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To David, may he never forget his last name
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1995 Foreword by Ann Rule

As anyone who reads this remarkable book will quickly conclude, Bob Keppel is a superlative detective. He is one of perhaps a half dozen
of the most gifted and intelligent investigators | have met in the 26 years | have been writing about true crime. | have known him for two
decades. When we met, | was a young writer and he was the “new kid” in the King County, Washington, Police Department's Homicide Unit. In
those days, | wrote under the pen name “Andy Stack,” and | covered murder cases for True Detective, Master Detective, and three or four other
fact-detective magazines. In fact, | wrote an article on the first homicide Bob Keppel ever worked as a detective.

It was called “Washington’s Strange Case of Murder Without Rhyme or Reason.”

I have always believed that there is a cyclical pattern in life. Everyone who excels in his or her profession can usually look back and see how
one learning experience weaves itself into another—and another and another—until that person is so prepared to deal with complicated
problems that his response is almost instinctive. Never have | realized that more than when | dug through a stack of yellowing detective
magazines to reread “Murder Without Rhyme or Reason,” which was published in Master Detective in July 1975. The picture of Bob Keppel
looks as though he’s about 25—which he was.

The crime had occurred a full year earlier, in July 1974. July 1974 was a watershed point not only in Bob Keppel's career, but in the lives of
so many people who lived in the Northwest—including my own. Bob Keppel would go from his first, relatively uncomplicated murder probe into
the investigation of a killing swath that may never be equaled.

Bob Keppel and Roger Dunn were called out in the wee hours of July 11 to investigate the senseless murder of Chris Stergion, 68, a popular
businessman in Enumclaw, Washington. Stergion’s wife said Chris had gotten out of bed to investigate suspicious sounds. She had heard a
struggle, and when she’d gone to see what had happened she found her husband lying bleeding, in their bathroom.

Enumclaw js in King County, but it is about as far removed in ambiance from Seattle as a windmill is from the Space Needle. The newest
detectives usually got the homicides in the little towns on the edges of the county, and Keppel and Dunn drew the Stergion case.

As | write this, the O. J. Simpson trial is in full flower, and so much of the prosecution’s case—and the defense’s—hinges on a pair of black
leather gloves.

And so did the successful solution to Chris Stergion’s murder twenty-one years ago.

The biggest case of Bob Keppel's life would break three days after the Stergion homicide: the “Ted” murders that rocked the Northwest in
1974 and for years afterward. The answers that were so long in coming in the serial murders “Ted” committed were elicited, finally, because of
Bob Keppel's extraordinary—and, yes, innate—skill at interrogation.

And so did the successful solution to Chris Stergion’s murder twenty-one years ago.

On July 10, 1974, a hugely tall teenage drifter wandered into Enumclaw, Washington. He was broke and hungry, and a number of people had
taken pity on him. Some sawmill workers gave him money for food, and Chris Stergion, who owned Stergion Concrete, had let him sleep in an
old truck he owned.

Late that night, Stergion woke to hear the sound of the cash register drawer being opened in the office adjoining his living quarters. Minutes
later, Chris Stergion lay dead in his own bath-tub.

The King County detectives learned that Stergion had been beaten, and stabbed more than twenty times.

Identifying the most likely suspect wasn'’t difficult. The 6-foot-6-inch-tall teenager who had rolled into Enumclaw the day before had frequently
been seen around local businesses. Patrol units quickly spotted James Lee Slade walking along a road heading out of town.

Bob Keppel would interrogate Slade. Twenty years later, when | reread that interview, | can see that Keppel's inherent skill at verbal jousting
was already in place. That didn’'t surprise me; he was good then and he’s only gotten better over the years. What did surprise me was how
jarringly familiar the details of the conversation were.

Jim Slade first told Keppel that he hadn’'t even been in Enumclaw that night—he’d hitched a ride to another town, and he’d left his blanket roll
in the victim’s truck.

Keppel had learned that the suspect had been wearing black leather gloves ever since he got to town and was quick to notice that he wasn’t
wearing them anymore. Keppel also noticed that Slade had a cut on his right index finger and another on his little finger.

Bob Keppel quietly asked him where his gloves were now.

“They made my hands hot and sweaty, so | took them off and left them in a truck. When I went back for them, they were gone.”

“It seems a little strange,” Keppel said, “for someone who likes his gloves as much as you seemed to, to put them in a parked truck. Why
didn’t you just put them in your pocket?”

“They wouldn’t fit.”

Slade’s body language showed that he was becoming more and more nervous. His Adam’s apple jumped wildly as he gulped frequently,
and he drank cups of black coffee.

But he didn’t want to talk.

James Slade first demanded an attorney, but when he was alone with Bob Keppel, he suddenly asked, “Is the old man dead?”

“Yes.”

“All right. | want to tell you about it.”

And Keppel wanted to hear. But first Keppel warned Slade not once but twice that whatever he said could be used against him in court,
repeating the familiar phrases of the Miranda Warning.

“I still want to tell you.”

It would be the first of scores of confessions Bob Keppel would hear. It was a tragically simple story. Slade, wanting money, had broken into
Chris Stergion’s office. When Stergion caught him at the cash register, Slade told Keppel that he had stabbed him with some calipers he’d
picked up.

“l don’'t know what came over me. | saw a light flash. He had asked me who | was, saying, ‘The cops are coming.’ | just kept hitting and hitting
him with the calipers.”

When detectives found James Slade’s black leather gloves in a warehouse where he had tossed them in his flight from the crime scene, they
had their own story to tell. The right glove had a jagged cut on the right index finger and the lining was soaked with blood.

Three days later, Bob Keppel was plunged into the “Ted Murders,” a real baptism of fire into the world of an entirely different kind of killer.
And in the ensuing years, he has probably investigated or advised investigators in more serial murder cases than almost any detective in
America.

Bob Keppel and | share a common hero, a common mentor: Pierce Brooks. Pierce Brooks was the Captain of the Homicide Unit of the Los
Angeles Police Department for a dozen years, and Chief of Police in cities in both Colorado and Oregon after his retirement from the LAPD. It
was Brooks who first recognized the very existence of the phenomenon we have come to know as “a serial killer.” He was also the first to insist
that the only way to track and trap this kind of elusive criminal was through the establishment of a central information system on victims and



suspects that could be contributed to and shared by law enforcement agencies nationwide.

Pierce Brooks began building his own files by poring over out-of-town newspapers and looking for cases similar to those he was
investigating—way back in the late 1950s. Bob Keppel, as you will read in the pages ahead, conceived the efficacy of using computers—still a
newfangled gimmick in the mid-seventies—to track criminals long before most investigators had thought of such a possibility.

Today, the HITS program that Bob Keppel oversees in the Washington State Attorney General’s Office is one of the best tools we have in the
Northwest to solve homicides.

| didn’t have to be asked twice to read the manuscript of The Riverman. One of the things that makes Bob Keppel a superior detective is
that he is inscrutable; he never tells anyone what is not ready to be told. It is also one of his most maddening traits. For years, he had known
things about Ted Bundy that no one else knew. My natural curiosity about those “things” has been difficult to live with, but | have always known
better than to ask Bob Keppel for information before he was ready to give it. Now all my questions have been answered.

The Riverman will fill a long-vacant spot on the bookshelves of both professionals and laypeople who have searched for a definitive study of
serial murder. There are hundreds of pages of heretofore unpublished information—not only on the Ted Bundy cases but on the Atlanta Child
Killer, the Michigan Child Murders, the Son of Sam, and Washington's Green River Murders.

Bob Keppel never claimed to be a diplomat, and he is bound to ruffle some feathers as he points out the sometimes-catastrophic errors
made in the investigation of serial murders. Many mistakes were made out of inexperience, some were the result of inefficiency, and more
were probably made because of turf wars and scrambling for political advantage.

Bob Keppel pulls no punches. What will make The Riverman a bible for working investigators is this searing dissection of what went wrong,
coupled with brilliant insights into successful investigations of crimes that were almost impossible to untangle.

I don’t think Bob Keppel ever set out to become an expert on serial murder. There are less frustrating and more pleasant roads to follow. In
the early 1980s, we talked for hours on our way to a VICAP Task Force conference in Huntsville, Texas—extra hours because our plane was
grounded in Denver in a blizzard. The thing | remember most is hearing Bob Keppel say, “I| knowthis for sure. | never want to get involved in the
boiler-room pressure of working another serial murder task force. Once is enough.”

He was talking, of course, about the Ted Bundy investigation ... an investigation that he would never really be finished with.

Even now.

| had to smile when | read The Riverman. | don’t think it was a year after our flight through the blizzard before Bob Keppel was up to his
elbows in work with the Green River Task Force. So much for no more boiler-room pressure. But as his career unfolded, it became obvious
that there was no way Bob could not go back.

And back. And back again.

Reading The Riverman brought back many memories to me—some good, some horrendous. The toe-dancing and the conflicts that marked
some of our VICAP conferences are all here, as they should be. The interpersonal conflicts in various police agencies and the turf wars that
slowed—or stopped—forward progress are noted. | am gratified to see Pierce Brooks receive the credit that he so richly deserves. If I'm to be
completely honest, 'm probably just as gratified to see that some of the popinjays have been deflated.

I lived through the Bundy years in a different dimension than Bob Keppel did. | knew the man who wore the mask, and it was a very long time
before | saw the monster exposed. It hasn’t been easy for me to read the explicit confessions that Ted made to Bob Keppel. It will not be easy
for any reader, no matter how hardened he—or she—may be to the psychopathology of the sadistic sociopath. But the details are necessary
for us to understand what made Ted Bundy tick. Outside of police files and psychiatric reports—which are usually classified—I have never read
the actual words and thoughts of a brilliantly twisted killer as they appear in The Riverman. We may not like what Ted Bundy had to say to Bob
Keppel, but we will learn a great deal from it.

In January of 1989, when Bob Keppel journeyed to Starke, Florida, to spend some of Ted Bundy's last hours on earth with him, he was like a
finely trained athlete (which he, in fact, is). He knew all the facts; he knew when to speak, when to keep quiet, when to show approval, when to
show disdain, and he was ready.

Bob Keppel heard, at last, the answers to horrific questions.

I am honored to write this foreword. There have been many Bundy books—including my own—but the whole story has never been told until
now.






Introduction to the 2004 Edition

It's the year 2003, and since Ted Bundy's execution in 1989 and the reduction of the Green River murders investigation to a single
detective, Tom Jenson, new information about both sets of cases has since come to light.

Regarding Ted Bundy, his confession to the warden of the Florida State Penitentiary about the one last murder is now a matter of public
record, as are his confessions to Vail Police Department detective Matt Lindvall about the murder of Julie Cunningham. Regarding some of the
homicides grouped under the Green River investigation, in November 2001 King County homicide detectives arrested Gary Leon Ridgway,
who was subsequently charged with the murders of Carol Christensen, Opal Mills, Cynthia Hinds, and Marcia Chapman. Ridgway subsequently
pled guilty to 48 homicides, in October 2003, new names were added to the Green River list of victims, and Ridgway will spend the rest of his
life in prison.

As for myself, after I retired from the Washington State Attorney General’s office in 1999, | continued to teach at the University of Washington.
In 2003, I became an Assistant Professor of Criminal Justice at Sam Houston State University in Huntsville, Texas. Also under a grant from the
Bureau of Justice Administration, developed the ideas for a homicide investigation database—ideas that first began germinating in my mind
back in 1975 during the Ted Missing and Murdered Women investigation—into a full-blown computer database program.

My old Green River Murders Task Force colleague, Dave Reichert, also took his own path during the twenty years since two boys riding their
bikes over the Peck Bridge discovered the first bodies floating in the Green River. Dave, even after the investigation shrank to a single
investigator, never gave up, believing as | believed that a piece of evidence the task force gathered back in 1987 would eventually lead to a
suspect in some of the homicides. Dave’s beliefs kept him inside the King County Sheriffs Department, moving up through the ranks from
detective to captain to major—and eventually into politics when he ran for sheriff of King County. He never gave up on the search and was on
the job when Tom Jenson told him that there was a DNA match in the Green River case.

What Bundy never knew during Dave’s and my interviews with him over the years, when he attempted to provide us with a model of what the
Green River Killer's behavior might be, was that an individual had been under police scrutiny (as the publicly released affidavits from King
County investigators show) ever since 1983. Bundy could not know that because it was not information that was made public at the time.

Even as the task force interviewed witnesses and sexual companions of the person who was ultimately arrested for the Christensen, Mills,
Hinds, and Chapman murders—as well as the suspect himself—the police proceeded so as to compromise neither the suspect’s constitutional
rights nor the investigation itself. And it was only when forensic biological evidence, developed because of advances in DNA amplification and
testing technology, indicated that there was a match between crime-scene DNA and the suspect’'s DNA that an arrest was made. The story of
that investigation and the arrest is also contained in the affidavit sworn by Detective Sue Peters and subsequently made public by the King
County District Attorney, along with the prosecutor’'s summary of evidence and Gary Ridgway’s written confessions and admissions.

