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“The wish to hurt, the momentary intoxication with pain,
is the loophole through which the pervert climbs.”
Jacob Bronowski (1908-74), British writer and scientist
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eForeword by Marilyn Bardsley

Kiss the Girls Goodnight is a terrifying true story of sex slavery not in some Middle Eastern harem or seedy Third World brothel, but in an affluent suburb of Syracuse, NY. The unlikely “slave master” was an intrinsically odd elderly man with a wife and three sons. Most people knew him as a disheveled, poorly dressed character with a confrontational personality. He was a penny-pincher and obsessive coupon clipper who was too cheap to even buy a newspaper to get his coupons. Instead, he bullied the local librarians to save him day-old newspapers. He traveled around collecting empty bottles until his car could hold no more and then redeem most of them for small amounts of money. Some of the bottles he saved for his enormous, highly organized and carefully maintained bottle collection in his basement. He saved absolutely everything, even organizing all of his mail and catalogs in boxes. The obsessive need for structure inside some areas of his home was in stark contrast to the chaos outside, which was indistinguishable from a junk yard of rusting machinery and trash. Although his behavior appeared to result from being in poor financial condition, he was actually well-off, having inherited money that he had parlayed over the years into securities and real-estate holdings worth more than a million dollars.

Then came his midlife crisis. It started out with “befriending” a troubled girl by letting her live in his home. His wife, fighting a long bout with cancer, became suspicious of the relationship and insisted that it end. Later, he started roaming the streets of Syracuse and neighboring towns in search of female friendship, dressing and acting like an aging hippie. His behavior was not criminal or even particularly unusual. The turning point from eccentricity to diabolical criminality was the construction of the “bomb shelter.” Because he was so odd, even his family never guessed that the underground structure had any other purpose, except perhaps storing the items he hoarded. Turning the concrete rooms into a cold, dark dungeon to imprison runaway girls as sex slaves was unimaginable, even to the police, who heard the story from the girls he had eventually released when he tired of them.

Former Detective Mark Gado’s 29 years with the City of New Rochelle Police Department in New York and two years as a federal agent on a Drug Enforcement Administration task force gives him a perspective on crime that few other storytellers have. Gado leads you into the depths of a bizarre criminal mentality so clever and tactical that even when the suspect’s captives were eventually released, they were unable to tell the police who he was or where he had kept them prisoner. Gado explores the psychology of a strange man with a tenuous hold on conventional morality who gradually rationalized his unspeakable crimes, believing that he was protecting troubled girls until they were old enough to find suitable mates. His story is fascinating and shocking at the same time.
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Chapter 1: The Dark

He had to crawl on his hands and knees in order to get through the narrow opening. The stone floor was cold and damp, causing wet spots to gather on the knees of his pants and, as the moisture spread, to his lower leg and the cuffs. Soon, the bottom portion of his pants was soaked. Carrying a high-powered flashlight in his right hand, he used his left hand to prop himself up as he inched his way along. His partner followed quietly just an arm’s length behind him. After crawling about 10 feet, he came upon a metal door, which felt heavy and stiff when he swung it open. As he pushed it aside, its rusty hinges squeaked loudly. He pointed a beam of light into the open space in front of him.
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Crawlspace

It appeared to be a 10-foot square room with concrete walls, floor and ceiling. It smelled awful, like runaway mold or a bag of wet garbage. To his immediate left, he saw something that resembled a bed: a piece of yellow foam draped over a sheet of plywood. There was no pillow or blanket. Directly in front of the makeshift bed was a large plastic pail, the kind that a local Home Depot sells for a few dollars. Next to the bucket was a chair with no seat. Its tubular aluminum frame was thin, frail and did not look strong enough to support a person. When he first saw it, he immediately surmised the chair would be positioned over the bucket to make a crude toilet. At least that’s what he thought.

He lowered himself off the ledge and dropped onto the floor, which was maybe 3 feet below. The acrid odor of urine overwhelmed his senses the moment he took the first step forward. Because he stood 6 feet tall, he estimated the ceiling to be about 12 inches above his head, giving the space a very confined and oppressive feel. Using that as a guideline and the steps needed to get down into the room, he concluded he was approximately 4 feet underground and within 10 feet from the rear of the house. It might as well have been a 100 because the silence was total. Virtually no sound from the house penetrated inside the concrete room. The space was as quiet as anything he had ever experienced before, as quiet as a tomb.

His head bumped into a 40-watt light bulb that dangled from the ceiling on a single strand of wire. When he pulled the braided chain, the light did not work. From what he could see, there was no other electrical outlet or any other source of electricity. He wondered what a person would do if they were trapped in there for any amount of time. Maybe read? But what? There were no magazines or newspapers. No books. No windows. Just the four stone walls. What would someone do? Sleep? Exercise? Go crazy?

He scanned the light across the floor and into each corner. An empty potato chip bag, a plastic water bottle, old rags and isolated items of trash were strewn everywhere. Parts of the walls were damaged, as if someone tried to punch their way out using a hammer or a metal rod. A large portion of cement had broken off near the second door and lay on the floor, leaving reinforced rods of steel exposed on the surface of the wall. Graffiti was scribbled across the wall adjacent to the gaping hole. The letters were blood-red, wide and stout, and seemed to have been written in a rush because the words were choppy and unevenly spaced. He moved closer. When he read it, his first thought was that the hairs on the back of the neck really did stand up during moments like this.

“READY TO RUCUSS,” it said, “SO BRING ON THE PAIN!”
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Chapter 2: Germs

DeWitt, a small town located 10 miles east of Syracuse, New York, was named after a Revolutionary War era judge and soldier, Moses Dewitt, a cousin of Dewitt Clinton. It is an affluent community where the average income is well over $60,000 and less than 4% of the families live at or below the poverty level. However, it wasn’t always the picture of success. When John Thomas Jamelske was born in DeWitt in 1935, the town was a rural area with many farms and a population that was only a fraction of what it is today. John Thomas was the son of John and Wanda Jamelske, who, after years of struggle, had managed to buy a home and property located on State Route 92, one of the busy roads that led into Syracuse.
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DeWitt, NY Neighborhood
Photo by Joegrimes

John Sr. was a frugal man who enjoyed collecting and repairing clocks. The family also sold home-grown berries and vegetables to travelers who passed by the family farm on their busy road. When John Jr. became a teenager, he attended nearby Fayetteville High School, where he had a rather undistinguished academic career for four years. He never attended social gatherings, nor did he participate in sports. His grades were at or below average and he rarely exhibited enthusiasm for anything. He was quiet, unassertive and never drew attention to himself. “He wasn’t much to talk,” a classmate later said to the press. “You’d say hello and that would be the conversation.” To make matters worse, John Jr. had a persistent acne problem, which caused him to be painfully self-conscious. He wore old shirts and jeans and often showed up at school wearing the same clothes. His classmates knew about his careless attitude toward his appearance. They had a nickname for the teenager, which they used whenever they saw him. They called him “Germs.”

Despite his poor showing in high school, John Jr. went on to college at the insistence of his father. He attended the State University of New York at the Morrisville, NY, campus and graduated with a bachelor’s degree in 1955. Shortly afterward, he joined the Army Reserves where, according to his recollections, he met and carried on sexual relationships with dozens of women who could not resist his charms. He later claimed that he was one of the most popular soldiers on the base.

A few years later, he met Dorothy Richmond, an outgoing girl who aspired to be a teacher. They were married in 1959 and had three sons in succession beginning in 1961: Paul, Eric and Brian. The Jamelskes seemed to be an average hard-working family striving to make ends meet and raising their children. Dorothy taught at a day school in nearby Fayetteville and became a substitute teacher at Moses DeWitt Elementary School. Jamelske coached Little League baseball and worked in local retail stores.

Like his father, he was a penny-pincher and often argued with people over money, even if it was only a few cents. “I’m very thrifty,” he once told a news reporter, “extremely thrifty.” He also made it a habit to go to the local library each Monday to retrieve the supermarket coupons from the Sunday newspaper so he wouldn’t have to buy it. Jamelske had persuaded the librarians to save the coupons for him. On the few occasions when they didn’t, he became abusive and angry toward the staff. He demanded to know what the library would do to make it up to him. “The way he would behave if we didn’t have them would be kind of scary,” a staff member later said.

Jamelske was a careless dresser and most often wore blue jeans and a dirty sweatshirt. His sneakers were always dirty, and he frequently went days without shaving. Most people knew him as a rather quirky man who roamed the streets at night looking for bottles and cans that he could cash in for their deposit value. He was a familiar sight around DeWitt and neighboring towns as he wandered through the streets to search for empty bottles. He sometimes accumulated hundreds of bottles and filled his car to the roof until he couldn’t cram in a single additional empty. Then he would drive home, separate the bottles that he wanted to keep, and redeem the rest at a local beer distributor. Every few months, he would load up an old trailer with dozens of cases of empty Gatorade or Snapple and drive up to Maine to collect the 10-cent deposit on each bottle. New York did not honor the deposit value of certain containers, and Jamelske knew each brand by heart.

Jamelske seemed to have a darker side as well. On September 1, 1975, he was driving alone in Syracuse on a quiet residential street. He noticed a home that appeared to be unoccupied and made several passes to memorize the owner’s name on the mailbox. He then drove to a nearby convenience store, looked up the number in a phone directory, and called the home. When no one answered, he was convinced the house was unoccupied. He walked back to the residence, leaving his car parked at the convenience store. When he arrived at the home, he rang the bell several times, but no one answered the door. Jamelske found a ladder that was leaning up against an outside wall and carried it to the rear yard, where he placed it next to a second-level window. He climbed up, carefully removed the storm window and attempted to enter the house. When he saw a man staring back at him from across the room, Jamelske panicked and raced down the ladder. He sprinted across the street and ran back towards the convenience store. In the meantime, the homeowner had called the police and then ran from his house to pursue the burglar. Within minutes, the homeowner caught him. Jamelske was later arrested for attempted burglary. Because it was his first offense, he pleaded the case out on a lesser charge and did no jail time.

Jamelske’s father died in 1978. Because he was an only son, he and his mother inherited the estate, including a valuable clock collection. According to some reports, the collection included several Tiffany pieces worth in excess of $40,000 each. He contacted a local auction service, which helped him organize the estate collection, and later sold most of the items to the highest bidder. Jamelske also took ownership of his father’s house and property on Highbridge Road. By the 1980s, developers were looking to build on that land and purchased a tract of eight acres from the estate for over $100,000. By then, Jamelske had already been investing in land in Nevada and New Mexico and purchased several parcels of real estate on speculation. He also bought some stocks and bonds, which he held for many years. Though he never divulged the exact amount to his family, some experts believed these investments exceeded $1 million in value.

In 1984, he met Debbie, a 16-year-old girl, while cruising around in the town of Skaneateles. Though the girl was much younger than Jamelske, who was 49 by then, he became sexually involved with her and later let the teenager move into his home with him and his wife. During that time, he seemed to go through some sort of mid-life crisis. He lost a great deal of weight and began to wear designer jeans and sneakers when he appeared in public with Debbie. He grew his hair long and tied it into a ponytail. Though he attempted to keep the relationship from his wife, Dorothy, she did not believe his explanations, and Debbie’s presence became a contentious issue in the family. One of his sons reportedly punched his father in the face during an argument over the girl. The incident caused so many problems that Jamelske swore to himself he would do things differently the next time he wanted a young girl. “I felt so guilty about the girl that I said to myself, ‘I am not going to have a mistress or a girlfriend… I will pay the girl money.’”

