weapon.

Bomb dog—A type of sniffer dog used by the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives (ATF) and other law-enforcement agencies to sniff out explosive devices. The ATF characterizes such an animal, in typical governmentese, as an “explosives detection canine.”

Bomb squad—A police unit trained and equipped to deal with explosive devices.

Bomber—Someone who constructs and plants bombs in violation of criminal law. Members of bomb squads say bombs usually are of simple design and that the technology and materials needed to make a bomb are easily available.

Bombers send bombs for many reasons. Sometimes a bomb is a warning message placed where it is not likely to kill anyone. Some are sent for simple revenge. The most horrendous kind, those placed where many people are going to be gathered (such as on an airplane or in a building), are usually the work of terrorist groups.

Undoubtedly, the worst example of an airplane bombing was that of the Pan Am flight that exploded over Lockerbie, Scotland. Hundreds of people were killed, all innocent civilians. That bomb was very sophisticated, having been on the plane eight hours before it was detonated. The bomber, released from prison because he was supposedly dying of cancer, recently found shelter in Libya, much to the chagrin of people who lost relatives on the flight.

My two daughters had been on that same plane about six months earlier when they went to visit a friend in England. In another coincidence, my wife worked at a photo shop and knew a family who took photos of themselves in their seats on the plane. A friend brought the film to the shop to be developed. My wife had the sad task of giving the last pictures of their deceased relatives to the wife and mother who came to the store to get them.

Busywork—The endless, repetitive task of examining material that may contain a clue to the perpetrator of a crime. For example, investigators who received a ransom note demanding $2,000 for the Weinberger baby in 1956 examined the huge volume of handwriting specimens maintained by the New York State Motor Vehicle Bureau, federal and state probation offices, schools, aircraft plants, and various municipalities.

After examining and eliminating almost two million samples of writing in an operation reminiscent of the Mad Bomber case, on August 22, 1956, an agent at the U.S. Probation Office in Brooklyn noted a similarity between the writing in the ransom notes and writing in the probation file of Angelo LaMarca. He had been arrested by the Treasury Department for bootlegging and was charged with the kidnapping.

Chain of evidence—Evidence collected and catalogued in a homicide; also called the chain of custody. Homicide investigators need to keep everything in logical, consistent order when establishing their cases. Ideally, a written record must be kept of everyone who handles evidence, and when.

Cold case—As mentioned earlier, different cops have different definitions for this term. For example, some cops use a certain year, say 1990, as the cutoff so that any homicide committed prior to that date is classified as a cold case. Others may dub a case cold if a long time has elapsed since a person disappeared and that person is assumed to be a homicide victim. Perhaps the classic cold case was that of Judge Joseph Force Crater, who vanished on the night of August 6, 1930. His wife said he had received a phone call and then left the house, first commenting that he was “going to straighten those fellows out.” He was never seen again.

Though many different definitions are used, the bottom line for a cold case is that a fairly long period of time has gone by and the original investigator has given up the investigation. Of course, there is no time limit on what constitutes a cold case. Decades can go by. Indeed, some cold cases have been solved after thousands of years.

Also, while most people think of cold cases as only murders of long standing, that is not true. Kidnappings, rapes, and missing-person cases that have gone a long time unsolved can also be accurately characterized as cold cases.

Contact wound—A wound that results when a gun is placed against a body and fired.

Contusion—Bruising of the brain from a fatal fall. Without an autopsy, it may be difficult to tell if a deceased was the victim of a fall or a homicidal assault with a blunt instrument that produced blunt-force injuries. If the person has been murdered, the skull and brain will be contused on the side of the head that was struck. If a person dies from a fall, the contusions—which usually occur in the frontal and temporal lobes—occur in the brain directly opposite the point of impact. The reason is that as the head strikes the surface, the brain is jarred loose and impacts against the skull on the opposite side. This medical insight has resulted in the conviction of many murderers who have assumed that no one can tell whether a person was hit with a hammer or jumped headfirst out a window.

Coroner—The official in charge of determining the cause of suspicious deaths. In some locales, the coroner is the same as the medical examiner (ME), and actually determines the cause of death. In other locales, coroners are strictly political appointees who move the body to a funeral home. In those cases the coroner is not personally qualified to determine the cause of death and hires a qualified pathologist to do so.

DNA—Short for deoxyribonucleic acid, a nucleic acid found in every cell in the body that carries the genetic codes that control the function and structure of every component of the body. DNA technology is to crime investigation what the airplane was to travel: it has revolutionized it.

When analyzed, DNA varies absolutely from one individual to the next. In a sense, it’s like a genetic fingerprint. These genetic fingerprints are in every cell of the body and therefore contained in blood, semen, and other material found at crime scenes. All that the “genetic engineer” needs to do is compare the DNA of the substance found with that of a suspect. The accuracy of DNA testing is mind-boggling—almost 100 percent. It is widely accepted by law-enforcement agencies.

DNA has figured in innumerable sensational convictions and acquittals. Even if a DNA sample such as blood or semen is old, its genetic makeup can be discovered. Many convictions have been overturned because of DNA analysis. Gates have opened for people who had been in prison for more than ten years when DNA analysis of old evidence buried in a property room has proved them innocent. Although the science is unimpeachable, attacks are often made on the expert who interprets the DNA analysis.

Fire triangle—Fuel, heat, and oxygen, the elements needed for fire, were called the fire triangle until the element of chemical reaction was added. Now the group of fire-starting elements is called the fire tetrahedron. Vapor is needed to start a fire. Indeed, you could stick a lit match into liquid gasoline and the gas would extinguish the flame like water would.