For the present, the confessions Bundy made to Mike Fisher and Matt Lindvall about his Colorado murders in the previous chapter and to the
warden at Florida State Penitentiary are his final words as he faced his ultimate punishment. They are revealing, particularly his confession to
Lindvall, in that they show Bundy trying to hang on to his last bit of dignity, which itself was only his delusion about himself. Bundy confesses that
he lived in hell as he trolled for his victims across the four states that we know about and that what was consuming his victims was also
consuming him. How much of those statements are self-serving and how much of those are true can only be judged by those who read them.
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1

Too Many Bodies

Not invisible but unnoticed, Watson. You did not knowwhere to look, and so you missed all that was important. | can never bring you
fo realize the importance of sleeves, the suggestiveness of thumb-nails or the great issues that may hang from a boot-lace.

—Sherlock Holmes

One can only surmise what the great detective Sherlock Holmes would have gleaned from private conversations with Ted Bundy or the hunt
through the dense, wet underbrush of rural King County and brassy strip joints along Seattle’s red-light Sea-Tac district for the Green River
Killer, whom Ted Bundy called the Riverman. But Holmes and his amanuensis, Dr. Watson, were fictional, and anyone who works in the day-to-
day world of law enforcement knows that cases do not resolve themselves neatly as they do at the end of a story. The Green River murders
investigation, which began in 1982, continued until 2003, when Gary Leon Ridgway, who was arrested for four of the murders in the series,
confessed to forty-eight of the murders. The clues to the killer’s identity lay for years in the cyberspace of lists of names, contact reports, and tip
sheets. We know that somewhere among the hundreds of thousands of leads, along the hundreds of miles of Mylar tape, the name of the Green
River killer and all the evidence that would incriminate him awaited us. | had a few guesses as to who the killer was, although I let the computer
assemble the information for my probable cause—a hasty accusation can invalidate years and years of investigative work. Ted Bundy and his
guys on death row in Starke, Florida, taught me how serial killers think and what will encourage them to give up their secrets. It's all a waiting
game, unless you catch them with their hands dripping red with the blood of their victims. | learned that to bring the suspect in, you must
advance your investigation in orderly phases, corner the suspect, and carefully conduct the interrogation in order to gain his confidence. But first
you must break down the barriers within your own department, among your own colleagues, and within a command structure that will usually
deny the existence of a serial killer at large and all the trouble it brings.

Ted Bundy was speaking to me.

“l just said that the Hawkins girl's head was severed and taken up the road about twenty-five to fifty yards and buried in a location about ten
yards west of the road on a rocky hillside. Did you hear that?”

Hear it? | was stunned!

The squeaky, chipped metal folding chair that | was sitting on suddenly shrank; | felt oversized upon it. The prison walls closed in around me
and became covered with dancing, bloodstained apparitions of murdered college coeds and young girls ripped away from life in the first
blossom of their beauty. | had slipped into a light hallucination in reaction to the horrifying confession I had just heard. The infamous Ted Bundy,
my personal nemesis, was confessing to murder, confessing in his own name for the very first time. As the words tumbled out of his mouth, my
mind was sucked into the past, swirling through a deep, dark funnel of time. Details, follow-up facts, the material from the 15-year investigation
of Ted and my pursuit of him, which had been fixed rigidly in my memory, began falling away like little chunks of calcium sediment from the walls
of a cave. It was almost too much to comprehend. After my 15 years of searching for the missing pieces of the Ted Bundy puzzle, it was
January 1989 and Ted himself was almost casually confessing to the murders our baling-wire computer program had assigned to him. And
now, in this small prison interrogation room, | was gripping the edge of my chair, waiting for him to divulge the specific facts about the murders,
mutilations, decapitations, necrophilia, and burials he had carried out at the Issaquah body dump site, all of which we had uncovered years
before anyone even knew there was a Ted Bundy. Now Bundy and | were face-to-face and he was in Florida’s maximum-security penitentiary.
All those memories came back to me as | began probing Ted for details.

I remember the day the name Ted first came into my life—little did | know the number of years | would spend tracking the man with that name
or the number of deaths to which that name would eventually be linked. But here that day was, coming back to me amid the claustrophobic
atmosphere of death row.

The Lake

Lake Sammamish is the nearest thing to an outdoor shrine for many of the college-age men and women who live in and around Seattle. It
was particularly crowded on the Sunday afternoon of July 14, 1974, because several large companies, including Rainier Beer and Lockheed
Shipyards, were having their employee picnics. Over 50,000 people had come to spend a day at the state park. Throughout the elaborate
mating dance that took place in the 90-degree sunshine that afternoon, who would have noticed the appearance of another Volkswagen bug
with a light-haired pretty-boy smiling from behind the wheel? Who would have been afraid of such a person?

Certainly not Janice Ott, who had ridden to the lake on her yellow Tiger 10-speed bike for a day of sunning. Janice was a pretty young lady—
dainty and slight, about 5 feet tall—who had long blond hair that hung straight down to the middle of her back. She was dressed for a perfect
day in the sun: short denim cutoffs and a midriff shirt. She peeled these off to reveal her black bikini as soon as she reached the sandy beach,
and lay down on her towel, which she’d had stashed in her blue nylon knapsack.

Janice sunned herself, unaware of the fate that awaited her and the danger working its way toward her in the guise of a seemingly average
guy. At that moment in another part of the park, a blond 25-year-old man about 5 feet 10 inches tall, of medium build and wearing a beige sling
on his left arm, approached Mary Osmer on the grassy area near the bandstand where Rainier Brewery was sponsoring races. He was
described, by people who saw him later that afternoon, as a good-looking all-American type wearing blue jeans and a white T-shirt. The young
stranger asked Mary, who was clad in a very short backless, halter-type dress, if she would help him load his sailboat onto his car. She agreed
with a perky “sure.” He asked her what she was doing and she replied that she was waiting for her husband and parents. He quickly changed
the conversation by saying, “This is out of sight; there are so many people.” As they walked toward the parking lot, he stopped three times to
clasp his left arm as if he were in pain, explaining that he had hurt it playing racquetball. He tried to engage Mary in conversation by asking if
she had ever played the game.

When she didn’t respond, the young man changed the topic, asking, “Do you live around here?”

She said, “Bellevue, and | work at Boeing.”

The man led Mary to a metallic brown VW bug. Mary didn’'t see a sailboat and asked where it was. The man said, “It's at my folks’ house; it's
just up the hill.” He motioned to the side door as if to open it for her. Mary told him she couldn’t go because she had to meet her folks. She
asked him what time it was, and he replied, “It is 12:20.” She said she was already late because she was to meet them at 12:15. Almost
apologetically, he said, “Oh, that's okay, | should have told you it wasn't in the parking lot. Thanks for bothering to come up to the car.” He



walked Osmer about halfway back and repeated himself: “Thanks for coming with me. | should have told you it was not in the parking lot.”

When Mary Osmer later told us her story, her eyes glistened with guilt. To her, the stranger seemed friendly, sincere, very polite, and easy to
talk to. He had a nice smile and didn’t get upset when she told him she wouldn’t go with him. She was pretty, 22 years old, newly married, and
almost overwhelmed by the dangerous excitement of the mere thought of infidelity that she had had when she was approached by this attractive
stranger. She wasn't your average vague eyewitness, but gave us a detailed physical description of him when questioned. She had paid
attention to every move he made because she was sizing him up for the thrill of it—the thrill of flirting with him and maybe even the thought of
doing more than that. She remembered him perfectly, it turned out, and we were able to assemble the stranger’s physical description, his gait,
the car he drove, his leisure activities, and the way he talked. Mary had listened to him so well, we even had a handle on his conversational
style. But Mary was one of the lucky ones. This predatory stranger had had a harmless brush with her, but quickly moved on to find his next
victim, leaving Mary unaware of the danger she had escaped.

When he and Mary parted, the stranger wandered away from his car again and approached the beach, where several people were sunning,
among them Janice Ott. Several other sunbathers had seen Janice arrive. One of them was Jim Stanton, a Drug Enforcement Administration
agent who was always happy to take in the pleasurable sight of a good-looking young woman willing to take off most of her clothing in front of
him. Stanton watched as Janice applied cocoa butter to her skin and positioned herself on her towel, facing the sun. Cynthia Baker also
watched the newcomer arrive. She and two of her girlfriends were lying two feet away from Oft. Another witness, Gloria Samuelson, was 10 feet
away from where Janice Ott was sunning.

Ott had been lying on the beach for about half an hour when a white male, this time described by witnesses as dressed in white tennis shorts,
white T-shirt, and white tennis shoes, approached her and asked, “Excuse me, could you help me put my sailboat onto my car? | can’t do it by
myself because | broke my arm.” Stanton, who had been watching Oftt, heard the stranger’s line and thought to himself what a shame it was that
he had just been aced out by this guy with his left arm in a sling.

Cynthia Baker, the witness sitting closest to Janice’s towel, also heard the stranger’s opening line and Ott's response: “Sit down, let's talk
about it.” Stanton, however, having lost his shot with this woman, quickly lost interest, and tuned out.

The stranger said, “It's up at my parents’ house in Issaquah.” When we compared witnesses’ comments, we noted that the good-looking
injured man had apparently learned his lesson quickly and changed his strategy to address the concerns of the first person he tried to pick up.
His experience with Mary Osmer had taught him that he must relay to his unsuspecting prey that they would have to leave the park. This man
was a very quick study.

Janice Ott established common ground with the stranger quickly by saying, “Oh really? | live in Issaquah. Well, okay.” Then, as Janice put on
her cutoffs and shirt, she said, “Under one condition, that | get a ride in the sailboat.”

Gloria Samuelson heard Ott say, “l don’t know how to sail.”

Then she heard the eager stranger answer, “It will be easy for me to teach you.”

Janice asked, “Is there room in the car for my bike?”

The man quickly assured her by saying, “It will fit in my trunk, and my car is in the parking lot.”

“I'm Jan,” Ott said.

The stranger said, “I'm Ted.”

As the couple set out, walking toward the parking lot, Cynthia Baker heard Ott say aimlessly, “Well, | get to meet your parents, then.”

As Ted and Janice walked out of earshot, the last words Baker heard Ted say to Janice Ott were “Who do you know in Issaquah?”

Mary Osmer recalled that it was about 12:30 when she saw her handsome stranger walking with an attractive woman toward the parking lot.
She didn’t know Janice Oft, but thought to herself about the stranger’s pretty companion, Boy;, it didnt take him long to find someone else.
Mary Osmer remembered Ott's 10-speed bike with curved handlebars and wondered where he was going to put the bike.

Janice Oftt would never be seen or heard from again, and her disappearance would haunt me forever.

Around one o’clock that same afternoon, Denise Naslund, her boyfriend, and two other friends pulled up to the beach at Lake Sammamish in
Denise’s Chevrolet. They joined the other sunbathers about 220 yards in front of the east restroom. Denise was a beautiful young woman,
strikingly similar in appearance to Janice Ott. The main difference was that while Janice had long golden hair, Denise’s was long and black.
She, like Janice, was also dressed in the uniform of the day: blue denim cutoffs and a dark blue halter top.

At about three o’clock, Diane Watson was close to the concession stand, where she saw Denise simply waiting there alone. As Watson
approached the stand, she noticed a man nearby just staring at her with an intense expression. It made her nervous. He was tracking her with
his eyes. She walked faster and became extra cautious as he followed her, never pulling his gaze away from her. He caught up with her, in spite
of her increased pace, and asked, “| need to ask a really big favor. Will you help me load my sailboat? | normally wouldn’t ask this favor, but my
brother is busy and unable to help.” She remembered that he sounded embarrassed and a little out of breath. He pointed in the direction of the
parking lot with the elbow of his sling as he explained his situation.

“I'm sorry, but 'm in a hurry to go,” she told him.

He said apologetically, “That's okay.”

Watson could feel his eyes bore into her back as she walked away. She was sure his gaze was still following her as she disappeared into
the crowd of sunbathers. Her description of the man who stared at her was strikingly similar to the one that other witnesses had given of the
good-looking stranger who kept approaching women in the park that sunny day.

At four o’clock that same afternoon, Laurie Adams was walking back from the restroom when the man with sandy brown hair and his armin a
sling struck again. He reached out to her as she walked by and almost belligerently demanded, “Excuse me, young lady, could you help me
launch my sailboat?” He tugged on her arm—she pulled away and said, “Sorry.” Laurie Adams, Mary Osmer, Diane Watson, and Janice Ott
were so similar in appearance—with their long hair, bright Pepsodent smiles, and cheerleader features—that they all might well have been
sisters. This was a type of physical appearance that all of Ted’s victims shared, but we wouldn’t understand that until much later.

The stranger persisted. If he had been simply a lonely guy trying to find just the right line to pick up a girl, he would have been pitiable except
for his one score. But he was a predator stalking victims, and on that Sunday at Lake Sammamish, he popped into view just long enough to
become a blip on our police records. The clues he left on that day would remain, waiting for us over the months and years it took to track him
down and put them together.

When we questioned witnesses, it became obvious that the stranger had approached one woman after another all afternoon. Denise
Naslund was the last. At 5 feet 4 inches tall with a slender build, the 18-year-old was more than pretty. She was the girl in the yearbook upon
whose face your eyes lingered. On this day, she was last seen wearing a pair of cut-off jeans, a dark blue halter top, and brown Mexican-style
sandals. Shortly before 4:30, Denise Naslund and her boyfriend got into an argument with each other. Denise got up off the blanket, left her
boyfriend sitting there, and went off in a huff to the east restroom, where a Seattle Police Department employee saw her. The stranger calling
himself Ted crossed her path as she left the bathroom and led her away. She vanished, leaving her friends, purse, keys, and car behind.