[image: ]

Skaneateles, NY
Photo by Lvklock
 
In 1990, his mother, Wanda Jamelske died in her home. Though she was 85 years old, police were suspicious because there was no heat in the house and the body showed signs of dehydration and malnutrition. The county medical examiner performed an autopsy, but found the manner of death natural. Police closed the case while John took over his mother’s home and property. Though he had cash in the bank and substantial real-estate assets, there was no way anyone could guess that he was a millionaire simply by looking at him. Most times, he looked as if he was homeless. He was often disheveled and unshaven, a habit he had continued since his high school days, and he never seemed to care. “He looked like a 68-year-old man who wants to be a teenager,” one police officer later told the press. “He even strutted like a teenager.”
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Chapter 3: Bomb Shelter

By the early 1980s, Jamelske’s sons were adults. One by one, they moved out of the home to pursue their own lives. His youngest, Brian, who was closer to his father than his other two sons, chose to remain in the area. He kept in touch and frequently helped him with various projects. Because family and friends considered Jamelske eccentric, Brian did not think it strange when his father asked for help digging a huge hole in the ground next to his house. Jamelske told his son that he planned to build a “bomb shelter.” The hole measured more than 10 feet deep, 24 feet long and 15 feet wide. When the excavation was complete, they constructed wooden forms for pouring concrete.
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Jamelske Home
Courtesy of Author

“It was just a novelty,” Brian said years later. “A challenge. My father just had a notion to do it. It wasn’t built in secret. We certainly didn’t call it a dungeon. It was just an addition.”

They divided the forms into two separate areas. One was approximately 10 feet by 8 feet and the other larger area was about 13 by 12 feet. The walls would be almost 8 feet high and several inches thick. Jamelske then called a supplier, the Albanese Ready Mix Company, and had them deliver several loads of premixed concrete. Jamie Carncross, a local truck driver, made at least six concrete deliveries to Highbridge Road.

“When he first built it, you couldn’t even get into it,” he later said to a news reporter. “He had to bash a hole through a basement wall to get into it.” After the walls and foundation were poured, Jamelske waited several weeks before he was able to cover the bunker with 3 feet of excavated soil. Then he turned his attention to the interior. The concrete rooms were close to the rear of the house so that they could be entered from the basement without exiting the building.

Jamelske dug a short tunnel from his basement that led into the side of the smaller room. The access door was only 32 inches by 37 inches wide, just enough for one person to enter at a time. He located the door almost 4 feet from the floor so that a short ladder had to be used to climb up to the entrance. Once a visitor passed through the door, he would have to crawl a distance of nearly 10 feet before he reached the bunker. When he did, he would be perched on a ledge a few feet off the floor. There was a second door there, constructed of metal, that could be secured by a lock and hasp from either side. A visitor could be locked in and also locked out.

Though Brian imagined that the family would never actually need the “bomb shelter,” he did not question his father as to why he built it. Brian later told police that even as he was constructing the new addition, he felt “something bad would happen as a result of the rooms being built.” After it was completed, Brian went inside and discovered a sink and an old bathtub in the smaller room. His father offered several explanations for the bomb shelter. He said that he would use it to store his bottles or as a sleepover room when relatives came to visit. Brian became uneasy because his father’s habit of being secretive made him suspect that the bunker had an alternative purpose.

“I refer to it as a bomb shelter,” Jamelske later said. “I refer to it as a two-fold thing. Number one was, you know, the party room. And number two was, at the time, everybody was worried about the Soviet Union and I said that, you know, our biggest threat is probably going to be China, and one day, you know, when they have the capability, I’m going to be glad that this bunker is here.”

Over the years, several people were able to tour the bunker. One was Carncross, the man who delivered the concrete for the Albanese Ready-Mix Company. Jamelske showed him the rooms that he helped build and let the man walk around. He noticed the graffiti on the walls and thought that it was unusual. Carncross later told police that he saw a chair in the room and a mattress leaning up against the wall. He also said the graffiti painted on the walls might have contained people’s names, but he wasn’t sure.

Shortly after the Carncross visit, Jamelske also let a friend’s daughter into the bunker for a peek. The girl was only 12 at the time. Years later, she told the police what she had seen. She described the basement as being filled with thousands of beer cans and bottles. Behind one large shelf, the girl saw what appeared to be a hole in the wall. When she crawled through, she said, she found herself in a concrete room where there was no light. Jamelske gave her a candle and she was able to walk into another room that seemed slightly larger than the first. The girl said she even wrote something on the wall of that room, but she could not remember what it was.
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Shelves of Bottles in Basement

As time passed, Jamelske made a few improvements to his underground bunker. He brought in a single electrical wire to provide some light and ran a garden hose in through a hole in the wall for water. In the first room, he stacked a few plastic bread trays on the floor and threw a sheet of plywood and a Styrofoam pad over them. He brought in a bucket and a chair to be used as a toilet and installed a clothes dryer hose for ventilation. His preparations were complete. He was ready. All he needed was a tenant.
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Chapter 4: Amy

Jamelske was a nomad. He liked to be out late at night and spent most of his time driving his shabby Mercury Comet through the streets of Syracuse and nearby towns like Fayetteville, Kirkville and Auburn. Though he was 53 in 1988, he considered himself a ladies’ man, especially with younger girls. He listened to contemporary music, used a teenager’s vocabulary and displayed the maturity of an adolescent. He especially liked rap tunes and played audio tapes of rap artists in his car while he indulged in his favorite pastime: Driving aimlessly around the county at all hours of the night. “Cruising,” as he called it, was something he had enjoyed since his teenage days. “If I wasn’t here,” he once told a reporter, “I’d be out cruising.’”

By 1988, Jamelske’s wife, Dorothy, was bedridden with cancer. He decided that since he could no longer have a normal relationship with his wife, he was justified in finding other women for sex. He felt it was a waste of time to develop a relationship with a woman; it was too tedious and time-consuming. It was far less complicated and much more exciting to simply kidnap a girl for sex.

Jamelske was out cruising through local neighborhoods in east Syracuse one night in September 1988 when he spotted a girl walking along South Maple Street. Amy, 14, was on her way home after being with friends. She was a troubled girl who had run away from home before and already had several contacts with police. Jamelske stopped the car and began talking to the teenager. He soon convinced her to get into his car. They drove to his mother’s house, where he had prepared a room for the occasion. He later said that they were going to have sex” and although he knew it might have been a bad decision, he did it anyway.

When they arrived at the house, he forced the girl into the basement, where there was a concrete alcove formerly used as a storage area for a well pump. There was enough room in the 7-by-3-foot space for a person to sit or lie down on the floor. He had also installed a door with a lock and a hasp. The concrete cubicle had no heat, no toilet and no electricity. When he first forced Amy inside, he chained her to the wall so she couldn’t climb out. On the surface, where the well cap protruded from the ground, Jamelske placed a wooden doghouse so no one would notice there was an empty shaft below. Years later, when Amy appeared on Larry King Live to talk about her ordeal, she said that when she woke up the next morning her clothes were gone.

[image: ]

Basement Steps

Each day, Jamelske would crawl into the room, carrying a lighted candle in the clammy darkness. He would unlock the metal door and demand sex from the petrified teenager. He told her that if she tried to escape, he would find her and imprison her forever. Isolated, frightened and in fear for her life, the girl was powerless to resist and succumbed to her captor’s every demand. “He controlled her by threatening to kill her brother,” Onondaga County Sheriff Kevin Walsh later told the press. “The brother was just a little kid, how Jamelske knew that, I don’t know.” For the next six long, excruciating months, he kept the traumatized girl inside that filthy cell, had sex with her each day and told her he would kill her family unless she cooperated.

By March 1989, he decided to move Amy to his own newly constructed dungeon. Making sure that she could never see her surroundings, Jamelske took her out of the pump room, and forced her into his basement. He took her down the hallway where a steel door led to a tunnel. Together they crawled through the narrow shaft into the concrete rooms. Once inside, Jamelske immediately placed a chain on Amy’s leg and locked it to the floor. He took her clothes and kept her naked for the first few days. She used the bucket as a toilet and slept with the chain attached to her ankle. Most days, it was dark as a coal mine because Jamelske controlled the light to intimidate his captive. She slept on the Styrofoam pad, and when Jamelske demanded sex, which was every day, she had to submit. He fed her crumbs for food and gave her a bottle of water every few days. She was allowed to bathe, but had to use the garden hose and an old tub, which drained out onto the dungeon floor. There was no outside contact at all. If Amy screamed, no one could hear her—not even Dorothy, who was sick in her bed on the first floor of the house. The cement prison was virtually soundproof.

Jamelske told the girl that his name was “Luther” and he was part of a huge sex cult. He said that many politicians and famous people participated in the cult, including police officers who came to the house to have sex. Other girls were involved, he said, and some of the prisoners were upstairs in the house. He said that she had to have sex with him until his superior decided that she was good enough to have sex with the boss man. “He’s like, ‘Well, every time that you don’t have sex with me it adds on to the time that you’re in here,’” Amy later said on Larry King Live. “So I just gave up basically and just laid there… just let him get it over with.”
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Bedding in Dungeon

Jamelske told her that no one would help her escape and she had to stay until he decided it was okay for her to go home. He forced her to drink alcohol and made the young girl keep a detailed diary of what happened to her each day. She was instructed to make an entry into the log whenever she had sex with him, whenever she bathed or brushed her teeth. He developed a code of letters to designate each activity and a time had to be inserted after each entry. The letter “T” indicated brushing her teeth, “S” represented sex and “B” was for a bath. Each day, her tormentor would come into the prison and check on the log to make sure it was up-to-date. As time went on, he brought Amy small gifts, pretending that she was his girlfriend and they were in love. He brought her candy, flowers and snack food.

In Jamelske’s mind, he thought they were getting along so well that he decided to keep her for a while. He imagined that they could build a relationship together over time and that Amy would eventually care for him.

Amy would sometimes sleep for 20 hours and was never sure if it was day or night outside. She would go through long periods of anxiety, depression, and fear. Some days, she would stay drunk and lay on the plywood bed in a state of melancholy that resembled a coma. In the meantime, Jamelske brought a Bible into the dungeon and had Amy read it to him each day. “When he heard enough,” she later said to Larry King, “I would close the Bible and the next thing you know, he’s telling me it’s time to have our daily sex.”

After months of captivity, he finally allowed Amy to watch TV. For the first time, she was able to get a bearing on what was happening in the outside world. Because the television was able to receive a local news channel, she assumed that she was in the Syracuse area. Though she knew that her family had probably reported her missing, she never hoped that she would be found. Because she was convinced that the police were part of her abduction and imprisonment, she thought that she would remain in the prison forever, a sex slave to “Luther” and living life like an animal in a cage.