Flashover—Fire is propelled by the phenomenon called a “flashover” when carbon in the smoke is hotter than 1,000 degrees and makes everything in its path explode into flame.

Hesitation marks—Cuts on the wrists or neck of a suicide victim indicating that the person who committed suicide hesitated before making the fatal cut or cuts. Such marks do not always reflect suicide. As Vernon Geberth points out in Practical Homicide Investigation, “an assailant who is knowledgeable about these [marks] might leave similar markings to cover up a homicide.”

Incendiary device—A device designed to start a fire.

Lividity—Lividity is an asset to investigators because it can indicate the approximate time of death and whether or not the body was moved. Lividity occurs because the heart has stopped pumping blood to various parts of the body. Since the blood is not moving, gravity causes it to settle in the body. This usually starts within thirty minutes of death, and the process is complete within eight to ten hours. Lividity can help investigators determine whether a body has been move because after the blood has settled, it stays put. It does not “resettle” when the body is moved. If the body has been moved, the blood will not be in a logical position.

ME—Common abbreviation for medical examiner, the physician who determines the cause of death. By law, the ME must be at the crime scene of deaths due to suicide, accident, or homicide; any death under suspicious circumstances; sudden death when health was good; and convict deaths. The ME takes charge of any crime scene he or she is called to, and the body may not be removed without the ME’s permission. The body is then taken to the morgue, where an autopsy is performed.

Mirandize—To warn a suspect before questioning that he or she has the right to speak with a lawyer and has protections against self-incrimination. The term was named for Ernesto A. Miranda, a man who was arrested in 1963 without his rights being read to him. He filed suit against the state of Arizona, and he was ultimately victorious in the U.S. Supreme Court, where his case was linked with four others. The decision has had a profound effect on law-enforcement procedures. Before making an arrest, every officer is now required to read the suspect his rights under the Miranda ruling, and if the suspect is not properly Mirandized by the officer—which sometimes happens—the suspect is sure to be set free by the courts.

Point of origin—The point at which fire investigators determine a fire started. John Orr, the arsonist in Fire Lover, wrote a novel called Points of Origin.

Post—Short for postmortem examination, or autopsy. The resulting report is called a protocol.

Postmortem—After death.

Pour patterns—Patterns along the path a fire takes that may indicate the use of an accelerant and arson. Arson investigation is a sophisticated job that requires lots of experience. After a fire, investigators look for details like pour patterns. For example, if they see evidence of a fire on one side of a room, no evidence of it in the middle, and evidence of fire on the other side, they will ask, “How did the fire get from one side of the room to the other without burning the middle area?” The obvious answer is that an accelerant was poured on one side of the room and then on the other to ignite two separate places.

Probable cause—Reasonable assumption that someone committed a crime.

Psychopathic personality—Vernon Geberth defines this type of person as “a person whose behavior is largely amoral and asocial and who is characterized by irresponsibility, lack of remorse or shame, perverse or impulsive (often criminal) behavior, and other serious personality defects, generally without psychotic attacks or symptoms.” That would seem to perfectly describe Jack Gilbert Graham, who blew up a plane on which forty-four people, including his mother, were traveling.

Psychotic killer—A person who is driven to kill.

Pyromania—A deep-seated behavior disorder that allows an arsonist to handle emotions such as anxiety, anger, a feeling of powerlessness, and revenge. The arsonist believes that fire gives him power.

Rigor mortis—A term describing how the body goes rigid after death. Investigators use rigor mortis to identify time of death because the body goes stiff at a certain rate.

S and M—Referring to sadism and masochism, although on a broader scale, the term relates to sexual interactions featuring sadistic and masochistic activities with one person the M and the other the S. John Robinson, the serial killer discussed in Chapter 5, was into this activity, but one can be sure he was quite vicious. The most famous practitioner of sadism was the Marquis de Sade, for whom this practice was named.

Serial murder—The FBI defines serial murder as three or more killings with an emotional cooling-off period between the deaths. In the author’s opinion, some killers can be classified as serial killers even with just one or two murders behind them. The reason is that they have the potential for killing many more.

Serology—Screening evidence for biological stains to determine if they are blood, saliva, semen, or other bodily fluids. Serology units apply enzymes, proteins, and antigens as a way of distinguishing biological samples from different people. In most crime labs, serology screenings are used to describe the steps taken before DNA testing is done.

Torch—A professional arsonist. He or she can start a fire and burn a place down so that even the most sophisticated fire marshal won’t be able to tell the blaze was set on purpose.

Trace material—The physical minutiae that are exchanged or deposited when two objects impact. The word derives from the sense that traces of material are deposited when objects meet with some force. For example, when a car hits someone, there typically is physical evidence from the victim, such as fibers and hair, on the car and physical evidence from the car, such as paint and lens material, on the victim. Such evidence can be very important because it is physical and missing sections can be fit into gaps. Many state and local departments do not have forensic labs large enough or sophisticated enough to analyze trace material so they call on the FBI, which has state-of-the-art equipment and well-trained technicians.

Though valuable, trace material is not infallible. Matching hair and paint samples and fibers are not as conclusive as fingerprints, and there is always the possibility that the technician made a mistake.

Whodunit—Any murder that has gone unsolved for at least forty-eight hours. Most homicides are solved within the first forty-eight hours, usually because of a well-known connection. This may be someone close to the victim. The murder might have also had many witnesses, as in a bar fight. Interviewing the witnesses quickly turns up suspects.
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