The stranger known only as Ted had taken two victims from Lake Sammamish that day. Five had escaped. Each woman who walked away
from Ted and certain death got away for different reasons, but three escaped because they noticed something vaguely dangerous about the
man who suddenly appeared out of nowhere, asking for help. Mary's reluctance to go to a stranger’s house, Diane’s wariness at being followed



and approached by a stranger, and Laurie’s suspiciousness about the nervous young man who spoke rapidly and seemed very intent on
getting her to his car kept each of them from being abducted. These three women picked up subtle signals that Bundy was sending off. When
questioned, they said that he seemed too intent on what he was after and was uncomfortably nervous. Furthermore, they said he had spoken
rapidly as if he were reading a script and he acted as if he had had a hidden agenda. Of the five different women who were approached by the
stranger that day but didn’t go with him, two would later become severely psychologically traumatized when the truth about “Ted” came out, at
the thought that they could have become a murder victim.

Issaquah

It had been hot all day in Seattle on September 7, 1974. Roger Dunn, my partner in the homicide unit of the King County Police Department,
and | were talking about the upcoming operation on my knee, which | had blown out playing recreation-league basketball. We were bouncing
around, thanks to the worn shocks of Dunn’s pickup, tooling north on Interstate 5 toward Seattle. We were returning from Tacoma after loading
over 20 railroad ties for the landscaping we both needed around our homes. The loose cartilage in my knee was burning because I'd been
lifting the ties—it felt like the joint was actually on fire. Dunn’s radio was scratchy and the reception almost indecipherable. Voices of news
announcers were drifting in and out amid the static and crackle. Despite the fuzzy reception, we caught the edge of a familiar name and we
tried to tune the station in a little clearer. Just barely audible over the rasping of Roger’s ancient tuner we heard, “King County police are
investigating the discovery of skeletal remains, just east of Issaquah.”

We looked at each other without saying a word and knew we were thinking the same thing—could this be it, the end of an intense
investigation into the disappearances of Janice Ott and Denise Naslund from Lake Sammamish State Park on July 14, 19747 Lake Sam was
one mile from where the bones had been discovered. We spotted a phone booth near the interstate and pulled off to call the squad room. If
dispatch wanted us to respond to the scene, it would be over an hour before | could get there and two hours before Roger could, since he lived
25 miles farther from the site than me. It was four o’clock in the afternoon and Len Randall, our sergeant, relayed via radio for just me to
respond to the call. My partner would be off the hook, at least for that afternoon. But we had to shake a leg—we still had to get the ties off the
pickup bed before | could report to the newly found bone yard.

We pulled the truck up to my place and unloaded 10 ties. By the end of that chore, | was reeking of creosote and slimy with sweat. But | had
to get to where the bones had been discovered as soon as possible. This was the first break in a missing-women case that had been tearing
up the Seattle and King County area and making the police look like fools for months. With this thought burning in my mind, | didn’t even think
about niceties. Without saying goodbye to anyone, | jumped into my unmarked car, slammed it into gear, and backed out, stopping only for a
loud snapping sound that came from under the rear wheel. | opened the door and looked out. In my haste | hadn’t noticed anything in the
driveway—but | had just demolished my son David’s plastic Hot Wheels car and, as if in instant retribution, my left rear tire blew out. | felt
terrible. This all-important call-out wasn’t going right from the get-go, but | couldn’t be held up. | changed the tire and was on my way.

By the time | neared the crime scene | was smelling like a ripe hobo and looked slovenly and dissolute. | made a left-hand turn across two
westbound lanes onto an unused road that intersected with Interstate 90 to the north. The road was blocked by a prowl car and a flock of
reporters. The officer overseeing the entrance to the site did a double take when he saw me because | probably didn’t look like any cop he’d
ever seen. As | walked by, | could hear a “who’s he?” from a crowd of reporters complaining about the officer refusing to let them up to the
scene while permitting someone who looked like a bum to pass the barricade.

As | walked up the dirt road and across the railroad tracks, the pain in my knee opened up again and shot through my entire leg. | was in
agony, but | kept walking. | was sure this was the break all of us had been waiting for. However, my high hopes were quickly dashed. | was
stunned when | saw Sergeant Len Randall, who told me straight out that the skeleton they’d found was not the remains of victims Janice Ott or
Denise Naslund, the missing women from Lake Sammamish who seemed simply to have vanished into thin air along with the mysterious Ted. |
was more than a bit annoyed; | started wondering why | had been called to the crime scene. Then | found out that Lieutenant Dick Kraske had
just told the press and Naslund’s mother, Eleanor Rose, that Denise’s remains had not been found. | wondered how Kraske was able to come
to his conclusion so quickly. He wasn’t an expert in dental identification, nor had he studied the dental charts as | had. No clothing, wallets, or
jewelry—items commonly used for preliminary identification—had been found on the site. | quickly surmised that he really didn’t know anything
for sure, and | was suddenly depressed and wearied by the realization that he had released a statement to the press that hadn’t been
confirmed by a forensic report. On top of it all, my knee was exploding with pain, and every step over this terrain only made it worse. My earlier
premonition that this call just wasn’t going to turn out to be a good one was proving correct. The next words out of the commanding officer’s
mouth assured me that my luck wasn’t going to change anytime soon.

Sergeant Randall ordered me to return the next day with Explorer Search and Rescue (ESAR) personnel to scour the area for any additional
bones. It was pickup work. The more senior investigators had obviously thought it was a shit detail for the rookie homicide detective. Even my
colleague, Detective Rolf Grunden, chuckled and commented—with a snobbishly superior attitude—that | probably wouldn't find anything. He
said they had already searched the hillside and had found nothing but bones.

Randall showed me the location where two grouse hunters had stumbled over the remains that morning. The hunters were walking along the
hillside, following what seemed to be animal trails. About 50 feet west of the dirt road that ran over the hillside was the site of their first
discovery, a skull. The entire hillside was engulfed in nettles and blackberry bushes intertwined with thick grass and ferns. About 30 feet
downhill from the skull, the hunters had found a backbone with some ribs that had been gnawed on by animals but were still intact. By looking at
where the footpaths were and where the dense overgrowth of vegetation obscured the ground completely, it wasn't hard to figure out that the
search Detective Grunden had led was through only those areas where a human could walk. He had conducted a traditional walkthrough that
could not replace a thorough search of the area. In that hunt, the only thing these investigating officers found was a matted mass of black hair
that had been hidden under leaves about 15 feet midway between the locations of the skull and the rib cage. The officers had removed the
remains from the scene and taken them to the medical examiner’s office before | had had a chance to see what they looked like. | had never
seen a human bone before, and if the bones were not those of the missing women, why did | have to search the next day? That task should
have been one for the assigned detective. My assignment didn’'t make much sense, but it would soon prove to be a defining moment in my
career as a homicide detective.

I returned to the Issaquah hillside discovery site the following morning before dawn, when the air hung wet and still with the fragrance of late
summer. | scanned the ground | was to search—it was a wooded area of about 130,000 square feet of fir and cedar trees. The terrain was
inhospitable and wild, divided only by narrow, inter-woven animal paths that twisted and turned. To the east of the hillside was a narrow dirt
road that climbed up and over the hill's crest. The road was covered with off-white round rocks that contrasted strikingly with the deep-green
foliage that bordered it. The surrounding tree cover was so dense that even in daylight the forest floor was very dark, like the mysterious
landscape in a fairy tale, and only occasional sunbursts escaped through small openings in the thick canopy of leaves. The pebble-covered
road was the only route near the crime scene that was traveled by people, usually on horses or dirt bikes. The multitude of smaller trails through
the nettles and bushes were carved by scavengers such as coyotes, wild dogs, porcupines, bears, and rodents, the types of animals that, in a



final irony, had left their teeth marks on the human bones. An owl hooted through the darkness.

| was first at the scene at five AM, not expecting the rest of the searchers until eight. | wanted the solitude and the privacy to look around by
myself before | had to manage a teenaged crew of ESAR personnel. | also wanted to half mourn, half ruminate over the remains of these
victims amid the desolate atmosphere of the place where they had been buried. The young patrol officer who had been ordered to secure the
crime scene overnight seemed to have been truly frightened during his lonely vigil and was relieved to see another human being. His thoughts
having gone in and out of dreams, rendering him barely able to distinguish reality from nightmare, he described his sentry duty as something
out of Edgar Allan Poe. He'd lurched at every sound, he said, and the hours had been full of them as animals scrabbled across the hard ground,
following the scent of dead things. | didn’'t ask him whether he’d fired his revolver—the acrid odor of burned powder hanging heavy in the forest
dew made it clear.

It was just before dawn, and the silence on the hillside was ominous. No birds were chirping, no animal paws were crunching the underbrush,
and no insects were buzzing. It was desolate and lonely, as if all living things had abandoned the hillside, leaving nothing but the physical signs
of death and decomposition.

Miles away at King County police headquarters, someone keyed a mike, and the sudden burst of static over my police radio interrupted my
thoughts. Dispatch ordered me to go to landline—the nearest telephone—for important information. | was making plans for the search my COs
(commanding officers) had ordered me to run, and now | felt they were jerking me around again at the last minute.

“How ya doin’, Slick?” Sergeant Randall began. | knew this tone of voice. It was the way he always delivered news you didn’'t want to hear.
Then, he paused. He had my attention. He began, cautious as he always was when on the phone, explaining that despite yesterday’s press
release, the skull they'd found had positively been identified by dental comparisons as Denise Naslund, the woman abducted from Lake
Sammamish. My first thoughts were of Eleanor Rose, Denise’s mother. What must she think now of the King County Police Department
announcement the previous day? The news release was just one example of how poorly we were prepared to handle a case of this magnitude
and to deal with the feelings of grieving parents and living victims that accompanied it.

| could have complained about this yesterday, but now there could be no complaints. This was my case. In spite of the missteps the day
before, | was eager and in excellent spirits at the thought of finally closing this missing-persons case. | didn't know then how my mood of
optimism would soon alternate with gut-wrenching disgust, revulsion, and horror at each new discovery | was about to make. This missing-
persons case that | was expecting to close was really a case of multiple murders so savage that it would shake each of us who worked on it to
the core of our psyches and would not release me from its grip for another 15 years.

Soon after the sergeant's phone call, the ESAR team members who were to help me search the bone site arrived. ESAR is a voluntary
rescue organization whose members are trained in search techniques for locating lost hikers and downed aircraft. ESAR’s 50 or so teenagers,
who were supervised by a small cadre of adults, had never participated in a police evidence search before. However, we believed that the
techniques they used to find missing persons in the woods would be extremely successful in searching for bones on the Issaquah hillside.

ESAR began the search by establishing x and y coordinates, using string lines to form quadrants. The string lines were formed from a fixed
point and a quarter-sectional marker. The area each quadrant covered was based on compass directions and preestablished distances.
Within each quadrant, a hands-and-knees search was conducted. This method is similar to one archaeologists use in an archeological dig.
Bones and other items of evidence that we discovered in our hunt were recorded with similar identifiers—the date, the time, the location, and
the finder—and would be assigned an identification number. For example, a found item would be labeled:

09-11-74, 1010 hours, Det. Keppel found a turquoise comb near body decomposition site #1 which was 10 feet west of search base,
photographed by Det. Dunn and marked by Det. Keppel as Evidence tem #5 and Search Find #305.

The 305 referred to its respective number on the search find diagram.

The number of discoveries these 15- and 16-year-old kids made was alarming and gruesome:

0850 hours: Search teams began searching.0908 hours: Found hair near where two bodies weredumped.
0920 hours: Found leather sheath, two feet long.

0923 hours: Found screwdriver.

0924 hours: Found blond hair near original dump area.

0950 hours: Found rib bone.

1012 hours: Found jawbone directly uphill from dump location.

1050 hours: Found blond hair along animal trail.

1110 hours: Found bird’s nest with blond hair intertwined.

1115 hours: Found fecal material with small hand bone.

On and on it went, one discovery after another, day after day, for seven days. We hadn’t only uncovered a cache of human remains, we’'d
literally unearthed a graveyard, a killer’s lair, where he’d taken and secreted the bodies of victims.

Typically, homicide investigators process a crime scene for evidence, not human body parts. | wondered what these teenagers were thinking
and feeling with each new discovery. What would they be like after a few days of finding hundreds of animal-ravaged skeletal parts? Did they
wonder how bones wind up in coyote fecal material? Or how birds know to use human hair to weave their nests? Did they think about what kind
of monster would leave a once-living, vibrant human being in such a humiliating state of desiccation? Was this why primitive tribes learned to
bury their dead? Whatever their thoughts were, their willingness to kneel shoulder to shoulder, meticulously inspecting every inch of hillside,
fighting stinging nettles, and lifting every twig and leaf with the care of a surgeon, was unbelievable. Not one word of complaint was uttered. No
police officer that | knew would have searched with such dedication from dawn till dusk for seven days straight. | would always be thankful for
their help on this tedious but all-important level of the investigation.