In the meantime, Amy’s family had reported her missing the day after her abduction. Though she had run away on previous occasions, Amy usually went to a friend’s house. She was either found or returned home on her own. On this occasion, police checked with her circle of friends and discovered that no one had seen her, nor did anyone know where she could be. Jamelske had instructed Amy to write a letter in her own hand to her parents. She told them that she was all right and planned to come home soon. “After about a year or so, he let me call home and send letters,” she later said, “but I had to lie in every one of them. I had to say that I was okay.” Amy also called a few friends and said that she was fine and would return when she felt the time was right. She also sent an audio tape, made under Jamelske’s supervision, to her. She told them she was healthy and missed them.

By then, police had contacted postal inspectors and tried to ascertain the origin of the mailing, but it was impossible to say which post office received the letter. In October 1990, almost two years after her abduction, Amy finally called home and spoke with her mother. The girl said that she would be home soon and not to worry. She told her mother that she couldn’t reveal where she was living and would explain everything when she returned home. Police later tried to trace the call, but telephone company computers could not track the caller after so much time had passed. Amy made several additional calls, but the phone company was unable to provide a source location. In January 1991, the mother concluded that Amy was not in any type of danger and was living with friends and working in New York City as a barmaid. She told police that Amy did not wish to live at home with her parents and she was satisfied with that arrangement. Though police were not satisfied, they closed the case for the time being.

Throughout her captivity, Jamelske reminded Amy that the cult was made up of very dangerous people and that if she refused to cooperate or have sex, her family would be killed. He showed her photographs of her home, her mother and her little brother, which he had taken himself by posing as a rental agent for the landlord. Through conversations with her, he found out where she lived. He then went to Amy’s home and convinced her mother that he worked for the property owner. He managed to talk his way inside and was able to take photographs of the home and a few photos of the family as well. Amy never knew that Jamelske had visited her home; she just saw the photos. “He showed me a picture of my little brother saying that he was going to hurt him,” she told Larry King. “And he brought me a picture of my whole family and my house!”

After two years of confinement, he decided that he wanted to take Amy out of the prison for a trip to California. He told her that his bosses owned a cabin in Lake Tahoe and she had to go there to have sex with them. Though he was confident that he could control her in public, he showed her the family photographs again and instructed her not to ask too many questions.

On the day of the trip, he blindfolded Amy and put her into his car. Jamelske had his son, Brian, drive the car while he sat in the back seat with Amy. He told his son that the girl’s family asked him to keep the girl because she had a weight problem and they wanted her to lose some pounds before she could come back home. Brian, for whatever reason, seemed to accept this explanation. “My father was always a little odd,” he once told the police. When they arrived at the airport, Jamelske removed the blindfold, and together, he and Amy boarded the plane.

In Lake Tahoe, he and Amy went to a casino, ate dinners in public and toured the local sights. After just one week, he decided it was time to send Amy home. He bought a ticket back to New York and drove the bewildered teenager to the airport. After they said goodbye, Amy boarded the plane and flew back to Syracuse. When she finally arrived home, she never told her parents what had happened to her. She pretended that she had simply run away and stayed with friends for the nearly two years she was missing. Her mother and father did not believe her, but were happy to have her home. Traumatized, intensely withdrawn and terrified that her tormentor would come back to throw her into the concrete prison again, this young woman carried the secret of her torturous ordeal in “Luther’s” gothic dungeon in silence for the next 13 years.
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Chapter 5: The Junkman

After he released Amy in California, Jamelske returned to New York and resumed his life in DeWitt as if nothing had happened. He cleaned out the bunker and removed all traces of her captivity. At night, he crawled into the back alleys and parking lots of Onondaga County, rummaging through Dumpsters and garbage barrels, searching for empty deposit containers. Every week, he would cash in the bottles at his favorite redemption center in the town of Manlius. Sometimes, if he liked a bottle or needed a particular style to complete a set, he would rinse it out and add it to his collection, which had grown to over 10,000 pieces.

The basement area of Jamelske’s home on Highbridge Road consisted of several rooms stocked with dozens of metal shelves. Every shelf contained dozens of empty beer bottles of every shape, color and brand. Each set was carefully lined up and separated by size and type. On one shelf, Genesee bottles were arranged according to 8-ounce, 12-ounce and 16-ounce sizes. The next shelf had similar sizes of Piels beer and the next shelf had a different brand. All the labels faced outward and each bottle had the exact same amount of space between them. He would spend hours on his collection, adjusting the rows, moving certain sizes to other rows, dusting and cleaning the bottles in a planned and methodical routine that he repeated each month. Over the years, every inch of available space was taken up by the collection, and when he ran out of room, he would move the rows slightly closer so he could fit another dozen bottles on the shelf. His bottle menagerie was neat, orderly and predictable.
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More Bottles in Basement

Upstairs in the house proper and outside in the yard, it was a very different story. Trash and junk were scattered everywhere. The front lawn was a jumbled mass of abandoned cars, old kitchen appliances, furniture, lamps, discarded tools, car tires, broken lawnmowers and assorted objects that looked as if they were dropped from the sky. Tall pine trees and a 6-foot-high wooden stockade fence, which Jamelske had constructed around his entire property, prevented prying eyes. Weeds and vegetation had overgrown. From the road, a passerby could easily imagine that the house was abandoned.
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Jamelske Living Room

In 1988, Jamelske had sold a tract of land that surrounded his house to a local developer. Within two years, a contractor developed the property into a multi-residential project called Waterford Woods and built dozens of modern homes valued at several hundred thousand dollars each. A new road was cut in, driveways were paved and professional landscapers planted red maple trees and ornamental shrubs. Waterford became a very desirable place to live, and all the lots were quickly sold. But Jamelske’s home remained a noticeable eyesore in the community. Neighbors were annoyed and disgusted at the decrepit appearance of his property, but could do little except look the other way when they drove by. His home was a stark contrast between the isolated junkyard and the beautiful new homes in Waterford, but the owner could not care less.
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Neighborhood Around Jamelske’s Fenced Home (center)

The neighbors frequently complained to town hall about the horrendous condition of the property at 7070 Highbridge. As a result, authorities dispatched code-enforcement officers to Jamelske’s home on several occasions to cite him for ordinance violations. DeWitt Code Enforcement Officer James Conlon visited the property at least a dozen times over the years. He wrote several summonses for violations, but it didn’t seem to do any good, because nothing changed. “Everything we pointed to, he had a use for it,” he later told reporters. Conlon had no idea at that time that a concrete fortress existed underground. “If we knew about it, we would have cited him, looked at it and asked him, ‘What’s this going to be used for?’” he explained. “I probably walked right over the bunker. He walked me around and didn’t seem nervous about having me on the property.” Conlon saw the accumulated trash on the land, which included the old cars, construction material, kitchen appliances, and rusted automotive parts. The trash was an ordinance violation, and he wrote the required citation, but Jamelske seemed reluctant to pick up any of it. The junkman was just too fond of his junk.
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Chapter 6: Barbara

Over the next few years, Jamelske worked in various local supermarkets during the day. But at night, he roamed through dark alleys and deserted streets like a vampire. He was not a good sleeper, and when he felt restless, he cruised through the city in his old Comet, drinking coffee and watching the world go by. He liked the seedier, lower-income parts of town, where no one would think it strange when an eccentric loner who listened to rap music in a car loaded with empty bottles trolled through the neighborhood looking for girls. He had a way of acting like an adolescent to which younger people could relate. He spoke their language, used their vernacular and was familiar with contemporary music. That could explain how he was able to convince 14-year-old Barbara to get into his car one night in May 1995.
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Jamelske’s Comet

Barbara was a troubled teenager who, like Amy, had a history of running away from home. By 1994, she was living in a foster home in the city of Cicero, located 10 miles west of Syracuse, where she continued her rebellious behavior in school and at home. In March 1995, she ran away again and stayed with friends for the next few months, until she finally settled in Syracuse with people she had met through mutual acquaintances.

While he drove slowly down Pinebrook Boulevard in the south end of the city, Jamelske observed the slim, pretty teenager walking alone toward a 24-hour convenience store. He pulled his car next to the curb and struck up a conversation with Barbara, who was on her way home. He told her that his name was “Matthew” and he wanted her to deliver a package for him. He said that he worked for other people and they were willing to pay money for the errand. Never telling the girl what the package contained, he said that it was very important to get the job done and it would take less than an hour to accomplish.

Within minutes, Barbara was in Jamelske’s car. He drove toward his house in DeWitt. He told her that they were going to Fayetteville, but the girl was unfamiliar with any of the roads and had no idea where she was. At one point, he told her to put her head down so that she could not see where they were going. Unknown to the teenager, her abductor had spent months planning for this moment, and he knew it was important for his victims not see how to get to and from his home. When they arrived at the house, Jamelske told the girl that they had to pick up the package. He took Barbara into the basement, where she saw a heavy metal door located a few feet off the ground. He opened the door and lifted himself into the tunnel. As he crawled inside, he told Barbara to follow him.
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Heavy Metal Gate to Dungeon

“The package we gotta get is inside this room!” he said to her.

Barbara climbed into the tunnel and followed Jamelske until they encountered a second door. After he opened it, he slid off the ledge onto the floor below. When Barbara joined him, she saw that she was in a completely different area.

The room was all concrete, even the ceiling. She could see another room just a few feet in front of her behind an open door. An uncovered bulb hanging from the ceiling was the only source of light. The walls were covered with graffiti. Though some of the words were obscure, Barbara could read a few names. In a corner, a green garden hose emerged from a hole in the wall and rested inside a bathtub that was elevated off the floor by some sort of platform. As she explored her surroundings, she looked inside the adjoining room, where she saw a sheet of plywood covered with a yellow Styrofoam pad. She thought it might have been a bed for someone. Next to the bed, she saw three or four packages wrapped with brown paper and some string.

“Lift it!” Jamelske said. “Lift it and you’ll see how heavy it is!”

He told her that it contained gold and that he had to take the packages out of the room. As he carried the packages away, Barbara waited in the second room by the bed. When “Matthew” didn’t return for almost a half hour, Barbara was scared. For the first time, she wondered what she had gotten herself into and how she was going to leave.

Jamelske later explained that the girl wanted to earn some money. He told her that if she helped him deliver the package, she could make plenty of money for just a little effort and time. He said that he had tricked the girl into the bunker as part of his plan.

When Jamelske finally returned to the dungeon, he was carrying a bag, but Barbara could not see what it was. He pointed to her feet.

“What’s that on your feet?” he asked.

As Barbara looked down, Jamelske suddenly pulled a chain out of the bag and quickly snapped a lock onto her ankle. Before she could react, he locked the other end onto a ring on the floor. The girl began to scream as she pulled on the chain. She was convinced that “Matthew” intended to kill her. She yelled as loud as she could for someone to help her.

“Calm down,” Jamelske said. He told her that he was working for other people who wanted him to do this, and said he wouldn’t hurt her. But Barbara couldn’t stop screaming. He gave her three pills that he insisted would help keep her calm. The pills were actually a prescription sedative that knocked her out. When she woke up, she was naked and still chained to the floor. “Matthew” took Polaroid photographs of her, which he said he needed for his boss. He told her that the pictures would be sent overseas and that eventually she was going to be sold to someone in another country.