They were as methodical as they were dedicated. The bones and items of evidence were plotted on a diagram using the “baseline” method
of sketching crime scenes. In the end, we recovered many bones, clumps of hair, fingernails, and hairs from within animal dung and fecal soil
from three separate and distinct body decomposition sites. In addition to the human remains, we found a crowbar, shovel, screwdriver, female
clothing (unrelated to the three victims), and many animal bones.

What we didn’'t recover was the skull of Lake Sam victim Janice Ott—we had recovered the rest of her remains on the site—and a skull and
jawbone that would have been useful in identifying a third person whose name we did not know but the rest of whose remains we found as well.
We believed, at first, that these missing parts were not found because animals had taken them somewhere outside our search perimeters.
Unfortunately, we didn’t even consider that they could have been buried. We had found so many bones on top of the ground we didn’t even think
the killer's modus operandi involved burial. Our inexperience was telling, and it favored the killer.

I was the photographer most of the time and packaged all the evidence for processing. | used a Mamiya 110 camera, a clunky, boxy device
resembling an old press camera from the 1950s, which | had never operated before. It was cumbersome and heavy and required a battery
pack that was 12 inches high and 4 inches thick. A thick leather strap wrapped around my shoulder to help steady the camera while | focused
the lens. Here was a machine definitely not made for dragging around a wooded hillside where | needed both hands for balance as | tried to
step over ground cover that twisted around my ankles every time | moved. The whole point of a clumsy camera like this was its huge 110-mm
negative that produced an image so fine that every minute detail of the evidence came out in perfect resolution. The camera produced prints so
perfect that even when enlarged to almost poster size. thev could be used in court before the most critical judae and iurv.



Before touching or moving the evidence, | took two rolls of film and had an officer run it over to the photo lab for immediate processing. |
didn't want to interfere with the evidence and later find the photos | had taken hadn’t developed well. It was fortunate that the first two rolls were
tested. | had not locked the lens in the open position, and as a result, all the prints were blurred. Subsequently, Roger Dunn was sent to the
scene to be my assistant photographer. He constantly reminded me of the proper camera settings prior to each photograph, and from then on,
the prints turned out fine.

So what began as a search for a few more bones belonging to a single skeleton had turned into a major bone find in which over 400 items of
evidence and bones from the remains of three women were recovered. This was a first. The ESAR search techniques proved invaluable for us
since we had never been faced with processing this type of outdoor crime scene before. We learned the importance of thoroughness and of
animal behavior, the latter of which helped us find remains along their travel paths. This search really was revolutionary and would be a model
for crime scene processing forever.

As | went up and down the hillside, photographing, measuring, and packaging evidence and bones, | was obsessed with what the killer had
left behind. What signs of him were left for us to find? Was there anything here that could be linked to this murderer? Locard’s Exchange
Principle—Edmund Locard’s theory—states that when a murderer comes in contact with things at the crime scene, a cross-transfer of
evidence occurs. This meant that we should find something of the killer at the crime scene and, conversely, that when we found the Killer, we
should find something from the crime scene on him.

The “fresh” physical and circumstantial evidence, such as eye-witnesses, lead bullets, bullet casings, and weapons, were noticeably absent
from this scene. The area had been stripped of all these usual forensic clues. It was a scene of great mystery. In the history of King County
homicide investigation, no murder case had a crime scene with so little evidence as this one.

What would the evidence that we did find tell us about the psychology of the killer? What might be detected from this scene? At this stage, it
was all guesswork, since no one had ever had to solve such a series of crimes. First of all, even though the crime scene was only one mile from
a populated area, | was impressed by how secluded this location really was and how much advantage the location gave to anyone lying in wait.
It was the perfect terrain for staging an ambush or scouting for enemies. If you parked a car just off the dirt road, you could see or hear anyone
coming from any direction. | got the feeling that this was no accident—the killer chose this site so he could cover his tracks well before anyone’s
arrival.

The implication that the killer chose this location prior to committing the murders was also a frightening thought. We understood from this
carefully selected multiple-body crime scene that each of his kills was premeditated and would share the same final scene. The killer had been
there many times—if not to leave a body, definitely to scout out the area. The more we thought about the dump site, the more it seemed that
these were no random catch-as-catch-can murders, but were premeditated, with escape routes and victim disposal already planned out. For
example, the distance from where the victims were last seen to the dump site indicated that the offender was not overly concerned about
traveling some distance with a victim in his car. He was confident that he could elude the police and dispose of the body between the time
when the victim was reported missing and when the official search began. The fact that we found no clothing remnants on the remains was
evidence that the killer did not want his victims found with their own clothing, which might contain trace evidence that could be linked to him. He
must therefore know how police collected evidence and developed theories of the crime from the remains at the crime scene. The Killer
probably saw for himself the results of predators scavenging human remains, since one body was there for over a month before the other two
were discarded. How many times had he visited the dump site to note the progress of the corpse’s decay and the way wild animals scattered
the remains? He must have stepped over his first victim to leave the other two.

it was my own rookie detective theory—crude both in empirical substantiation and manner of induction, and nothing more—that the killer was
more than simply an opportunistic preplanner. | had concluded that he was rehearsing all of his options. The killer’'s modus operandi, | felt, was
dynamic and he was willing to change it out of convenience and necessity, leaving his clear signature as only a fantasy in my mind. The
conditions of the crime scene were indicative not only of extensive pre-event planning but also post-event planning and superb execution,
leading to the conclusion that the offender previously had been successful at committing murder. This killer was more experienced at cold-
blooded murder than any of us were at watching people like him. Somehow | sensed he knew this and he knew he could get away with it. He
was so elusive and so aware of his ability to strike and disappear that he was especially dangerous. His methods would make him almost as
invisible as a shadow in the darkness. He was a community’s worst nightmare, a stalker of their daughters who was able to strike with impunity
and invincibility. | had come up with this theory after a week’s investigation of the Issaquah bone yard. These ideas that were jelling within my
head were no more than quivering bits of probability waiting to be confirmed by more substantial evidence. As it turned out, the killer’'s own
confession would prove me correct.

However, my theory was not even mildly supported by most police personnel at the time. Most of the homicide behavioral theorists on the
case, especially the hot dogs from the Federal Bureau of Investigation, expected that any day a crazy psycho would be found running down the
street with a bloody knife in his mouth and screaming “Mother.” They did not go for the subtlety of the murderer's methods that I had envisioned.

As for tangible evidence, we identified the remains of Janice Ott and Denise Naslund, the missing persons from Lake Sammamish State
Park, as the result of the search at Issaquah. In the less than two months since the women had been murdered and dumped there, their bodies
had thoroughly decomposed and their remains had been scavenged and scattered over the hillside by animals. There were also other bones,
extra pieces of vertebrae and leg bone belonging to a third victim whom we were unable to identify.

Those extra bones rattled in my mind for the next decade. It would not be until Ted Bundy’s chilling and detailed confession to me in his final
days before his walk to the electric chair that we would know the identity of that third set of remains. Ted would tell us that they were those of
missing coed Georgann Hawkins, a victim we had included in the Ted cases but could not positively identify until Ted told us where he brought
her body.

Georgann Hawkins

She was a strikingly beautiful coed, 5 feet 2 inches tall, with a slender build and long dark-blond hair. Near midnight on June 11, 1974,
students at the University of Washington, 15 miles away from Issaquah, were returning to their dorm rooms after studying for final exams.
Georgann was one of those students. The alley behind her sorority house was dimly lit, and the sound of footsteps could be heard echoing as
people entered the small buildings on either side. It was the perfect setting for a handsome stranger named Ted to blend seemlessly into the
campus setting and strike his next victim. What had Georgann Hawkins to fear from this man, who could have belonged to any one of the
houses on the University of Washington’s fraternity row?

The University of Washington was not one of the country’s most sedate campuses. Students and faculty ranged from the ultra-left to the ultra-
right, with a broad middle band of moderate middle-class students. It had an active fraternity and sorority life in the mid-"70s. The off-campus
Greek-letter society houses were the site of many parties and were regularly patrolled by the Seattle Police Department. There were arrests for
drunken and disorderly conduct, vandalism, a petty theft once in a while, and, of course, marijuana possession. Perhaps the most violent
reported crime was date rape. There were few transients roaming through the area. Most of the crimes were committed by locals and nearby



residents. So Georgann, walking across campus late at night, would probably not be concerned about the kind of danger Ted presented.

Georgann was last seen by a friend who leaned out of a window of a fraternity house to talk to her. She was wearing a white backless T-shirt,
a flowered-print long-sleeved shirt that was tied in the front, white open-toed clogs, and navy blue cotton bell-bottom pants that were too big
around her waist and therefore held together with a safety pin. Only the police knew this last salient fact; they withheld it from public disclosure
after her disappearance. Years later, Ted would mention that little-known fact. Georgann also had on a black onyx ring and a cultured-pearl ring
in a Tiffany setting with a gold band.

Behind Greek Row, where Georgann was talking to her friend, was an alley that led to an unlit parking lot in which was parked a solitary VW
Beetle. A franseria shrub blocked the view of the VW to passersby crossing the alley. Under the cover of darkness the VW’s driver, Ted Bundy,
silently placed a crowbar and handcuffs on the ground near the rear of the car. This was to be the performance for which Ted had rehearsed
two weeks earlier. Then, he had approached another pretty woman in front of the same sorority house where Georgann now stood. Upon his
request, the first young woman walked Ted all the way to his car in the same parking lot, where he said “thanks,” turned, and left for his house
only five blocks away. His furtive movements that night were the dress rehearsal for the murder of Georgann Hawkins.

As Georgann was saying good night to her friend in the window, Ted was moving north up the alley, carrying a briefcase full of books,
navigating his way through the darkness on crutches and feigning difficulty. Ted saw the young woman round the north end of the block, pause
for a moment, and then walk toward him. Georgann was only 60 feet from the rear door of her sorority house when Ted approached her out of
the shadows. Georgann Hawkins smiled at the young man hobbling toward her—she always smiled when she had the chance to help others in
need, her friends reported when questioned after her disappearance. At precisely the right distance, the well-practiced Ted dropped the
briefcase as he limped closer and asked her if she would pitch in and carry it for him since he was having so much trouble managing it alone.
She obliged, almost without thinking, and said, “They call me George.” They walked up the alley, across the street and toward the dark parking
lot where the Volkswagen was waiting.

They were at the car when Georgann, unsuspecting, turned her back to Ted. He quickly picked up the crowbar he had hidden and—in a
single motion—delivered one perfectly placed blow to the back of her head. Georgann's knees buckled and she dropped to the dirt,
unconscious. As she lay there perfectly still beside the wheel of his car, Ted grabbed his handcuffs and secured them around her limp wrists.
The harsh clicking noises of the locking manacles echoed in the darkness. Then Ted scooped up the petite Georgann, loaded her in the
passenger side of his car, swung into the driver’'s seat beside her body, and drove away. Knowing he would be committing murder that night,
Ted had already removed the passenger seat before he had left home. He did it so that the body of his captive prey would lie unseen and
motionless on the floorboard next to him. No one looking at him stopped at a traffic light would have known that the handsome young man
behind the wheel was actually transporting a helpless victim who would soon die.

Noticing every light and car around him, Ted put-putted the car out of the university district to southbound I5 in his little VW. Traveling via the
90 cutoff, he drove onto the old floating bridge, proceeded across Mercer Island, and past the city of Issaquah about one mile. Making sure
there were no police about, Ted made an illegal left-hand turn across the two westbound lanes of 90 onto a dirt road that crossed some
railroad tracks and twisted up into the security of the woods. His entire trip from the parking lot at the university to this secluded site covered
about 20 miles and took around 30 minutes. That quickly he was out of the thousand eyes of the U-district and into a private wooded area
known only to experienced hikers and hunters in the Northwest. As he was driving, Georgann, lying next to him, was slowly beginning to stir.
Suddenly, her eyes opened up like headlights and she spoke. He was frightened by her sudden torrent of babbling. As if she were awakening
from a dream, Georgann began talking about her Spanish test the next day. She asked Ted questions, believing he had come to tutor her for
her exam. This is unreal, Ted thought to himself. He was on the edge of panic. She had awakened while he was in his most predatory and
private state. He was almost sick at the thought of exposure, especially to his victim. He could not let this go on, but he could not stop the car.
He had to keep on driving to reach his killing site. Ted steered his VW about a hundred yards north of I-90 toward a grassy clearing adjacent to
the dirt road, where he parked.

Ted turned off the engine, carried the wiggling body of Georgann Hawkins out of the car, and laid her down on the hard ground. She was still
talking as if in a half-delirium. He raised the crowbar over his head and knocked her out again. The babbling stopped.

Ted didn’t pause for a moment; he immediately reached inside his black bag—the murder kit he carried in his car—and pulled out a small
piece of rope. He wound it around Georgann's neck and twisted it tighter and tighter until her slow breathing stopped. Then Ted dragged the
body about 10 yards from the car into a small grove of trees, where he carefully undressed her, undoing the pin holding the top of her slacks
together. There, behind the trees on the hard dirt ground, amid the brambles and shrubs, he stayed with Georgann Hawkins’s naked body until
dawn. Finally, when the first rays of sun filtered through the branches above and illuminated the cyanotic lips of the dead girl in his arms, Ted
pulled back in panic. The shock and horror of what he had done came upon him as if he were taken with a seizure, and he broke out in a wild
sweat. He left the body where it was and threw everything else into the car. Then he drove down the road, tossing everything—the briefcase, the
crutches, the rope, the clothing, and the tools—right out the window. He was in a complete state of psychotic flight as he drove east on I-90 and
then south on Highway 18. It was there that he pulled over to the side of the road again and threw more articles of clothing out the window. He
rid himself of every item that might possibly remind him of the incident. He didn’t want to take anything home.

Later that afternoon, Ted’s paranoia about discovery took over his personality in waves. Like a robot mechanically acting out its program,
Bundy returned to check out the dump site to make sure nothing of his or hers had been left there. Strangely, he had the feeling—and half
expected—that it had all been a dream, that Georgann Hawkins herself might not even be there.

Retracing his route, Ted recovered most of the items he had thrown away except for one of her shoes. Might it still be in the parking lot where
he clubbed Georgann and stuffed her into his car? He had to return to the crime scene to check and retrieve anything that might be found to
connect him to the crime. Knowing, however, that police would be looking for someone in a car, Ted got on his bicycle and rode back to that
parking lot in the U-district. Ted felt he was completely camouflaged now as he pedaled onto the lot, and that gave him the boost of confidence
he needed to conduct his search in broad daylight. Nobody would know him. Nobody would recognize him. But he was in for a surprise,
because there were Seattle police cars all over the campus by the time he got there. Just the sight of police in uniform walking around made
him nervous, even though no one seemed to notice his presence and there were no police in the parking lot. He blended right into the group of
people watching the police and surreptitiously scanned the site for any evidence. Amazingly enough he had become almost invisible, because
the police were too busy looking over the layout of campus streets to pay attention to casual passersby, especially an allF-American type on a
bike. Now Ted had the advantage. He knew almost exactly where he had abducted his victim. The police didn’t even know there had been a
violent abduction at the site. Ted was able to walk right to the spot where he’d parked, locate Georgann’s pierced earrings and the shoe on the
ground, gather them up while no one was looking, and ride off. By securing for himself all the remaining evidence of the abduction, Ted had
guaranteed that no one would connect him forensically to the scene. It was a feat so brazen that it astonishes police even today.

But the incident still wasn’'t over for Ted. Needing to satisfy his aching fascination with death, to feed his need for necrophilia that surged over
him in chemical tidal waves like a craving for a narcotic, Ted returned to the Issaquah hillside three days later. This time he brought more tools
for use when he had finished having sex with the corpse of Georgann Hawkins. Because he was still unconvinced that he was totally in the
clear, he took the hacksaw he had brought and methodically sawed through the corpse’s neck just below the base of the skull. When he had
severed the dried and bloodless skull completely from the victim’s torso, he carried it 50 feet up the roadway, where he buried it in the dirt and



hoped that he had concealed forever her most identifiable characteristics—her teeth.

As he had done with the arm-in-a-sling routine at Lake Sam, Bundy had again succeeded by feigning an injury, asking for help, killing his
victim, and burying her body where no one would find it until he was long gone. Georgann Hawkins had been the ideal victim for Ted. She was
in a perfectly secure setting only steps from her sorority house on a campus. Ted’s presentation was flawless. There were no witnesses. He
had complete control of the crime scene. Nobody even knew a homicide had taken place until almost a year later. Ted had left Seattle by then
and was in Utah, and there was no way to connect him to the crime, or so he thought. He had killed efficiently and thoroughly in the throes of his
feral savagery and he had gotten away with it. Had that been his only crime, it might have been the “perfect” homicide.

Taylor Mountain

The rotary-dial telephone on my desk had an obnoxious ring, as if every incoming call were trumpeting its singular importance. This call
happened to warrant its jarring alarm. It was the radio-room operator and he was very explicit. “You have a found skull off Highway 18. Two
citizens will meet you where the power lines cross, four miles south of F90.” What Roger and | had predicted about the Ted investigation was
coming true: there was another significant skeletal remains discovery in a different location. We had a strong premonition that that would be the
case, but we couldn’'t prove why. We just had a feeling that the Issaquah site was only the beginning. There were missing girls and women from
all over the Pacific Northwest who should have been discovered—dead or alive—by now. Our team’s major fear was that the expected body
recovery site would be in another jurisdiction, leaving us no control over the crime scene processing and keeping key clues to the investigation
out of our hands. We knew from prior experience that another agency’s investigators would pick up the surface remains and leave. Our team
had developed a unique approach to this investigation, and unless our methods were followed, we were afraid we’'d never catch this killer. It
was becoming more clear that this killer couldn’t stop. He kept on killing and had to leave the bodies somewhere. The question was where. It
turned out that some of them were on the slopes of Taylor Mountain.

No ordinary police officer would understand the detail and on-scene planning that had been necessary for the recovery of evidence and body
parts at the Issaquah scene. It had been King County’s first experience with such a site and our handling of it was somewhat flawed. Were we
to have another body dump site to cover, we would be far better prepared to gather evidence. We had learned from Issaquah that there was a
pattern established by small animals when they carry remains along animal trails away from the original dump site where the major
decomposition takes place. Animals that tugged away a decomposing skull pulled at the remains as the skull was being dragged along the
ground. At Issaquah, some teeth and a mandible, as well as the mass of hair, were dislodged and fell off along the trail. We learned that if we
searched in logical directions along known animal trails after the discovery of the skull, we would discover the dislodged parts. We also had
discovered that it was important to sift through the dirt along the animal trails for teeth, bullets, fingernails, and jewelry that had been dislodged
from body parts. Human beings are more than stray bits of fingernail, matted hair, and gnawed-upon bones, and no one took pleasure in this
search to reassemble the victims of the mysterious Ted. However, it had to be done if we were going to find the culprit, and this time we were
prepared for Ted’s next site.

It was March 2, 1975, a typical foggy and rainy Seattle day, and Roger Dunn and | were eastbound on 90 past the Issaquah site. Eleven
miles east of the city of Issaquah was the Highway 18 cut-off to the south, a major Seattle bypass to Tacoma. Because we were rising in
elevation toward the gray, dismal clouds, the rain was pounding down hard on the hood of our car. Going south on Highway 18, it is desolate,
bordered by woods on both sides; there are no houses, gas stations, or any other buildings, for that matter.

The forestry students from Green River Community College who had found the bones while marking trees for a class project greeted us at
the power line road in a fever of anticipation. They led us through a web of wet, slippery branches of vine maple. With every footfall, my still-
degenerating knee burned with pain as the branches cracked beneath my steps and snapped back into the soles of my shoes. The foresters
had tied red fluorescent tape to tree branches to mark our path. My first thought was that no person would carry a dead body in this far—the
remains were over a thousand feet from the road. After what seemed like a never-ending trek through brush, we reached the area where the
skull was resting. It was definitely human; no animal teeth had ever had the gleam of shiny dental work that this skull did. The skull lay on its left
side, exposing a massive fracture to the right side of the cranium. At least an eight- by four-inch piece of skull bone was missing. As | looked at
it, | thought the crack could have been caused by the teeth of gnawing, hungry animals. Soon | was to learn that no animal could have done this
kind of damage to a human skull. Aside from this skull, we found no other bones in the immediate area.

| could tell that the foresters had not touched the skull. The previous autumn’s fall of maple leaves filled the cranium and a spider’s web
stretched over the jagged hole. It was lying quietly in a depression in the leafy surface of the ground. No body tissue seemed to be left. | didn’t
need a forensic anthropologist to tell me that the skull had been there over five months.

The dentition of the skull contained a pattern of silver fillings that were familiar to me. Since September 7, we had gathered all the missing-
person reports of females throughout Washington, Oregon, and British Columbia. With those records we had requested the dental charts of
each victim. | had memorized the dental work detailed on over 15 of these charts and easily recognized the jawless expression of Brenda Carol
Ball. My crude on-site identification was to be confirmed by a forensic odontologist three days later.

We photographed the cranium from all angles and measured its position to two temporary triangulation stakes, which we set into the ground
to mark the skull's precise location as it would appear on a land survey. We carefully picked up the skull and preserved it in the position in
which it was resting. Roger Dunn and | also collected the leaves and dirt that had been in the depression underneath the skull, hoping that if the
skull had decomposed there, crime laboratory technicians would discover trace evidence, such as foreign hairs and fibers, that might belong to
the killer. Since dusk was setting in, we decided to wait until the next day to resume our search for the remainder of the skeleton.

With the identification of Brenda Ball’s skull, we did not immediately believe that we had made the first major skeletal discovery we had been
hoping to find. Brenda’s disappearance was thought to be an isolated event that did not fit the mold of abductions such as those of Janice Ott
and Denise Naslund or the other five coeds who had disappeared from the University of Washington and Oregon State University. Ball, white,
22 years old, 5 feet 3 inches tall, with long brown hair parted in the middle, was last seen on May 31, 1974, at the Flame Tavern, five miles
south of Seattle. She was wearing blue jeans, a turtleneck top with long sleeves, a shirt-style jacket, and brown cloglike wedge-heeled shoes.
The Flame Tavern was a topless bar, known for the crowd of outlaw bikers it drew. Brenda, a hitchhiker and occasional drug user, was known
to have dated male customers from the Flame on previous occasions.

Everyone thought that Brenda had just taken off for a few days. Her mother would dispel that idea 16 days after her disappearance by
claiming that she had never been absent for so long without calling home collect. Even so, no one believed that Brenda’s disappearance was
connected to the deaths of Ott and Naslund or to the other missing coeds from the area. Months later, a subsequent investigation revealed that
on the night of her disappearance Brenda had been dancing at the Flame Tavern and had left with a Ted look-alike who matched our
description of him from Lake Sam, right down to the sling on his arm.

The day after the initial discovery of Ball's cranium, six German shepherd search dogs, their handlers, and | combed the Taylor Mountain site,
hoping to find more bones. We met at the intersection of the power line road and Highway 18. Our first mission was to find the marked location
of Ball's skull and spread out from there, searching for the rest of her skeleton. | thought I'd be able to walk directly to the site. Unfortunately, a



day earlier,  hadn’t paid much attention to the markers placed on trees by the foresters. Their red tags were too far apart, and the density of the
forest made it difficult to determine where the next one would be. Suddenly, | was lost. The forest was a blizzard of vine maple branches
dripping water from a recent rainfall, and we quickly became soaked to the skin. The dog handlers and | decided to split up. We all headed out
in different directions, and whoever found the path first was to call out to the others.

I had just walked down into a narrow hollow between two hillsides when | heard a handler yell that he had found the marked location about 25
yards away. The darkened forest was so thick that | couldn’t see him from where | was standing. As | began to stumble toward the sound of his
voice, an unforgiving maple branch smacked my legs out from under me and down | went, face to the ground. With my hands firmly pushing
against the wet, slimy leaves, | pushed myself up as far as my knees. By this time, | was reeling at the pain in my knee again and wishing | had
never played basketball. My contact lenses were a blur. As fate would have it, 4 feet from my squinting eyes sat another cranium, obviously
sunbleached and clean from exposure to the elements. It had been there a long time—a branch had grown through the opening in the facial
bones of the skull. A 6-inch radial fracture extended up the center of the skull from its base. Without hesitation, | recognized the brilliant-white
bridgework of Susan Elaine Rancourt, a coed missing since April 17, 1974, from Central Washington State College, which was over 150 miles
away to the east.

With embarrassing glee, | yelled to the others that | had found a cranium. | was sickened at the thought of how joyful | was. However, the
evidence of another major skeletal discovery was unfolding, and | felt the weight of the world settle on my shoulders at the thought of finding
more clues that would help me track this killer. The extent of this killer's crimes was growing as more of the pieces of the puzzle came together.

As the handlers rushed toward me with their eager search dogs sniffing the ground ahead of them, it suddenly dawned on me that | didn’t
want them anywhere near this cranium. Dogs don’t care where they put their paws. Crucial evidence could be destroyed or altered if the dogs
ran through this site. A basic tenet of Criminal Investigation 101 was racing through my head: protect the scene. But it was too late. Alimost on
cue, and certainly by accident, a dog’s paw struck the ground and a human jawbone erupted through the leafy surface. | yelled for everyone to
stay back, but within a few seconds another dog walked across the leaves and dislodged another human jawbone. Then another dog stepped
on another mandible. In stunned amazement, we all realized that a detailed search of the mountainside was required. At the very least, we had
just discovered the remains of two people.

While | drove to a telephone to break the news to Captain Nick Mackie, an ESAR dog handler specifically marked the area by running a
string line due north of the quarter-sectional marker at the intersection of the power line road and Highway 18. Eleven hundred feet from the
corner, the string line bisected the area of the bone find. Measuring at 90-degree angles off the string line, the remains were easily positioned
on a diagram:

1. Bone find #1, cranium (Ball's), 1,010 feet in, 90 degrees west off string line number one, 65 feet
2. Bone find #2, cranium (Rancourt’s), 1,105 feet in, 90 degrees east off string line number one, 22 feet
3. Bone find #3, mandible, 1,098 feet in, 90 degrees offstring line number one, 20 feet, and so on

We had begun to lay out the master search diagram of bones and other pieces of evidence.