A few days later, Jamelske brought her a sweatshirt to wear and unlocked the chain. She was free to roam around the two rooms, but could not leave. He told her that she had to have sexual intercourse with him and drink a gallon of water each day. The first time they had sex, Barbara refused to kiss him and cried for hours. She tried to fight him off, but he was too strong for the teenager. He gave her a calendar and instructed her to write down every time they had sex or she finished a gallon of water. He took blood from the girl with a syringe on several occasions, telling her that he needed it to check for diseases.

Over time, Jamelske brought the girl more blankets and some hygiene products. He fed her fast food at first, but to her surprise, the meals gradually improved over the next few weeks. Later, he brought a radio into the bunker so she could listen to music. He let her write letters to her family, but she never knew if he actually mailed them. One day, he showed Barbara recent photographs of her mother and her two siblings. He told her that his bosses would kill her family if she ever told anyone about what happened inside the dungeon. Every day, without fail, “Matthew” had sex with her.

Barbara fell into a deep depression. She became convinced that she was going to die or be sold into slavery. She entertained thoughts of suicide and burned herself with cigarettes that “Matthew” had given her. Perhaps because of that, he decided to let the girl see the outside world again. It had been more than six months since she had been taken off the street in Syracuse. He tied the girl’s hands and feet together with rope, took her back through the tunnel and beyond the metal doors that led to the basement. They went up the single flight of stairs and into the backyard, where Barbara got her first breath of fresh air in many months. She could hear the sound of traffic behind the trees on the property, but she did not see anyone nearby. She had no idea where she was, but she imagined that she was not too far from the city. It was the only time during her captivity that she was let out of the prison.

One day, without any notice, Jamelske told Barbara that she was going to be released. He said that he had convinced his bosses to let her go. He gave her some clothes, and together they went into the yard, where his car was waiting. He placed the girl in the front seat and told her to get down on the floor so she wouldn’t see where they were going. Less than an hour later, the car stopped. He reached over and opened the door.

“Get out!” he said to her.

Barbara jumped out of the Comet and Jamelske quickly drove away. When Barbara looked behind her, she saw that she was standing in front of her mother’s house in Syracuse. She almost could not believe her eyes. Her 13-month ordeal, during which she was kept locked up like an animal and forced to submit to this frightening, demented stranger, had finally come to an end.
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Chapter 7: Celeste and the Skeleton

After Barbara returned home, her parents were shocked at the story she told. They immediately wanted to report the kidnapping to the police, but Barbara refused. She became hysterical and said she was afraid that “Matthew” or his bosses would come back and take her away again. She was much too scared to go to the police, she said. Her parents were still adamant about reporting it, but every time they tried to convince their daughter to go to the police, she broke down in tears.

During the first month she was home, however, her mother noticed an older-model sedan drive slowly down the street. The driver appeared to be looking at the house as he passed by. He was a white man, thin and pale. He wore glasses and a hat, but she could see that he had gray hair and a beard. When Barbara saw the stranger, she told her mother that he was the man who raped her. After that day, her mother never asked her to go to the police again.

In the meantime, Jamelske tended to his precious bottle collection and made frequent trips to other towns and villages in the area. He made refinements to his bunker and moved the shelves in his basement to completely conceal the entrance. He bought larger padlocks for the metal doors and one combination lock to use when he was inside the room with his slave. It had occurred to him that one of his victims might catch him off-guard, knock him over the head with a hard object and escape, so he placed a combination lock on the metal door every time he entered the dungeon. He told his captives if he were knocked unconscious, they would die inside the prison because they would not be able to get out.
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Jamelske Home on Highbridge Road

Outside his house on Highbridge Road, the surrounding land that he had sold to a developer was being excavated and prepared for new home construction. Jamelske had to be more cautious, because construction workers were everywhere during the daylight hours. It was not enough to stop him.

A year passed since he had released Barbara at her mother’s house and Jamelske had not been identified as a suspect in that case because the abduction was never reported to the police. On or about August 30, 1997, while driving through Syracuse, he saw a woman walking alone on May Street, an area of the city noted for its diversified ethnic community. It was very dark and no other pedestrians were around. He pulled his car alongside the woman, who said her name was Celeste, and engaged her in conversation. She did not speak or understand English well, but they were able to communicate. Though Celeste did not look her age, she was much older than the previous victims who were teenagers. When the woman moved closer to his car, Jamelske suddenly grabbed her arm, yanked her inside and slammed the door shut. He told her not to scream or he would kill her. He tied a white tube sock around her mouth and pushed her down onto the floor, though he later denied taking her by force.

“We are absolutely 100 percent apart on how this happened,” he later said.

They drove over to Jamelske’s mother-in-law’s house, which was vacant because she was in a nursing home. He took Celeste into a bedroom, where he stripped her down and then tied her to the bed. He threatened to pour liquid cleaner down her throat if she didn’t stop yelling. She forced herself to be quiet, though she was terrified of the strange man. Celeste later said that he had sex with her on the bed that very first night. Then, before dawn, he put her back in the car, covered her with an old rug and drove her to his house.

When they arrived, Jamelske took her out of the car and led her into the basement. Celeste noticed shelf after shelf of empty bottles as she walked through a long hallway. He lifted her up and forced her through a tunnel that led into the concrete rooms. Once inside, he chained Celeste to the floor.

“Scream all you want now,” he said. “No one will hear you.”

Celeste saw the bathtub on a platform in the corner of the room and the bed that was made out of a foam pad and plastic crates. Jamelske told her that his name was “Steve” and he was working for many different people who were interested in the slave trade. Celeste didn’t know what to think. She was shaking from fear and didn’t know if she was going to live or die.

Over the next few months, Celeste endured a nightmarish litany of sexual perversions orchestrated by “Steve,” who took Viagra every day and had an insatiable appetite for sex. He enjoyed the control he had over his victims and never tired of inventing new ways to taunt and intimidate them. He placed a model of a human skeleton near the bed so that Celeste would see it every time she went to sleep or woke up. The skeleton was 5 feet tall. It hung by a rope that “Steve” had tied to a wall. He instructed her to punch holes in bottle caps and string them on a wire like a necklace just to keep her busy. On another occasion, he made her separate piles of screws and nails into dozens of glass jars.
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Plastic Skeleton

Jamelske also liked to play a game with some of his victims by engaging in the unlikely fantasy that his victims enjoyed being abducted and even fell in love with him. He tried to pretend that his prisoners wanted to be in the dungeons and imagined they could have a normal relationship with him if they would just give it a chance. This behavior began with Amy and continued with Celeste as well. In a sense, Jamelske deluded himself into believing that he was helping his victims by keeping them safely locked up in his bunker, where they would not be subject to the temptations of drugs or other harmful influences.

“She would sing to me,” he later said of Celeste. “She had the most beautiful a cappella voice with no accompaniment whatever. It was absolutely beautiful.” Jamelske later told reporters that if it were not for the abduction, she would have gone out with him and they could have had a real relationship. “Probably we, you know, if we met on the outside, she would have dumped whoever she was with immediately,” he claimed. “I think she would look at it like a positive thing.”

Celeste was a strong woman who was determined to survive. She made up her mind to cooperate with “Steve” no matter how horrible it was to her. “I cried and prayed every day of my captivity,” she said later. “I did everything he asked, hoping he would release me.”

Nine months later, in May 1998, Jamelske told her she would be released and instructed her to pack up whatever things she wanted to take with her. After he took her upstairs into his house, he placed a blindfold on her so she couldn’t see where she was going. They got into his car and drove off. Less than an hour later, he released her at the bus station on Erie Boulevard in Syracuse. However, unlike the previous victims, Celeste went directly to the police to report what happened to her.

At the Syracuse Police Department on State Street, detectives interviewed the frightened woman and attempted to get all the information they could from her. The limited investigation that followed did not touch upon, nor did it come near, John Jamelske. Because of a difficult language problem, investigators did not interpret or understand the details of Celeste’s captivity. They knew something had happened, but were not sure exactly what it was. From what they could ascertain, detectives concluded that Celeste had been held against her will somewhere in the city of Rochester. She described the suspect as a white male, 45 years old, with a heavy build. It was a contentious interview due to the victim’s excited emotional state and a persistent language barrier.
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The victim thought otherwise. Years later, when she spoke to reporters about that day, she said that the police were skeptical from the very beginning.

“They screamed at me and said they didn’t believe me,” Celeste said to the press. “They pounded the table with their fists and said I was making up a story.” One detective allegedly told her that kidnap victims usually wind up dead and wanted to know why she was still alive. But Celeste was unshakable in her details of her captivity. She said that she had to do terrible things just to survive and prayed every day that no one would have to experience the horror that she was forced to endure.



www.crimescape.com





Chapter 8: Denise, the Fighter

For the next three years, Jamelske remained at home. Celeste had been released in May 1998. Though she had gone to the police, the follow-up investigation came to a standstill. Some details she provided were confusing or became lost in translation. As a result, investigators made little progress. Syracuse detectives had also incorrectly surmised that the assault had taken place in another city and therefore did not make details of the case available to the local press. As a result, Jamelske escaped detection once again and was free to hunt for a new slave.

In 1999, Jamelske’s wife, Dorothy, died from cancer. He became overwrought and suffered through a period of grief. “That was the only time I ever saw my father cry,” said one of his sons to a reporter. Jamelske even adopted part of a local highway through a state program and dedicated it to his wife. Though it was very clear that Dorothy was living in the house during the time some of the victims were being held captive, there is no evidence she was part of or even knew about her husband’s nefarious scheme. Following her death, he experienced a hiatus and returned to his usual habit of collecting and redeeming bottles for cash. By 2001, he was restless.

On the night of May 1, Jamelske was driving along Memorial Highway, near the location where he had abducted Amy, his first victim. He saw a young woman walking on the sidewalk alone and approached her. Her good looks reminded him of his deceased wife.

“As I drove by,” he later told reporters, “I just saw her and she was my wife when my wife was 26. And she was 26 at the time. It was ironical.” He pulled his car over and engaged the woman in conversation. The woman was reluctant.

“I was pretty messed up,” she said later. Her name was Denise, a 26-year-old woman originally from Albany, who had moved to Syracuse the year before. “I had been drinking and smoking and I was walking to a friend’s house on the west side. It was cold, it was raining and it was a bad neighborhood… he asked me if I needed a ride. I figured I’d be all right.” She didn’t know how wrong she was. Denise got into the car and they began to drive around the city. Jamelske gave her some beer and they spent a few hours drinking and talking.

“We’re just having one hell of a good time,” he said later during an interview. “We’re talking about everything you can possibly think about. I know she had the cutest dimple on one side of her face.”

Denise said later that she did not know how long they were in the car. She remembered pulling into a garage, but by then she was drunk and didn’t know where she was or how she got there. She stumbled out of the car into the darkness and that was the last thing she could recall.

When she woke up, she was naked inside a cold, dark concrete cell. For a while, she was totally disorientated and did not know where she was or what happened to her. She thought she was in a tomb and questioned her own sanity. When the lights came on and Jamelske finally entered the room, he said she could not leave and there was no one to help her. He told the horrified woman that he was going to sell her over the Internet for $30,000, and she would never see home or her family again.