I informed Captain Mackie of the find. Naturally, he was surprised and not a little irritated that his lieutenant and sergeant had informed him
that the initial discovery of bones was just an isolated incident and that nothing else would be found.

Since it was late afternoon, Roger Dunn and | planned to meet ESAR personnel at the intersection the next morning to begin excavating
Taylor Mountain for further evidence. On the following day, this once-quiet and obscure forest was alive with the sounds of ESAR commands
and the growl of chain saws our search teams used to prune the ultra-dense forest. We had to get beneath the surface of the last leaf fall
because that was where valuable evidence would be located. ESAR personnel raked through each ounce of soil for even the most minute
traces of physical evidence. Each branch was evaluated for its forensic value. A meticulous shoulder-to-shoulder, hands-and-knees search of
the mountainside, similar to that conducted at Issaquah, was under way. The searchers would sift through over 2,000 ounces of soil per day for
five days. Since the Issaquah crime scene search techniques were a model for other searchers to follow, we had prearranged that ESAR
supervisors would inform their other teams statewide of them, so that all ESAR personnel would become experienced at these evidence
search techniques. By now, the local ESAR kids were more dedicated to and proficient at carefully brushing an area for evidence than a group
of excited archaeologists.

Detective Ted Forester was assigned to assist in evidence collection. Several weeks before, he had been investigating the double murder of
an elderly couple. When he arrived at their home, he found the house in flames and, with the assistance of a firefighter, pushed the victims’
pickup to safety. Unfortunately, the processing of that arson scene ended after a long day and Forester had forgotten about the pickup truck
and didn’t search it for evidence. Several days later, a newspaper reporter covering the story discovered the considerable amount of blood
inside the pickup that Forester had overlooked. Detective Forester was sentenced to five days on the mountain with me not only as punishment
but as a harsh lesson in what it takes to unearth evidence. Forester was a welcome addition to our team, since he was an accomplished
woodsman and an expert with a chain saw.

Atfter the discovery of the skulls and mandibles our search finds were few and far between. The only human remains we discovered were on
the only animal trail that ran along a small creek that meandered down the gentle slopes of Taylor Mountain. About 50 feet from the nearest
vehicle access, we found the shattered mandible of Susan Rancourt, over 800 feet from her skull. We surmised that some animal must have
dragged her skull into the dense forest, since the terrain was virtually impassable by any human being. About 10 feet from her mandible, ESAR
kids found a small clump of blond hair. It was a miracle that this portion of the full hair mass was discovered at all, since the area was full of
densely intertwined vine maples and blackberry bushes.

At two PM on the third day, searchers who had begun walking slowly at three-foot intervals on a hillside adjacent to the one where we were
finding most of the remains froze in their tracks. They had come upon a live explosive charge. As | approached the explosive, | could see
another group of unexploded large ammunition rounds and rockets. The ESAR team had uncovered a dumping field created by a nearby
explosives plant at the end of the dirt power line road that extended to the east from Highway 18. Employees at the plant had used the forest for
their testing grounds. They had been informed we were conducting a ground search in hazardous territory but had failed to offer one word of
warning. | was so infuriated that | closed access to the plant until the bomb squad cleared their pyrotechnic litter and our search was completed
several days later. The dud rounds were very dangerous and been strewn over thousands of feet of hillside. The last thing | needed was for an
ESAR kid to blow off a foot while searching. As if our job wasn'’t difficult enough, now it was highly dangerous, too.

As the search for “Ted victims” progressed over the week, an ominous scenario began to unfold. No bones other than skull parts were being
discovered. Twenty yards up the hillside from Rancourt’s skull, we found what was left of a battered cranium. | was shocked that the maxilla, the
bone that had once contained the upper teeth, was completely gone. We never found it, despite our intense search. We located her lower
jawbone, which neatly fit into the narrow skull. The fracture lines were evidence that this victim was probably beaten beyond recognition. After
eight days of searching, we could account for only three skulls, three human jawbones, and a small hair mass. We found numerous individual
bones, but they were all confirmed to be animal bones by Dr. Daris Swindler, a physical anthropologist from the University of Washington. So
what did all of this mean?

Theories of intentional decapitation were quickly dismissed by our supervisors because we didn't find the neck vertebrae that would have



confirmed it. Typically, when a person is intentionally decapitated, the cut is made below the base of the skull because it is relatively easy to
sever the vertebrae with the appropriate cutting tool. Thus, neck vertebrae at a site where a skull is found usually indicate that the person was
decapitated. For our supervisors, therefore, a lack of neck vertebrae meant no intentional decapitation. Although this logic was not infallible, it
was often seized upon by police commanders, presumably to avoid undue fear in the community and increased pressure on themselves to find
a “monster.” On the other hand, we were confident that if those vertebrae were once on Taylor Mountain, we would have found them.

The most popular theory circulating among the police department supervisors was that the rest of the skeletons were obviously outside our
search perimeter. If this were true, however, based on crime scene retrieval experience at Issaquah, we should have found other skeletal parts
within close proximity of the crania. But what we learned from Issaquah was summarily downplayed.

My own theory—considered outrageous—was that, for a period of time, the killer had parked the skulls at another location, where they
decayed individually, and then dumped his entire load just inside the edge of the forest. The physical evidence, which consisted of leaves in
skulls from one previous leaf fall, the growth of the maple branches through and around the skulls, and the lack of any tissue on the crania left
me with the feeling that they were exposed to outdoor elements, in one place, where they decayed at the same rate. In other words, they were
put someplace else for a period of time and then brought to Taylor Mountain; the killer was moving around the body parts of his victims. It
seemed as though nobody in the department wanted to consider my theory seriously—maybe because it gave too much credit to the ability of
the killer to manipulate evidence and escape detection. They also probably didn't want to consider what it would take to catch a killer so
remorseless that he could handle the body parts of his dead victims long after he had murdered them.

Due to the growing intensity of the news coverage of the dump site discovery, | was forced to set up a line across the power line road beyond
which no reporter could pass. Most of the press were familiar faces by now: John Sandifer, Ward Lucas, Lou Corseletti, Dick Larsen, and Julie
Blacklow. Over the next year, all would become veteran, self-appointed Ted Bundy experts. | was accustomed to coming out of the woods
about every two hours to give them a report. Usually, | really couldn’t say much, but | learned 20 different ways to say that we had found more
remains. What | didn't want to reveal was that only skull parts were found. The reporters sensed something was awry because we didn't bring
many large packages out. | felt so uneasy about this that | started bringing small bones out in large packages so no one would be the wiser. We
also had to use different radio codes every day because the media had radio scanners tuned into the ESAR walkie-talkie frequency. It was like
a game of spy versus spy. After several days, the search process was beginning to wear on me and | got testy with the media. A new television
reporter arrived and abruptly demanded that | brief her on everything that had taken place the preceding week. | blew up—which was very
uncharacteristic of me—and Itold her to get the hell out and go review the news clips. Then I turned around and walked away.

By the sixth day, | was getting worried about the political aspect of this search. Over 250 volunteer searchers were working the site, a gaggle
of 30 reporters was dogging our heels, and Ted Forester and | were the only officers on the scene. No brass! Sergeant Randall, Lieutenant
Kraske, and Captain Mackie were conspicuous by their absence. They were career police officers, supervisors in the detective division, and
not one of them ever came to the scene. Their absence made me insecure; | began to second-guess myself, wondering whether | was handling
the case correctly. The brass were the ones with all the experience. My seven months on this case wasn’t enough time to get off probation, the
initial period of time during which the performance of a new homicide detective is carefully scrutinized and evaluated. Surely the brass should
have some input on the conduct of this huge case.

At about three PM that same day my fears were assuaged, if only momentarily. Chief Donald Actor arrived at the scene. Finally, someone
with authority to talk to the press and give me some relief, | thought. But | would have no such luck. Actor drove right past the press barrier and
motioned for me to come over. | asked him if he’'d like a tour of the hillside. He said no, he didn’'t want to contaminate the scene. Once again, |
was stunned. | asked him why no other brass had come to the scene to inspect it. He said that he had told them to stay away so they wouldn’t
screw up the crime scene. | felt honored and scared at the same time. What bombshell would he lay on me? He said kindly, “It's all yours. I'm
very impressed by your professionalism and the way you handled the press.” Gee thanks, Chief. | was beginning to feel more inadequate,
fearing that if anything went wrong, I'd have a walking beat on Mud Mountain Dam. My fear would return many more times, even in the minutes
before my last interview with Ted Bundy. | was on my own.

The final tally of remains for Taylor Mountain paled in comparison to Issaquah: three crania, three mandibles, two small pieces of a skull, one
tooth, and a small blond hair mass. Not one other remnant of a human skeleton was discovered.

The remains of four women were identified from the sparse skeletal remains we had recovered: Susan Rancourt, who disappeared April 17,
1974, from the library at Central Washington State College; Kathy Parks, last seen May 5, 1974, at Oregon State University, over 260 miles
from Taylor Mountain; Brenda Ball, who was last seen May 31, 1974, at the Flame Tavern in Seattle; and Lynda Healy, who was reported
missing from her basement bedroom at the University of Washington on January 31, 1974.

Lynda Healy

The Lynda Healy disappearance was one of the most intriguing and sinister aspects of Ted’s career as a serial killer. Lynda Healy was
probably Ted’s first victim. Had that case been investigated more carefully in the beginning, we might have picked up the cousin of one of
Lynda’s old roommates by the name of Theodore Robert Bundy. Lynda, an aspiring psychology student, 5 feet 7 inches tall, slender, with long,
dark brown hair, was a truly beautiful young woman. She worked at Northwest Ski Productions, where she broadcast the daily ski report for
Crystal Mountain, Snoqualamie Pass, and Mt. Baker. She was expected early at work on that morning of February 1, 1974, to give the report.
She was a no-show, unusual for Lynda, who had been well known as a very reliable person. When she didn’t show, someone from Northwest
Ski called her house and her housemate checked Lynda’s room only to find the bed neatly made and Lynda nowhere to be seen. The bicycle
Lynda sometimes rode the 10-block route to work was still at the house. Because this disappearance just wasn't like Lynda, the police were
called immediately and a missing-person report was filed. Later that day, Lynda’s friends and family checked her room. When covers to her
bed were pulled back, a large amount of blood was found near where her head would have rested on her pillow. Further searching revealed that
her nightgown was neatly hung behind the strings of beads that were the door to her closet. The nightgown was bloody also. The clothing she
was wearing the day she was last seen, as well as her red nylon backpack, was missing. The clothing and jewelry missing were a pair of blue
jeans, a white smock blouse with blue trim, a pair of brown waffle-stomper boots, a brown belt, and a number of turquoise rings. Also, the top
sheet of her bedding was gone.

When the evidence was discovered, the police were called back to the green three-story residence. The house was a typical multi-person
dwelling in the university district. It had several rooms on each floor, a common bathroom on each floor, a front door, a rear door, and a side
door. It was, in fact, identical in layout to Ted Bundy's residence eight blocks away and similar to Bundy's girlfriend’s house three blocks away.
By car, the house was accessible from 17th Northeast and from an alley that parallels 17th Northeast near the rear of the house. Lynda’s room
was located on the basement floor, just a small flight of cement stairs down from the side door to the house.

Police officers photographed the front and side exterior of the house, the stairs to the basement, and Lynda’s room. They quickly collected
the sheet, pillow, and nightgown, and restricted access to the room so that they could look for additional evidence. After that, no further
processing of the crime scene took place.



No sign of Lynda would ever be found until her lower jawbone was discovered by the search dogs on Taylor Mountain. | put the very highest
personal priority on solving this case and when we finally solved it, we understood that Ted had behaved just like a stalker. Had we investigated
Lynda’s death more thoroughly, we might have had Ted in our sights a full six months or more before he showed up that fateful day at Lake
Sammamish.

Donna Manson

About 60 miles to the south of Seattle is Olympia, the capital of Washington. Nestled in the woods about five miles west of downtown is the
campus of Evergreen State College, a nontraditional school where the students could immediately enroll in classes with a focus on what
interested them. This was an alternative college where the rigid core course requirements of the other state institutions did not apply.

It was early evening on March 12, 1974, when Donna Gail Manson was last seen walking across the campus to attend a jazz concert. Like
Lynda Healy, she was an attractive coed with long brown hair; she was 5 feet tall and 19 years of age. She was a part of the counterculture
population at the college, an individual. If she had disappeared for a couple days, that would not have been unusual. She had done it before.
But this time when she left, she would never be seen alive again. Her body would never be recovered. Donna was thought to have been
wearing a multicolored red-, orange-, and green-striped shirt; green slacks; a black maxicoat; a Bulova wristwatch; and an oval-shaped black
agate ring. Her dental charts would be compared to those of at least 100 female homicide victims over a 10-year period. Ted Bundy would
take her body’s location to his grave. All he would say was, “She is somewhere in the mountains, the Cascade Mountains.”

Susan Elaine Rancourt

The town of Ellensburg is 150 miles east of Seattle on 90. Ellensburg is the home of the famous Ellensburg Rodeo and of Central
Washington State College, often noted as a teacher’s college. On April 17, 1974, Susan Elaine Rancourt was attending a meeting at the main
library with about 100 other people. The meeting ended at ten P.M, and that was the last time Susan was ever seen. She was another pretty
coed, 18 years old, 5 feet 2 inches tall, with long blond hair. She was believed to last have been wearing a yellow coat, a yellow shortsleeved
sweater, gray corduroy pants, and brown Hush Puppy shoes.

By May 1974, the precinct squad room clipboards contained bulletins outlining known details about the disappearance of Healy, Manson,
and Rancourt, and their physical descriptions, all in the hope that someone would come across them.

Kathy Parks

Two hundred sixty miles south of Seattle, along the I-5 corridor, is Corvallis, Oregon, the home of Oregon State University. In the evening
hours of May 6, 1974, Roberta Kathleen Parks, a 5-foot 7-inch 21-year-old attractive coed with long, dark brown hair, was last seen in her
dormitory. It was thought that she left to go for a walk because she was depressed over her father’s failing health. She was last seen wearing a
cream-colored jacket, a navy blue sweater, navy blue corduroy slacks, platform sandals, and silver rings, and carrying a brown purse with a
shoulder strap. She was never to be heard from again. We found her remains on Taylor Mountain years later.

As of June 1974, four coeds were missing from universities that were over 200 miles apart. The individual missing-person circulars listing
the few facts known about their disappearances were only reminders of their shattered lives. No one made any connection among these
women'’s disappearances beyond observing that they were all missing. No one even suspected that the last person they ever saw was the
same man. There were no news reporters making even the most casual links among the cases. In addition, there were other missing women,
such as Brenda Ball, and not even the investigating officers tied her to the Ted cases.

By July 1974, the whereabouts of six missing women—Healy, Manson, Rancourt, Ball, Parks, and Hawkins—were mysteries. Their last
known locations—the cities of Seattle, Corvallis, Ellensburg, and Olympia—were spread apart by hundreds of miles. No trace of the clothing or
jewelry they were wearing would ever be found. It would not be until the investigation began into the disappearances of Janice Ott and Denise
Naslund from Lake Sammamish on July 14, 1974, that the real investigation into the “Missing and Murdered Girls Cases,” more popularly
known as the “Ted Murders,” would begin in earnest. The similar characteristics of their disappearances were to take shape only after their
connections were substantiated by common body recovery sites.

These were the memories flooding my mind as Ted Bundy described to me how he buried Georgann Hawkins’s severed head.
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Grisly Business Unit: In Pursuit of a Killer

A Different Kind of Killer

Seven months of committing murder after murder, each of them invisible, each of them leaving not even a ripple of turbulence on the surface
of the water, each of them carried out seemingly without a trace of evidence left behind. This series of events showed that the Ted killer was
equipped to survive undetected for the long term. His method of operation seemed flawless, almost scholarly, leaving his hapless pursuers on
the police task force very little in the way of clues. Unbeknownst to us, Bundy was practicing his routines for approaching victims almost daily
during this period. He was returning to crime scenes and retrieving evidence that would have connected him to the victim. Furthermore, he was
reading voraciously from detective magazines and books, gaining valuable information about how police investigators perform their duties. In
addition, he knew exactly how the King County Police Department conducted its investigations, because in the early 1970s he researched the
crime of rape for the King County Crime Commission, which enabled him to review the actual case files of rape investigations conducted by
county detectives. He pored over this information and took steps to cover his homicidal instincts and vicious temper from those around him.

We didn’'t know who our Ted killer was, where he lived, or what motivated his attacks on women. There was very little, therefore, that we could
do about him other than follow what few possible leads there were, even if we were led right down blind alleys or into dead ends. Whatever
scant information existed had become our case, and it carried the gravest responsibility that had ever fallen upon the shoulders of King County
detectives. The locations where each victim had last been seen and the two multiple-body recovery sites were all that was left of this elusive
murderer’s trail. A very faint path of possible evidence lay to the east. No visible traces of the killer were left at the crime scenes themselves.
But witnesses at the Lake Sam and Ellensburg areas gave some valuable clues that provided an outline of the young man calling himself Ted.

As a result of our searches at Issaquah and Taylor Mountain and our ongoing investigation of the Ted abductions at Lake Sam, Roger Dunn
and | were to oversee the Ott and Naslund missing-person cases. We willingly took on those investigations, even though there wasn't much we
could investigate. We kept these cases on active status in the hope that somewhere, somehow, we would find the facts that linked Janice Oft,
Denise Naslund, the mysterious Ted, and the horrible death lairs where their remains were discovered. The whole case ultimately took on the
aura of a legend. But the real truth is much more exciting than it has ever been portrayed.

The newspapers said that Ted Bundy first came into our lives on that bright summer Sunday in Seattle on July 14, 1974, when Janice Ott and
Denise Naslund disappeared from Lake Sammamish State Park. However, for Roger and me, the Ted case officially started on the following
Tuesday, July 16. It began when the Issaquah City Police chief and his detective, both of whom were wearing long, confused faces, walked into
the offices of our Homicide/Robbery Unit of the King County Police Department. They told us about these two young women who had
disappeared from the same park on the same sunny Sunday, and asked for our assistance. They wanted us to take over the case—their own
detective would help us in any way possible—because they didn’'t have the human or physical resources to investigate the mountains of leads
that had begun to pile up surrounding the two disappearances. The case was simply too big for a small municipal department.

There was, in the beginning, an aura of imminent success in the air simply because of Issaquah’s handing the cases over to us, the big boys
from the “county.” It was very much like the feeling we got when we called in the FBI for assistance in a major case. You believe, at first, that
you've called in the experts, the “closers,” but then you discover that the promises, the handshakes, the transfer of files to a department with lots
of detectives signing on and off watch, or intently poring through cases in the squad room, don’t catch serial killers at all. The detectives from
Issaquah City held on to a lingering hope that Ott and Naslund would be found happily frolicking in some nearby playground with a good-looking
guy with his arm in a sling. If this investigation was to be handled without undue confusion and blundering, a more organized and experienced
force of investigators was required.

Unfortunately, there was a very faulty notion held by the local police that the King County authorities could put its force of 400 officers behind
the search and quickly resolve the two disappearances. There was a basic mistake in all of our thinking. We all reacted as though the
investigation was to cover the missing and murdered women cases that began on July 14, 1974. It didn’t. In reality, the killer was already at
least seven months ahead of us, having snatched coeds from major area universities and colleges as far back as January. Investigations into
those disappearances had begun at the police departments in their respective jurisdictions, and case files were already being assembled. Our
case files on our missing women would soon begin to duplicate some of the information already being collected in other locations. Together,
our material and that from the other missing-women cases were a detailed composite portrait of a serial killer at work, the ruses he used to
entrap victims, the profile both of his victims and situations in which they were abducted, a road map of his travels and the ways he disposed of
his victims. All of this constituted a valuable resource, but we couldn’t use it because we didn’t know how many missing and murdered women
cases existed in other jurisdictions. The Ted cases had actually begun seven months earlier, but because we were only looking at our own
jurisdiction, we had no idea that a specific pattern of abductions of young women with strikingly similar descriptions was under way. This is the
problem of 90 percent of all serial killer cases.

The typical assumption among homicide investigators that the first body discovered within the jurisdictional boundaries of one agency is truly
the first homicide in a particular series is an incorrect one in 9 out of 10 instances. However, police departments continue to make that
assumption, so it remains a constant obstacle in solving most serial murder investigations. When we realized the wide web that Ted had cast,
as we expanded our Ott and Naslund investigations, it became important for us to look for similar missing-persons cases in other jurisdictions.
In 1974, this was a difficult task because prior to that time, neighboring police agencies rarely exchanged this type of information. Prior to the
Ott and Naslund cases, we never spoke to the Seattle police about their missing-persons investigations of Hawkins and Healy. No one made
any direct connections to those cases until after multiple body recovery sites were discovered.

A few days after we’'d uncovered the second dump site and circulated the suspect’s description and his apparent modus operandi, hundreds
of police officers in Washington State were hunting for a man who matched the Ted suspect’s description. In the beginning, our strategy for
investigation was prescribed by how investigations had been handled previously. Cases were traditionally assigned with a parochial outlook
and the entire investigation was the responsibility of a single detective. The investigation of Janice Ott was assigned to Roger Dunn, and
Naslund to me. As far as the department supervisors were concerned, as goes Naslund, so goes Keppel. Theoretically, anything that came in
regarding each victim was given to their respective detectives to pursue and information was not automatically shared.

While we sorted out different methods of investigation, the mystery of an invisible kidnapper of young women caught the imagination of
Washington State’s population. All of Seattle was stirred and horrified at the thought of what had happened to Ott and Naslund. With media
coverage intensifying from July 15 and continuing for the next two months, our investigation collapsed under the volume of unsolicited tips and
Ted sightings because we had no way to manage the information that was suddenly pouring in. We were receiving as many as 200 calls a day



about men matching the description of the Lake Sam Ted, far too many for one detective to handle, especially the rookie who had been in the
unit for only a week. Each day the stack on my desk would get higher. The back-log of calls was so huge that Denise Naslund herself could
have called in and told us she was fine and we wouldn’'t have found the message for a week. We didn’t know where to begin chasing leads.
Moreover, because of the volume, we couldn’t separate the truly valuable phone tips from phantom leads that were impossible to verify. One
message would say that Naslund was seen on a train in Sacramento, California, and at the very same time, another would report she was
waiting for a bus in downtown Seattle. Which one should we have chosen to investigate? Knowing what we knew by the September discovery
of their remains, probably neither one, because all of the reported sightings were nothing more than the work of vivid imaginations of the
media’s overenthusiastic audience.

Even while feeling overwhelmed, Roger and | came up with some innovative follow-up activities. For example, we knew that several television
stations had recorded the picnic activities at Lake Sam that Sunday. We asked to view their film footage. Of course, it wasn't easy. When
station managers found out about our request, they had to make it into a major production. We could only review their tapes if they were
permitted to videotape our looking at it. Naturally, they had reviewed the footage before we arrived and told us that they didn’t see anything of
value. Well, their view of an investigation was different from ours. When we saw the footage we realized that the park really was a draw for
young women with long hair parted in the middle. We didn’t see Ted Bundy, the victims, or women who were approached, but we did pick up
an extremely valuable lead in the news footage: other people taking photographs.

Bingo—we had just uncovered multiple possibilities of evidence that was gathered firsthand on July 14—private citizens who took
photographs that day at the park. We opened Roger and Bob’s Photomat. The news media had kindly asked parkgoers to send us their
negatives or film that they had taken at the park that day. We agreed to process and return any film sent in. After sifting through several hundred
photos the strategy paid off. One person had photographed a potentially volatile incident in which police were called in to throw some rowdy
bikers out of the park. One particular black-and-white photo was taken of the area around the very tree under which Mary Osmer saw the
metallic brown VW bug parked. The picture was of several parked police cars with officers in the background confronting a group of outlaw
bikers from the motorcycle gang called the Jackals. By parking in the only open lane, the police vehicles prevented any parked cars from
leaving. Wedged in by the police vehicles was a light-colored VW bug with its driver behind the wheel. The license plate was obscured from
view by a police car, but the ski rack on the rear of the car was clearly visible. Had we ever attempted to introduce it as evidence, a court would
probably have thrown the photo right out because we couldn't make out who was behind the wheel. But in our minds there wasn’t much doubt. It
was Ted. We tried every process known to science in order to enhance that photographic treasure, but were unsuccessful at making it any
clearer.

However, widening the circle of the investigation continued to pay off. The most significant breakthrough, thanks to our connection of the
Naslund, Ott, and Rancourt missing-person cases, occurred on July 25, 1974. Carol Maher, a recent graduate of Central Washington State
College, called me to report a confrontation that she had had with a Ted look-alike in front of the same library from which Susan Rancourt
disappeared and on the very same day of her disappearance. Maher, who now lived south of Seattle, had received her copy of The Crier, the
college newspaper. A composite drawing of the Ted suspect was featured on the front page, supplemented by a story of the stranger’s
approaches to females and a description of the Ted suspect last seen walking toward the Lake Sammamish parking lot with Janice Ott. The
article asked anyone with information to call the local police. So she called our office directly and | happened to pick up the telephone.

This is what she told me. At about ten P.M, Maher was walking from Boullion Library when she heard the sound of packages hitting the ground
behind her. She turned around to see a man dropping a few boxes and a backpack full of books. She asked if she could assist him. She
thought for a minute that the guy was going to the library, but he continued to walk right on by. She asked where he was going and he said he
was returning to his car, which he had parked a little ways away. She said okay, she’d walk there. Cautious, Maher never let the man walk
behind her. For some reason, which she could not explain, her guard was up. She noticed that his right arm was in a cloth sling and a metal
brace was on one of the fingers of the man’s right hand. Also, on his left hand he wore a metal plate that braced his fingers on the palm side,
with bandages holding the brace on. He claimed that the injuries were the result of a ski accident. The man had dark brown hair that hung below
his ears. She estimated the man’s height between 5 foot 8 inches and 5 foot 11 inches, with a medium build.