“I had to have sex with him every day,” Denise said later. “He said that was part of the ritual. I bathed once every two weeks with the garden hose in the tub. I had to go to the bathroom in a bucket. It was disgusting.”

Jamelske controlled everything she did, including when she was able to eat. He turned the electricity on and off at his whim and brought in a bucket when he wanted her to relieve herself. Not knowing what would happen to her, Denise tried to keep her fears at bay. “I felt like I could have killed him,” she said. “I thought about it every day. But I didn’t know what was on the other side of the door, if I could get out of there.”

As Denise became accustomed to the concrete dungeon, she began to study the graffiti on the walls. She saw female names and concluded the writings were made by other prisoners. Each day, she dwelled upon thoughts of murder and torture, which nearly drove her to the breaking point. From time to time, she heard muffled screams in the distance and was never really sure where they originated. She didn’t know that the screams were actually recordings played by Jamelske behind the walls to keep his victims in a state of terror and confusion. He told her that he was working for powerful people who would never go to jail even if she was rescued and told the police everything she knew. He showed her a badge and said the police were in on it and her situation was hopeless. She pounded on the walls in frustration until her hands were raw and bleeding.
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Graffiti in Dungeon

Unlike some of the other hostages, Denise showed outright hostility toward her captor. She defied him at every opportunity and always looked for a way to escape. “I tried to the point where I was so mad, I wanted to kill him,” she later said on Larry King Live. “Then I realized that there was (sic) combination locks on the doors and the only one who knows the combination was him. So if I knocked him out and killed him, I’m going to be stuck down there with a dead body and probably no chance of ever getting out again.” She pleaded with him, saying that she needed to spend more time with her two small children and had to return home for their sake. That’s what kept her going, she later said: thoughts of her children, her mother, the will to live and her faith in God. She prayed every day for someone to rescue her.

Jamelske apparently tired of the girl’s resistance and her combative attitude. Less than two months after Denise was abducted, he decided to let her go. He came into the bunker one night in July and told her that he would let her go home. She was overjoyed but apprehensive. When he removed her from the dungeon, Jamelske made her wear a hooded sweatshirt backward so she couldn’t see anything. “I was terrified,” she said. “I thought he was going to kill me. I’m thinking in my head oh, God, this is it! And then he tells me he’s got to handcuff me… I’m thinking I’m done for. I never thought in a million years that he would bring me home.” Then he tied her hands together and placed her in his car. They drove for 20 minutes until Denise felt the car stop and heard the door open. He untied her and told her to step outside. When she did, he quickly drove away. Denise discovered that she was standing in front of her mom’s house in Bridgeport, New York. She was home.

Police had been investigating her disappearance. Her family had reported her missing to the Onondaga County Sheriff’s Office (OCSO) back in May. Detective Jack Schmidt of the Abused Persons Unit (APU) was assigned to the case. At that time, Schmidt was a 27-year veteran of the department. He thought he had heard it all. When he interviewed Denise, Schmidt was amazed at the tale she told: Two months of rape and captivity, a strange balding man who imprisoned her in a concrete dungeon, little food and water. It was a fantastic story for sure. Denise described the suspect as a white male, 45-50 years old, 5 feet 8 inches tall, gray hair and a birthmark on his forehead. From the beginning, Schmidt had his doubts about her, because investigators later found that some of the details she offered were inaccurate. He knew victims in other cases who had concocted phony complaints and he was cautious not to let it happen again. Though police did not discount Denise’s statement, they could not be sure she was telling the whole truth.
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Detective Schmidt and the Sheriff’s Office were lacking one crucial piece of information. Because Jamelske’s third victim, Celeste, reported her abduction to the City of Syracuse Police, OCSO investigators were not aware of any previous abduction that had similar details. They did not know Celeste had described a prison that was virtually identical to the one in which Denise was held captive. As a result, Denise’s kidnapping was treated as if it were a one-of-a-kind event, when, in fact, it was part of a series of crimes committed by the same suspect.

Captain Rick Woolley, the former supervisor of the APU, said investigators immediately checked for similar reports and did not find any. “As far as we were concerned,” he said, “it was the only case of a woman being abducted and held in a concrete prison. And remember, the first two victims never reported their abductions.” Woolley, a 27-year veteran of the Sheriff’s Department who had also worked in forensics and homicide investigation, saw a few inconsistencies in Denise’s recollection of events. “We did everything we could to investigate the complaint,” he said recently. “Looking back now, I am confident that we could not have done anything differently.”

Detectives took Denise out into the streets and drove her around for hours in an effort to trace the route she took to the suspect’s house. She looked through department mug shot books in an attempt to identify a suspect. Police tried to find the suspect’s vehicle, as Denise had described it, through DMV records. All their efforts failed to produce a workable lead.

“I was suspicious of her story,” Schmidt later admitted. “This sounded so remarkable. I don’t want to say I didn’t believe her, but at the same time a lot of things were running through my mind.”

Denise described the house that Jamelske had taken her to that night in May and provided many details about the concrete prison. She said that she thought she might have been in a city other than Syracuse, but could not be sure because she did not know her way around. When she described the dungeons, however, she was very specific. She told Detective Schmidt about the tub and the garden hose, the chair-toilet, the Styrofoam bed and all the graffiti in the rooms. She was adamant about one phrase that she saw—a few words scribbled in thick red letters across the wall by the bed. It looked as if it had been written with an unsteady hand, because the letters were crooked, uneven and tilted on an angle pointed up to the right. For her, it evoked terrible images of underground dungeons and medieval tortures, and when she said the words aloud, it made her shudder in fear.

“WALL OF THUGS,” it said.
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“Wall of Thugs” Graffiti
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Chapter 9: Ellen, the Girlfriend

In some ways, the story of Ellen, Jamelske’s fifth and final victim, is the most bizarre. Yet the details of her abduction and captivity are perfectly understandable when viewed within the framework of his insidious methods of control over his victims. Though the 16-year-old girl had several chances to escape during her ordeal, including one opportunity when she sang on stage for an audience, she chose not to take the chance. She later explained that she was afraid that Jamelske would either kill her or her family. So total was his control over his last victim, so psychologically disabling was Jamelske’s intimidation over her, that the girl was unable to ask for help even when it appeared to be easily within her grasp.

Such behavior is not unusual in long-term abductions. Victims learn to depend on their captors for everything, including food, shelter and clothing. The abductor is usually the only human contact for a prisoner and sometimes the only source of information. Jamelske did not let his victims listen to a radio or watch television for weeks at a time. A suspect can manipulate the emotions of a victim by supplying false or misleading information, like Jamelske did when he told his captives that his “bosses” had killed before and would do so again unless they got what they wanted.

Ellen was born and raised in Syracuse. She had run away from home on several occasions in previous years. Her family could not control her and had appealed to the courts for assistance. Ellen dropped out of school and was eventually placed in a foster home.

On the night in October 2002, Ellen was hanging out with friends on the front porch of a house on South Tenth Street in Syracuse. It was about 2 AM, according to her statements to police, and she was getting ready to go home for the night. A car pulled up to the curb driven by an older man, who asked the girls if they liked to “party.” The man, later identified as Jamelske, invited Ellen to go for a ride and maybe even make some money. She agreed and got into the car. “He frequently drove through the streets during early-morning hours,” Woolley said recently. “He was always searching for bottles and cans, but it also gave him an excuse to be out there without raising suspicion. In the meantime, he could search for young girls as well.”

They drove around the city for a while until they arrived at Jamelske’s house on Highbridge Road. He told her his name was “Andrew” and that she could make a lot of money if she would pose nude and let him take photographs of her. Ellen refused and told him that she was not into that. He explained that he was in a business in which he sold nude photos of women to people overseas, who posted them on the Internet. He said his boss, whom he didn’t name, controlled everything he did and he had to do what he was told.

As he spoke, “Andrew” led Ellen down into the basement, where she saw a large metal door. He pulled the door open and revealed a narrow tunnel. He convinced Ellen to follow him into the shaft which led to another door. When she got to the end of the tunnel, she climbed down a short ladder until she stood on a concrete floor. The room appeared to be something like a bathroom, because she saw an elevated bathtub on some sort of platform and a toilet seat that looked like one “which handicapped people use where there is a pot underneath it for when they go to the bathroom.” She also observed the green garden hose hanging from a hole in the wall dripping water into the tub. She was confused as to what the tub was for since she did not see any faucets or plumbing.
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Tub and Toilet in Dungeon

When she entered a second room, Ellen noticed that it was larger and different from the previous room. It had a small television that sat next to what appeared to be a bed, but was nothing more than a sheet of plywood covered with a mat on top of a few plastic crates. Ellen could see women’s names scribbled on the wall and other graffiti as well. She read the words, “READY TO RUCUSS” and “BRING ON THE PAIN.” She didn’t know what to think, but suddenly became very frightened when she realized she had been tricked into going into a dungeon.

For the first week, Ellen ate crackers and Kool-Aid and little else. Her captor entered and left at all hours, so she never knew when to expect him or how long he would stay. She later said that on or about the fourth day, “Andrew” had sex with her. He explained that his business required him to report all the details of his sexual acts to his boss. They had to discuss how many times they had sex, her performance during the act and whether or not he and his boss were satisfied with her. “Andrew” told her that she had to have sex with him every day and sometimes twice a day. He said the only way she could ever be released was if his boss was satisfied on how well she performed.

Like Jamelske’s other captives, Ellen had to keep a calendar of each day’s events like sex, bathing, TV habits, and even when she used the toilet. Jamelske also took photographs of her when she was naked and showed her pictures of other nude girls, including one of a girl with blond hair wearing a Little Mermaid mask. He told her that he was posting the girl’s photo on the Internet to see if someone would buy her. Occasionally, Ellen heard the sound of women screaming. She could not determine where the screams were coming from, but they seemed to originate from behind the wall in the smaller room. The screams terrified her and made her think that she would be tortured at any time. Jamelske told her that many police officers were involved in the abduction business, and he showed her police hats and badges to convince her. Ellen believed him because he appeared sincere and she had no evidence to doubt him. He explained that the cops had killed people in the past and would kill again if any of them, including him, were arrested.

Over time, a curious thing happened. Jamelske began to feel a true emotional attachment toward the young girl. As a result, Ellen was able to build a somewhat friendly relationship with her captor. He began to trust her. From time to time, he let her out of the dungeon and into the house above. He even permitted her to walk outside into the fresh air under his supervision. She was able to convince him that she would go along with his business and not cause any trouble.

Their bond strengthened over the next few months, and Jamelske began taking Ellen to the local supermarket with him. They went bowling and played billiards in Syracuse. During these excursions, Ellen had to stay close by his side and do exactly as he said. She interacted with people in the bowling alley and local stores, but she never asked for help, nor did she try to escape. She later told police that she was too scared to do anything that would upset “Andrew” because she always remembered what he told her: If he was caught, his people would come back for her and kill her.

The more Jamelske took Ellen into public, the more he seemed to trust her. They went to the bank, McDonald’s for hamburgers, and to the post office, where they waited in line together. One night in March 2003, he took Ellen to Freddy’s Bar and Grill, a bar in the town of Mattydale, where karaoke was popular with customers. It was owned by a local resident who knew Jamelske well from the neighborhood and was accustomed to seeing the strange man go through trash bins and walking along highways looking for empty bottles and cans. When the music began to play, Ellen wanted to sing. Jamelske resisted at first, but then agreed as long as she stayed near him. Ellen went to the stage with him by her side and sang in front of the crowd. Cindy Ormond, who ran the karaoke night for the bar, knew right away there was something not quite right with the odd-looking pair.
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“They really stuck out like a sore thumb,” she later said to reporters. “They were clearly not a couple.” Ormond watched the strange pair who made her feel somewhat uneasy. She could see that the girl was very young, but because she was not drinking nor did the girl indicate that she was in distress, Ormond did not intervene. Ellen never cried out for help during the time she was on stage and never told anyone at the bar she was being held captive. After she finished singing three karaoke songs, the quiet pair left Freddy’s and returned to the home on Highbridge Road.

The following Sunday, April 8, 2003, Jamelske saw that he had accumulated a large quantity of bottles and decided to redeem them at his favorite store, F-M Returnables, in the nearby village of Manlius. Once he loaded up his dilapidated Comet, he retrieved Ellen from the dungeon, and together they drove over to the redemption center. The worker inside the store happened to be Terry Carncross, the wife of Jamie Carncross, who had delivered the concrete for the construction of the bunkers some 15 years before. Carncross and the old man had become friends and their wives had also met and liked each other.

When Jamelske went into the store to redeem the bottles, Ellen finally decided to take a chance. She told him that she wanted to call a local church to find out what time services would be for that day. He let her use the phone while he unloaded the bottles from his car. As soon as Ellen saw him occupied, she dialed her sister Veronica’s phone number.

Ellen told her sister that she was in Fayetteville with an older man who had kidnapped her and was raping her. Her sister could barely understand her because Ellen spoke in a very low voice, almost a whisper. Veronica could hear a man’s voice in the background and assumed that Ellen could not speak freely.

“Can you call me back?” she said.

“Maybe,” Ellen replied.

“Can you write down my cell number?”

“Yes. What is it?”

Veronica gave her sister the cell number, and Ellen suddenly hung up. When she checked the caller ID, Veronica saw the call originated from a phone at F-M Returnables. She called the number back and spoke to an employee. Veronica described her sister, and the worker told her that she just left the store with an older man, but overheard the couple talking about visiting a car dealership. The employee called the police, who responded within minutes. After interviewing the worker at the store, police concluded that the couple planned to go to Fayetteville Dodge, a dealership located just a short distance from the redemption center.

Manlius Police units then raced over to the dealership, where they spotted Jamelske and Ellen near their vehicle. As police approached the victim, they could see that she was very excited and nervous. Ellen began to yell for help the moment police began to speak.

“Thank you!” she cried. “Thank you for saving my life!”

She ran into the arms of one female officer who, unaware of the abduction, was surprised at the victim’s reaction. Ellen quickly told police that she had been held prisoner in “Andrew’s” house for the past six months and he was raping her every day.

“I saw the gun point right at my head at the window,” Jamelske said later. “And then somebody opened the door, you know, and said, ‘Get out of the car!’ And she’s like ‘Go! Go!’ So this was her secret phone call.”

Officers took Jamelske into custody and placed him in the rear seat of a waiting unit. Though he was surprised that police wanted to arrest him, he remained calm. He told police that Ellen had been living with him at his house for several months. He said that he had met her in Syracuse and that she came with him willingly.
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“Is this a problem that I’m so much older than her?” Jamelske said to Manlius police officer Brian Damon. “I’d just like to get this straightened out so I can go home. I’d like to be with her tonight if possible.”

While Ellen quickly told police more about her months of captivity, Jamelske painted an image of a wonderful relationship. He said she was his girlfriend and they were making plans for the future together.

“We are also planning on going to my 50th high school reunion together,” he told Officer Damon. “I can’t wait. Everyone’s gonna be like, ‘Wow, John! Look at you two! That’s great!’”

As they drove into the Manlius Police Headquarters, Ellen described the dungeons where she was held, although she did not know the address or how to get there. On the way to headquarters, police drove on State Road 92, also known as Highbridge Road. When they passed Jamelske’s home, partially hidden by pine trees and a stockade fence, Ellen yelled out to police.

“That’s it!” she screamed. “That’s the house!”

In the meantime, Jamelske rambled to Officer Damon on the way to headquarters. He said that he was planning on a big birthday party for Ellen in May. Her family was invited and many of her friends would be there as well. But, Jamelske said, he did not want to marry her. He said that he did that once and he didn’t want to do it again. He knew that she would find someone her own age one day, and that would be fine with him. In the meantime, he just wanted to have some fun, he explained.
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Chapter 10: Into the Dark

After the Manlius police and the Onondaga County Sheriff’s Office consulted with each other, they decided that Jamelske should be taken to the county sheriff’s headquarters in Syracuse. As he sat in the back of the police car during the ride to the city, Jamelske denied holding the girl prisoner and said that she had come with him willingly. In the meantime, police had interviewed Ellen and learned more details of her captivity.

Detectives listened to the girl’s shocking story and realized immediately that Jamelske had kidnapped women before. Detective Schmidt had investigated Denise’s abduction and suspected immediately there was a connection between the two cases. Once they heard Ellen’s claim of hearing voices in the bunker, police were concerned that other women could be held captive. Based on that belief and the need for urgency, police decided to enter Jamelske’s home without a search warrant. The law permits warrantless entry to a home or dwelling when exigent circumstances exist, such as someone’s life being in danger or a public emergency when there is no time to apply to a court.

Schmidt and Fahey, accompanied by Sergeant Woolley, responded to the Highbridge Road home. They kicked in the front door and, after a brief search of the ground level, descended into the basement. They saw the incredible bottle collection on the shelves that lined the basement walls. Guided by Ellen’s description, they quickly located the entrance door to the dungeons behind a set of shelves in the east side of the basement.
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Entrance to Jamelske Home

“It was unlocked and open,” Woolley said.

Schmidt lifted himself into the tunnel and crawled to the opposite end. Using a flashlight, he inched his way forward until he came to another metal door, which he easily pushed open. He noticed immediately how quiet it was. The second door opened to the right. As he pointed the light into the room, Schmidt called out.

“Hello? Hello?” he said. “This is the police! Is there anyone in there? This is the police!”

There was only silence. Schmidt came to the end of the tunnel and saw that he was perched on the top of a ledge. He had to turn his body in order to drop inside the room. It was only a few feet down to the floor.

“I’m in!” he called out to Woolley, who was already crawling in the tunnel towards him. The smell in the room was atrocious, offensive, and reminded Schmidt of a damp and moldy cave. The room was cold and oppressive as if it were deep underground, though Schmidt calculated that the concrete ceiling could not have been more than 4 feet below the surface. He assumed that the ceiling in the basement area of the house and the one in the bunker were about parallel and, in fact, they were nearly level. Later, investigators were able to measure the actual depth as just 3 feet under Jamelske’s backyard.
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Tub in Dungeon

In the first room Schmidt and Woolley entered, they saw the portable toilet. Directly behind the aluminum chair was a plywood platform resting on plastic crates. On top of the plywood was the bathtub. It had no plumbing or running water. A green garden hose dangled from the ceiling into the tub where the drain emptied onto the platform. Next to the tub were various items such as combs, a partially used toilet paper roll, tampons, spoons, tissues, an empty peanut can, and a Bible.

“Above the tub, written across the north wall of the room was a quantity of graffiti,” Woolley said. “We could see the crude writing on the walls very clearly.”

The graffiti looked old and seemed to be written with a crayon or a thick permanent marker. Woolley moved closer to see if he could read the script. Directly opposite the bed on the longest wall in the room, some words were scribbled in red across the surface. The words looked if they had been written under stress. As Schmidt scanned the light slowly over the surface of the wall, he read the words that made his blood run cold.

“WALL OF THUGS,” it said.

“The moment I saw it, a chill went through me from my head to my toes,” Schmidt later said. “I knew that it was all true. I’m telling you that the whole damn nightmare that Denise had told me months before from beginning to end flashed before my eyes in a second.”
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Chapter 11: The Wanderer

Though he did not murder any of his victims, Jamelske’s behavioral patterns mimicked those of a serial killer. He seemed to take pleasure in a kind of sadistic contempt for the victims from the very beginning, which strengthened his oblivious attitude toward their suffering. This attitude is typical of the classic psychopathic personality. In Signature Killers, former FBI profiler Dr. Robert Keppel writes that “the sadist’s satisfaction comes from the acquisition of power over his victims along a learning curve that he extends from crime to crime. In this learning curve he actually teaches himself how to achieve greater sexual gratification from administering… dread, dependency and degradation.”

Like other serial offenders, Jamelske’s obsessive “cruising” habit sometimes took him hundreds of miles from his home base. He was extremely mobile and drove his car incessantly, without any real direction, even when he was not hunting for women. Police discovered his nomadic travels through a special applications search in the National Crime Information Center (NCIC) and the state motor vehicle database. These inquiries, which can be powerful investigative tools, can consist of a variety of search parameters, such as color or make of vehicle, zip code searches and state-wide reviews of car registrations.

For example, police may have nothing more than a suspect vehicle that was described as a red Chevy pickup with a partial plate containing the letter “B.” The case detective might begin an investigation by performing a special application search through state registrations in the incident’s zip code for all red Chevy pickups that contain a “B” in their license plate. If the search provides results, the detective may try to run down all those possibilities to determine if they are related to the incident in question. If no results are provided, the detective may choose to expand that same search into adjacent zip codes, and so on.

When a police officer runs a car registration during a traffic stop through the Department of Motor Vehicles (DMV) system, a notation is made on that database record. In Jamelske’s case, investigators ran his vehicle’s registration on the 1975 Mercury Comet through the DMV computers to check for any police activity. When detectives analyzed the results, they found his vehicle had been run on 70 occasions by many different police agencies in New York State. Police had stopped Jamelske in jurisdictions such as Yonkers, Nassau County, Long Island, Poughkeepsie, Albany, New Paltz and many others. Infractions included traffic violations, “suspicious person” investigations, property damage accidents, and other types of unspecified incidents. They sometimes issued summonses, which Jamelske always paid promptly. The computer record provided a road map for Onondaga investigators, who were able to trace his movements throughout the state over a long period of time. Though no additional abductions were ever discovered, police had to take this investigative step.
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Jamelske’s 1975 Comet

Jamelske possessed an outgoing, friendly demeanor that was persuasive and very effective at coaxing women along during the abduction phase. According to friends, he was always smiling and kind of happy. Except for one instance, Jamelske did not have to use force to get the victims into his car. He swayed them by promising money, security, alcohol, a good time or whatever he thought would work under the current circumstance. “Even though in certain senses he’s a loner,” his son, Brian, once said, “he was gregarious. He engaged almost everyone in conversation about everything.” Like many child molesters, who have an uncanny knack for finding and identifying troubled children, Jamelske also seemed to target that type of victim. “He definitely had that ability,” Woolley said. “I think one of the reasons he was out at night was to find young girls who were out at the same time. In his predatory mind, he must have thought if a girl is out in the street at that hour, she must have some issues. And in many ways, he was probably right.”

Most kidnappers and sex offenders are physical cowards. It’s part of their pathology, and Jamelske was no exception. They do not seek, nor do they want, a victim who may be physically fit or difficult to handle. Teenagers fit that profile well while still being able to satisfy the offender’s sexual demands. At least two of Jamelske’s victims were runaways. In those cases, the victim’s families did not report the girls missing. It wasn’t because they didn’t care; it was because the victim had run away from home before the abduction, sometimes more than once, and had returned safely after some time had passed. “He didn’t go to a shopping mall and grab a teenager from her friends,” said District Attorney William Fitzgerald. “He chose people he knew would not be missed.” Jamelske learned very quickly that troubled teenagers made easy prey and were easier to control than an adult. They were also much more likely to believe his exaggerated tales of “bosses” who controlled the situation and “international sex-slave” organizations that wanted to buy American women.

Jamelske’s selection of victims was the result of a hoarding mentality that guided his life. All five victims were from a different ethnic background: African-American, Japanese, Canadian, Middle-Eastern and Latino. The chance that he randomly selected victims is very unlikely. Though he later denied it, he seemed to intentionally choose girls who were ethnically different than the previous victim. That process strongly suggests that he was building another “collection,” much like his empty beer cans, the thousands of bottles in his basement and the 56 unopened boxes of Kleenex tissues. Jamelske was not only a collector of inanimate objects; he was a hoarder of human beings.

His infatuation with young girls apparently began with Debbie, the 16-year-old blonde, whom he took into his home as his mistress in 1984. She may have been the precursor or the “trial run” for Amy’s kidnapping few years later. His sexual obsession was so all-consuming that he began his abduction career right under the eyes of his wife, Dorothy, who resided in the same house just one floor above his homemade dungeons. Though some people thought it was impossible for her to live in the same house where the women were being held captive and without being aware of what was happening, case detectives were unanimous in their opinion that Dorothy Jamelske never knew of her husband’s diabolical schemes. “There’s no indication that she knew what was going on in the basement,” Sheriff Walsh said during an interview with Larry King. “She knew from time to time that he had young women down there. But we don’t believe that she knew he was actually holding them captive.”

In Ellen, the last victim, a sort of brain-washing effect transpired over time. After months of psychological domination, during which she was subjected to veiled threats of sexual slavery and the murders of her family, Ellen became acquiescent and seemed to conform to Jamelske’s every whim. This facade of subjugation also served Ellen’s goals as well. Her outward compliance put her captor at ease and helped to sustain his fantasy that the victims were grateful for their abduction and were even falling in love with him. He once described his relationship with one of the victims as being “buddies” and said that even after he was arrested, they remained “buddies.”

In reality, Ellen never stopped thinking about her escape. She imagined many different ways of obtaining her freedom, but could never seem to gather the courage to act, until the day she surreptitiously called her sister on the telephone. Though it may seem reckless to have taken Ellen out in public and thereby expose himself to capture, Jamelske’s behavior was not surprising. He lived in a fantasy world of his own making that required years of effort to build. During that time, he deluded himself into believing that he was sort of a “benevolent uncle” who had only the best intentions for his prisoners. In order to sustain that mirage, he needed a “home” for his girls.

He constructed his concrete bunkers at great cost, devised elaborate plans to hold his victims, and spent most of his waking hours dwelling on his sexual compulsions. He forced his prisoners to maintain meticulous records of their activities, such as sexual encounters, meals, and personal habits. Those diaries enabled Jamelske to relive the experience over and over again through the victim’s own documentation. The daily logs also further denigrated the captives, which added to his self-absorbed gratification.
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As Dr. Keppel has pointed out, criminal offenders improve their “skills” as they commit their crimes. Jamelske learned more about the practical aspects of imprisonment with each abduction. How to keep the women under control, feed them, and provide clothes and toilet facilities (as crude as they were) were problems that had to be addressed and solved. Like serial killers who learn more about murder each time they kill, Jamelske became more adept at his trade. With each girl, the act had to be better than the last. The excitement level had to increase, because he gradually became anesthetized to what he enjoyed before and needed more to intensify his fulfillment. As that desire became stronger, so did the level of risk-taking.

It began by letting a victim out of the bunker for a few minutes into the house above. Later, he permitted a girl to go outside the home. Soon, another victim could walk around his yard and eventually go for a ride in his car. He eventually allowed the ultimate risk: singing on a barroom stage in front of dozens of witnesses. It could almost be the fictional plot of a James Patterson novel. Jamelske’s narcissist belief that he was in such total control of his victim convinced him that he was unstoppable and immune to serious punishment. Minimizing his crimes may offer further proof that he had successfully deluded himself into believing what he had done to the victims was nothing more than a minor infraction.

“Motive is one of the thorniest issues in criminal investigation analysis,” writes FBI profiler John Douglas in Journey into Darkness. “It is also among the most critical. Until you can figure out why a particular violent crime was committed, it is going to be very difficult trying to come to meaningful conclusions regarding the behavior and personality of the offender.” Jamelske’s motives seem hidden behind a cloak of self-deception and a preposterous claim of ignorance of the law.

“I never considered anybody a kidnap victim,” he told reporter Jim O’Hara from the Syracuse newspaper The Post-Standard. “I did something wrong, but I figured it’s like unlawful imprisonment, maybe 30 hours of community service or something of that nature.”
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Chapter 12: The Search

Once detectives entered Jamelske’s home and were satisfied that no other victims were being held, police established a perimeter around the house and stationed a dozen officers to safeguard it. Crime-scene tape stretched along the stockade fence, in front of the house on Highbridge Road, and behind the property inside Waterford Woods. Neighbors, alerted by police activity, came out of their houses and gathered in small groups along the street. Within the hour, local news media showed up and began to film the scene as more police showed up to control the crowd. Investigators from several different police agencies gathered at the location, and soon the area was jammed with trucks, police vans, EMS, patrol cars and private taxis. Traffic came to a standstill as drivers slowed their vehicles, parked along the road and stopped to take photographs.

In the meantime, investigators had put together a search warrant for Jamelske’s dungeons. A county judge quickly signed it. The warrant included statements by Celeste and Denise, in which they described how Jamelske abducted and kept them prisoner in the concrete bunker: “She has been held against her will at 7070 Highbridge Road in the Town of DeWitt since October or November 2002 by being locked in an underground cement chamber… she stated that John T. Jamelske did photograph and video tape her while she was being held captive and was told by him that he placed the pictures on the Internet. He also did tell her that he had other women and that he and his partner sold them on the Internet…. The suspect displayed to her a law enforcement badge and described it as being shaped like a star and believed it to have Onondaga County Sheriff written on it.”

Unlike most other search warrants, this court order included a wide variety of items to be seized, including “any photographs, film or negatives or any other identified or unidentified victims. Any camera equipment used to take photographs and all pornographic, nude or semi-nude photographs and or video tapes of adults or children. Any computer and or digital files depicting images of a pornographic nature or depicting nude or semi-nude people… or any other unidentified victims. Hairs, fibers, blood, bodily fluids, bedding, foam, or any written materials that may identify any other potential victims.”

Once the warrant was signed, Onondaga County Sheriff’s Department deputies, Town of Manlius police officers, evidence technicians, entry team personnel, patrol officers and team supervisors, representatives from the county district attorney’s office, and several photographers, along with Detective Jack Schmidt and Sergeant Rick Woolley, headed over to Highbridge Road to search for evidence of Jamelske’s reign of terror.

Upon arrival, officers made their way into the basement, past the thousands of beer bottles stacked on the endless rows of shelves, until they reached the entry point into the tunnel. Police crawled into the entranceway and into the first room, which contained the tub and toilet. Slowly and methodically, the search team scoured every inch of the two rooms. The weird graffiti scribbled on the walls was photographed and recorded in police reports. In the second room, officers observed a spray-painted peace symbol with a handgun drawn inside it. The words “who shot cha?” and “fuck you bitch!” were written to the right. Next to those phrases was a heart with “do not hate” written inside the image. A large white crucifix hung on the wall and the words “I love you. I love you” appeared nearby.

In the meantime, outside the home, police portioned off the front and backyards in preparation for a carefully organized ground search. Mechanized equipment was brought in to excavate the soil. “Investigators are using equipment such as ground radar and backhoes to find hidden evidence,” Sheriff Kevin Walsh told the Empire State Sheriff. “Jamelske’s septic system was drained and a forensic investigator had to meet the challenge of that assignment.”
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While officers waded through an obstacle course of junk and debris, crime-scene technicians struggled to maintain a sense of order. “We actually executed several search warrants at the Jamelske home,” explained Woolley recently. “That’s because as we discovered other victims, who came forward once publicity on the story expanded, we had to keep going back to search for additional evidence as each victim described.”

Whenever a search warrant is issued by a New York court, the affiant must file a “return” with the same court that issued the original order. The return, which consists of a sworn statement by the affiant, usually a police officer, must include the dates of execution of the warrant, the name of the officers who actually conducted the search, and a detailed list of all items seized pursuant to the court order. When the initial warrant was returned, it listed 163 items seized, including 50 video tapes, notebooks, masks, audio cassettes, assorted photographs, computers, police hats, padlocks, medications, bedding, foam pads and more. Some of the video recordings contained scenes of Jamelske dancing to music in the dungeons and exercising with his victims.

As investigators rummaged through the cluttered home, they searched the closets, pantries and the many boxes that were located in every room. On a bookshelf in the hallway that led to the main bedroom, an officer found an empty box of Domino sugar. When he looked inside, he discovered a small piece of paper with a garbled, hand-printed message. “My name is Amy. Help me I am kidnapped somewhere!” The box and note were later logged into evidence.
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Jamelske’s Hallway Closet

“The funny thing about evidence, it can be anything,” said Sheriff Walsh. “Jamelske was a hoarder of everything. Investigators found pictures of woman chained in the dungeon and the detailed diaries that included everything from when the women brushed their teeth to when they had sex.” Police located seven refrigerators throughout the house that were not functional. Jamelske was using them as storage units for magazines, dry goods, toilet paper and cleaning liquids.

The basement windows were covered with wire refrigerator shelving that had been bolted and chained across the frame so no one could climb in or out. Jamelske had also nailed and screwed sheets of plywood across other windows so his victim couldn’t escape if they used his bathroom. He had locks and hasps on every door in the house, including closets. The home was a virtual prison once he was inside and all the doors were secured. A person could walk around freely in the rooms, but could not get out of the house without breaking down a door or tearing through a chained-up window.
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Jamelske’s Locked Basement Window

All sorts of things were crammed into every inch of space in each closet. On one shelf unit, police found 56 unopened boxes of Kleenex tissues. On another, several dozen boxes of cereal, all arranged in exactly the same manner, lined the inside of a pantry. There were piles of old magazines such as National Geographic and Popular Mechanics, all separated and arranged by date into neat stacks. Dozens of jars of baby powder, shampoo, hand soap, ketchup, dishwashing fluid and bags of sugar were stuffed into a hallway closet. Inside the basement, detectives found numerous metal filing cabinets stuffed with innocuous bills and papers that he had accumulated over the years. He had also saved all his phone bills, grocery receipts, junk mail and letters. The items were filed by date and subject matter. “Everything that man ever did in his life was in those filing cabinets,” said Detective Schmidt. “It was amazing.”

Other areas of the property were in direct contrast to the neat and orderly world of the filing cabinets. The shed contained an incredible mess of tangled junk that stretched from the floor to the wooden rafters above. Every conceivable piece of metal trash that could be imagined was tossed into the shed over the years, and it simply lay there untouched and ignored for a decade or more. Investigators later found two garden tractors, three snowmobiles, and two motorcycles buried under the debris. Outside, broken garden equipment, car tires, sinks, refrigerators and other household items were scattered carelessly about, giving the property the appearance of a junkyard and perhaps a furtive glimpse into the twisted mind of its owner.
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Chapter 13: “They Weren’t People to Him”

Over the next few months, it became obvious to Jamelske and his attorneys, Michael Forsyth and Robert Earl, that police had a powerful case to present at trial. District Attorney William Fitzpatrick informed the members of the defense team that he would be seeking the maximum penalty for their client, a sentence of 25 years to life on each of the five most serious charges of kidnapping in the first degree. Jamelske was also charged with dozens of other sexual offenses as well. He faced life in prison without parole.
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John Jamelske
Mug Shot

Though all five victims indicated that they would be available to testify if the case went to trial, none were enthusiastic about appearing in public to tell the lurid details of their captivity. Onondaga County Judge Anthony Aloi encouraged both sides to come to an agreement. Fitzpatrick offered a sentence of 18 years to life with the stipulation that Jamelske would provide full disclosure of his assets to be sold off to compensate the victims for their suffering. He would also receive a chance at parole. Jamelske and his attorneys agreed. They struck a deal, and on June 11, 2003, all parties appeared in county court in downtown Syracuse.

While a packed courtroom awaited the appearance of John Jamelske, reporters gathered in the hallways. None of the victims showed up at the courthouse. They preferred to remain at home and out of the public eye for the time being. Promptly at 10 AM, court officers brought in Jamelske, handcuffed and chained, and escorted him to the table where Forsyth and Earl were waiting. Looking old and haggard, Jamelske glanced around the room looking for familiar faces. Later, he said he was looking for Ellen. He had hoped she would appear in court to say goodbye.

“Jamelske looked dejected and defeated,” said Woolley, who was present in the courtroom that day. “He just stood there and later mumbled something about an apology.” Fitzgerald was unmoved by the defendant’s attempt at remorse. “This was about control,” he said. “He so devalues human life. They weren’t people to him. They were objects.”

Judge Aloi read off the specifics of each of the five kidnapping charges while the defendant stood in silence, only occasionally answering “yes” or “no” in a soft but barely audible voice. The judge detailed each kidnapping event and told the court the purpose of the abductions was to sexually abuse the girls. Jamelske answered “yes” to each count, and when he was asked how he would plead, he answered “guilty.” The proceeding was over in 20 minutes and sentencing was set for July 15. In the meantime, investigators gathered a list of Jamelske’s assets to be liquidated.
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Chapter 14: Sentencing

During the next month, police were able to track down most of Jamelske’s holdings, which included real-estate investments in New Mexico, California and Florida. He also had stock certificates in American companies and some cash in local bank accounts. The home on Highbridge Road was put up for sale. Its proceeds would go to the victims. After the dungeons were thoroughly searched again, they were scheduled for demolition, and the defendant was required to pay for that as well. Everything in the home, including the extensive bottle collection, was to be sold at auction as part of the plea agreement. Jamelske, who previously had a two-day debriefing interview with District Attorney Fitzpatrick, was in a somber mood when he learned he would probably never be paroled and could expect to die in prison.

During the interview with Fitzpatrick, Jamelske offered an explanation for holding the girls as sex slaves. He told Fitzpatrick that he paid the girls for their “stay” in his dungeons, but they had to reimburse him for “room and board” when he let them go. He calculated a price scale for various sex acts and paid the girls accordingly. If they left the bunkers without any cash, it was because their room and board fees exceeded the payments.

Fitzpatrick later said that Jamelske made up this part of the story. He never gave money to any of the victims. Fitzpatrick also said that Jamelske lied about many things during the debriefing and only displayed remorse when he talked about his childhood memories. He showed no apparent anger or rage typically found in serial rapists, explained Fitzpatrick to the press. When he asked Jamelske why he wasn’t afraid of being caught when he brought his last victim into public view, he seemed surprised.

“Caught for what?” Jamelske later said. “What did I do wrong?” He continued to minimize his crimes, even when confronted with all the damning evidence. “I’m not the monster they’re painting this horrid picture of,” he told MSNBC during an interview from the city jail. “I’m a pretty nice guy and I never hurt anyone physically.” During the same interview, he said that the girls exaggerated the living conditions in the bunker to make it seem worse than it was. “I would not mind living down there in that dungeon,” he boasted. “It was absolutely beautiful! There was a bed. There was water. Anything they wanted except leaving at certain a time was there.”

Despite his claims that the bunker was a pleasant place to live, every person who had an opportunity to examine the dungeon came away appalled and disgusted at the living conditions. “The second room where they slept is really a creepy place,” said Assistant District Attorney Rick Trunfio to a news reporter after a brief tour. “It’s a nasty place. It’s dank; it’s dark. Without any light in there, it must be a scary place. And the graffiti just makes it more bizarre.”

On the morning of July 16, 2003, in the same courthouse where Jamelske pleaded guilty, spectators and members of the press lined up in the hallways waiting for their seats. It would be the strange and reclusive defendant’s final public appearance.
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Soon after the proceedings were called to order, Judge Aloi asked the prosecution and defense if they were ready to begin. Fitzgerald told the court he was ready to present victim’s impact statements to the court. He notified the judge that Amy, Jamelske’s first victim, was unwilling to appear in court at the sentencing. But her attorney had a prepared statement that she wanted read in court.

He told the court that his client had suffered intensely for many years as a result of her abduction and inhuman treatment at the hands of the defendant. “Your sentencing of the defendant today is expected to be of a therapeutic benefit to my client,” he said. “The victim and her family have a natural desire to see the defendant sentenced to the foulest dungeon in creation for all eternity.” He told the court that Amy’s family agreed to the prosecution’s plea agreement, “but they understand the defendant’s right to fairness and humane treatment even though he himself does not understand those principles.”

Celeste, who was imprisoned for nine months, told the court that she suffered every moment of every day in the dungeons. “The cold, dampness, darkness and loneliness; I will never forget the constant hunger, thirst and fatigue,” she said. “The thought of death. Would it be better than the life I was being put through? I cannot speak of the terrible things he did to my body and made me do to his.”

Denise, held prisoner for two months, also prepared a statement to be read in court. She said that she had lived in fear ever since the day Jamelske abducted her off the streets of Syracuse. She told the court she was afraid of the dark and old men ever since she was released from the concrete bunker. “I also have horrible dreams at night,” she said. “I cry out and jump in my sleep… I have lost a job and several friends due to his actions and what he has done to me. John Jamelske is a sick and evil old man and should be punished. He has no right to take away my freedom, my right to breathe fresh air or my right to be treated like a human being.”

Ellen, the final victim, had a written statement read in court by her sister. She said she hated her captor and lived in fear every day she was held inside his dungeons. “You’ll never be able to know the fear I felt, being raped every day,” she told the defendant. “The nightmares I have, remembering how I had to fulfill your sick fantasies, making disgusting videos, being humiliated, never having any privacy, being chained to a fence like a dog! The only thing that got me through this horrendous nightmare was my strong faith in God, praying every day that He would help me go home. You are the sickest man I have ever known!”

When the victims completed their statements, Judge Aloi ordered the defendant to stand. Jamelske stood in front of the bench, stiff as a board, and did not respond as the judge’s booming voice echoed off the courtroom walls. “You are a sick coward,” Aloi said to the trembling defendant. “You are an evil man. You are a kidnapper and a rapist, a master manipulator of people and the truth, but your reign of terror is over.”

Judge Aloi then sentenced him to 18 years to life in state prison. “Mr. Jamelske, there is no question in my mind you should die in prison for what you’ve done to these five women.” When asked if he had anything to say, Jamelske cleared his throat and spoke in a quivering voice that rose in tone as he went on.

“I’m just truly sorry for what I did,” he said as tears rolled down his face. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about it and I’m just very sorry for what I did and for how it affected everyone and God bless all of them.”

Spectators were not moved by Jamelske’s statement, nor did they sympathize with the defendant when he began to cry. “Seeing him cry pissed me off,” one victim said to New York Post reporter Joe McGurk. “For him to ask for a lesser sentence, he’s just sick. He should die in jail. Even better, he should rot in that prison he created.”

Many people thought Jamelske was only remorseful because he had been caught and his attorneys tried to convince him to express regret whenever he had the chance to speak. When he was later interviewed in jail, a reporter asked if he was truly sorry and whether he would still abduct women if he hadn’t been arrested.

“No,” Jamelske said to interviewers at MSNBC. “I don’t think I would because I was taking Viagra toward the end and it would have ended because I don’t have the physical urges I had before.”
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Chapter 15: After Justice

Jamelske’s ranch-style house located on Highbridge Road was sold in 2005 for $100,000 to a relative of one of the victims and a Syracuse attorney. The fearsome dungeons under the home were eventually dug up and destroyed. According to the plea agreement, Jamelske was required to pay for the demolition. The proceeds from the sale of the house were placed into a fund that was eventually distributed to the five victims. The bottle collection, which consisted of more than 13,000 pieces, was sold over the Internet in 2003 for only $500. It was purchased by a Pennsylvania collector, who considered it a bargain. “Overall for the money I paid for them, I think it was pretty much a steal,” he told a reporter from the Post Dispatch. Jamelske’s stocks and other investments were liquidated, and those proceeds were also added to the victim’s compensation fund. The property holdings in New Mexico, Florida and California were also sold, and the proceeds were eventually deposited into the victims’ compensation fund. The exact amount paid to the victims from the fund was not released to the public.
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As for Jamelske, he was sent to Clinton Prison in upstate New York, where he remains to this day. He is scheduled for a parole hearing in 2020, when he will be 85 years old. Because of the nature of his crimes, he may not ever breathe free air again. According to his attorney, Michael Forsyth, Jamelske began to express remorse shortly after sentencing and acknowledged, somewhat reluctantly, that he had truly injured his innocent victims. He no longer believes that his punishment should be “community service or something of that nature.” The severity and finality of what amounts to a life sentence has apparently shattered Jamelske’s fantasy world and forced him to confront the reality of his crimes. However, this strange, sexually obsessed psychopath had a rather simplistic explanation for his actions.

“I’ve always said, you know, I’m unorthodox,” Jamelske once told a reporter. “I said to hundreds of people, I’m a little bit crazy, you know. I get a little crazy, you know what I mean?”
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