The man led her across the Grupe Conference Bridge, under a trestle, and right into a dark alley where his VW bug—she couldn’t recall the
color, but thought it was a newer model and shiny—was parked near a log. He walked to the passenger side and started to unlock the car,
when, almost as if he’d rehearsed it, she thought, he dropped his key in the dirt. Maher had already set down the books. Making motions as if
to feel for the key with his metal brace, the man asked if she would find it for him. Sensing danger, Maher did not bend over in front of him, but
suggested that they stand back to see if the key's reflection in the light would reveal it. Luckily, the key did shine through the dirt, and Maher
quickly scooped it up, handed it to him, and left in one fluid movement before he could react. What was it about the eerie disabled stranger that
signaled Maher to stay back? And if he did have intentions of assaulting her, what made him resist the urge to attack? Maher’s extreme caution
saved her life, for that very same evening Susan Rancourt was not so lucky and caught the crash of a tire iron that caused the fracture |
observed on the back of her skull. The details of Maher’s statement were kept extremely confidential to enable us to use them when we
questioned potential suspects and, of course, to protect her lest the Ted suspect return to silence a potential withess against him.

Maher’s report was shocking and very revealing to us. We quite possibly had a killer whose method of approach to his victims had any
number of variations depending on the environment in which he was operating. It was almost as if he were a shapeshifter who cloaked his
intentions according to his victims’ situations, the setting of his attack, and the time of day or night. If this was so, King County had never been
faced with the threat of such an insightful, premeditated killer who understood not only his victims’ habits but the movements and strategies of
the police investigators as well. This was a true predator; police departments are not set up to catch these types of killers. As a consequence,
most police departments don't want to believe they have a serial killer in their jurisdiction even when the evidence points to it. In the Ted cases,
this type of skepticism is what Roger Dunn and | encountered from the moment it became apparent to us that the killer was not only tracking
series of victims in different jurisdictions, but tracking the movements of police in those areas as well.

The Homicide Bureaucracy

In spite of Maher’s report, many of our colleagues—from other jurisdictions and our own—were still very dubious and continued to believe
that the Maher/Rancourt and the Ott/Naslund incidents were not connected. The rigid thinking among some career detectives forced every bit of
new evidence of the connection among cases to be proven beyond a reasonable doubt. Since we had no bodies and little tangible evidence,
they wouldn’t even consider that we had a series of murders committed by the same person. Free thought that included consideration of all the
possibilities was not part of their crime-solving methodology. Their work was slow and unproductive. Their lack of motivation to do anything on
these cases and their reluctance to believe that we even had a murderer on our hands stymied Roger’s and my progress. Nothing we could say
or do would change their minds, not even the discovery of the women’s remains.

By July 28, 1974, the Seattle Post-Intelligencer offered a $5,000 reward for information on the disappearances of the missing women in the
Pacific Northwest, but to no avail. No helpful information regarding their whereabouts was reported. Their list included every one of the coeds



whose disappearances we were investigating except Brenda Ball. She just didn't fit their profile. For Roger and me, this further solidified our
view that these women were never to be found.

While we had a number of leads, our follow-up was producing few results. Until September we were chasing every broken tail-light on any
VW Beetle we saw, groping for any reason to pull it over to see who was driving. It was not a great time to be a VW owner in Seattle. We pulled
vehicles over more than once, prompting owners to carry the business card of the officer who had previously interrupted their day. We also
checked out every Ted suspect by showing a photograph of each one to a select few of the Lake Sam witnesses. This turned out to be
unproductive. Because we wanted to create a control group to test the reliability of other people and witnesses we questioned, we intentionally
saved three witnesses until we positively knew who the killer was. On the other hand, just to test the reliability of one witness, we planted a
photograph of her brother among those of the suspects. She treated it like one of the 200 photos she had viewed to that point, not even
mentioning it was her brother. In addition, in October of 1974, several witnesses were shown the four different photos of Ted Bundy that we had,
and no one identified him. Our questioning of various suspects didn’t help us out either. Our inability to question every one of the vast number of
suspects would be something we would grow to regret.

Once the remains of Denise Naslund and Janice Ott were identified in the dumping area discovered on September 7, their missing-person
cases were officially closed and the homicide investigations opened. The media coverage intensified immediately and the public responded
by inundating the department with thousands of tips. By November 1974, my desk was covered with a dense layer of call-back slips, all of
which looked exactly alike. There were too many Ted suspects and too many leads to prioritize.

We finally minimized this organizational nightmare with our invention of the tip sheet. The design of the tip sheet was simple. It contained
blocks to check which phase of the investigation the particular tip was about—Lake Sammamish, Ott, Naslund, Ted suspects, VW bugs, Ott's
bicycle, additional bone finds, and a miscellaneous category. There was also a space for the full name, address, and telephone number of the
caller. There was even a free text area so the message-taker could summarize the nature of the information provided by the caller. Now we had
a way to prioritize the significance of the call and better relate it to the different cases. This tip sheet was the prototype of clue or lead sheets
that would come to be used nationwide in future serial murder investigations.

In December 1974, Roger Dunn followed up a lead involving Mary Denton, another young woman, like Maher and Susan Rancourt, who was
approached in front of the main library on the campus of Central Washington State College. To the best of her memory she recalled that
sometime in April 1974 she observed a man with a sling on his arm drop his books on the sidewalk. She asked if she could assist him and he
said yes. He asked her to carry the books to his car. The man’s yellow-colored Volkswagen bug was parked on a dark street several blocks
away from the library. Like Maher, Denton was nervous about the stranger. As she reached the car, he opened the passenger door, and when
he did, she noticed that the seat was missing. Acting upon her instinctive fear, she immediately dropped the books and ran. She never saw the
man again.

The Ted Missing and MurderedWomen Task Force

On March 10, 1975, after having spent nearly one week on Taylor Mountain, | returned to the office to learn that the investigation had taken
on a new urgency. | was greeted by my new sergeant, Bob Schmitz, who confirmed rumors from the previous week that the Seattle and King
County Police homicide units formed a combined investigation of the Ted murders. The now-legendary Ted Task Force had been officially
created and tucked away on floor 1A of the King County Courthouse, away from the department-store atmosphere of the police department.
The office was a 10-foot by 25-foot windowless rectangular room at the end of an Escheresque stairway that was too large for a jail cell, but
certainly as dank. Roger and | would be sentenced to that back office for over a year.

The newly assembled task forced looked far better on paper than it actually was because, despite the best intentions of everyone, its
development was flawed from the start. Sergeant Schmitz himself was an organizational genius. However, he defined his role on the task force
too narrowly to be of much help. Claiming to have been assigned only to organize information previously compiled and not to supervise us in
the tracking down of new information, he was a filing clerk rather than a manager and was quick to tell Roger and me that we were still in
charge of the investigation proper. No doubt the case files needed to be organized, but we were disappointed that he resisted taking the role of
investigative team leader. Try as we might to convince him to coordinate the operation, Schmitz was very strong-willed and assumed only those
duties that he felt he should. He would not go beyond organizing the existing files.

While it seemed practical at the time, assembling a team of one sergeant and two detectives from the Seattle Police Homicide/Robbery Unit
and the contingent from King County was very counter-productive and short-lived. No one was ever clearly in charge and there were constantly
conflicting opinions concerning the order of daily business. The task force eventually broke itself into two different groups—the Seattle police,
who followed up the Healy and Hawkins investigative leads, and Roger and |, who covered the rest. That might have worked, except that none
of us could get away from the incoming telephone calls long enough to investigate anything.

With the discovery of the remains on Taylor Mountain, information about the Ted investigation was the news media’s main focus. In response
to this increased coverage, over 500 private citizens called each day of the first weeks of the task force’s existence to provide information
about possible Ted suspects and suspicious circumstances. We were accomplishing less work that would lead to finding the killer because 99
percent of the telephone calls we received had nothing to do with Ted Bundy—unbeknownst to us, all the calls referring to Ted Bundy had been
received by October 1974 and had long since been submerged under an ocean of paperwork. In retrospect, we would discover later in the
investigation that there was nothing we were doing at that time that would get us closer to Ted Bundy.

By April 1, 1975, less than one month after the beginning of the task force, the Seattle police contingent was reassigned to their old duties,
leaving the investigation of the Healy case in our hands. King County reassigned 2 more detectives to bring the total to 10 officers on the task
force. This reorganization would ultimately help the task force do the job it had been formed to do.

However, when the reorganization took place, we were still floundering. Our archives of files had expanded, spilling out of our filing cabinets
and across the desks. The mounting tip sheets and other police reports had become too clumsy to be useful and were indicative of a creeping
crisis that would soon overwhelm the task force detectives. Given the thousands of pages of files and the confused memories of detectives
from which most of the meaningful details had long since evaporated, it became impossible to find anything quickly. Sergeant Schmitz
continued to organize our files as if he were driven by inner voices, but he was constantly in danger of falling behind. Many investigators had
contributed all kinds of paperwork, none of which was indexed for easy retrieval. It was nearly impossible to find out if someone else was
working on a particular suspect without leafing through piles of investigative files.

Eventually, Schmitz provided priceless assistance by devising a master indexing system that enabled investigators to find certain types of
information quickly. He took all the tip sheets and information about suspects and filed it, alphabetically, by the person’s name who provided the
information. He created a file for tips that were turned in anonymously and were indexed by the suspect’'s name. Additionally, he made out 3- x
5-inch index cards and filed them by the name of a suspect, cross-referencing the card with the name of the caller on the bottom.

Now, for the first time, if a detective wanted further information about a suspect, he looked at the caller’'s name on the bottom of the card and
checked that name in the tip sheet file. Schmitz's filing system immediately uncovered a critical time and paper management problem that



would continue to bedevil most subsequent serial murder investigations—too many people calling in and providing useless information. One
such person called in over 600 times. If we had employed Schmitz's system from the beginning, we would have caught this joker by the second
call, preventing him from interrupting our investigation further.

Even though we finally felt organized, we still had volumes of paperwork to analyze. However, the dilemma of how to deal with thousands of
names collected during the investigation fired Schmitz's imagination. By mid-April 1975, he had sat in his airless corner monotonously filling
out over 3,000 filing cards when an idea struck him. He created what became known as the computer name-matching program. His idea arose
out of a gnawing resentment of the futility of the investigative procedures employed to date. We were collecting names, but we had no
meaningful way to analyze the weight and significance of the names we had. Thus, Schmitz became fascinated by the prospect of categorizing
the numerous lists of suspect names into various aspects that were important to the investigation.

This system gained supporters soon after Schmitz checked it with the county’'s computer experts and got their approval on it. The computer
guys welcomed the challenge of developing an untried application for the computer in the field of criminal investigation. Schmitz then convinced
Captain Mackie to assign Sergeant Bill Murphy to the task force to act as our liaison with System Services.

Unfortunately, Sergeant Schmitz had not yet reckoned with the stolidly unresponsive nature of the King County police’s administrative
bureaucracy. He soon discovered that at least in Mackie’s view, organizing the files was not the only duty he had been given. Even though he
was doing useful things for our investigation, his perception of his role on the task force conflicted with Captain Mackie’s. The captain said he
originally assigned Schmitz to supervise the investigation, not just organize the files. Clerks organize, sergeants supervise, and captains rule.
So, by May 29, Schmitz had to content himself with an administrative transfer to the Communications Center. He would not be around to see
the results of this project to which he had contributed so much. Schmitz would always remain one of my favorite associates since the nature of
his contribution to the investigation far surpassed what police sergeants are normally expected to do. Even today, only a few people realize
exactly what Sergeant Schmitz accomplished.

The Northwest Missing andMurdered Women Conference

By May 1975, there was a sense among task force members that our Ted killer had moved on to a new location, because we had not had
any similar disappearances in the King County area since July 1974, 10 months earlier. We also believed, based on our premise that Ted was
a traveler, that our murder cases were probably related to similar murders in other jurisdictions. So we decided to examine the murder cases in
other jurisdictions, hoping to glean suspect information from them that might have a bearing upon our investigations. Maybe one of the
locations we investigated would hold Ted’s signature multiple-body dump site.

With this aim in mind, Roger Dunn attended a conference in May 1975 in Boise, ldaho, that highlighted missing and murdered females from
seven western states and British Columbia. All the investigators were faced with a number of extraordinary and still-unsolved cases of
murdered females. Fortunately for us, there were attendees from Colorado and Utah who were investigating single, not multiple, murder cases
that had occurred in October 1974—the cases of Laura Aime and Melissa Smith—and, from January 1975, the Caryn Campbell case. Those
murders would eventually be tied to Ted Bundy, even though a firm connection had not been made at that time owing to the extreme difficulty of
comparing the aged and significantly decomposed skeletal remains in Washington to the fresh discoveries in Utah and Colorado. Time and
nature are great levelers and make most forensic comparisons like the ones that confronted us close to impossible.

What was most interesting and troubling about all of the cases described at the conference was that there was only one instance in which a
signature multiple-body recovery site was located, like those at Taylor Mountain and Issaquah. It was 700 miles away from King County in rural
Sonoma County, California. From December 1971 through March 1972, Sonoma County authorities recovered the bodies of four nude
females, ages 12 to 19, at this one site located beside a steep precipice that bordered a country road that wound into the woods of rural
Sonoma far away from any towns or villages. Two were skeletal remains from which the cause of death had been wiped away by time, and two
were recent kills who had been strangled. It seemed all of the bodies were dumped from a vehicle onto the same hillside from the side of the
remote county road. Then another nude female victim was found at the same location in July 1973. This surprised the investigators, because
the killer had returned to a previously discovered dump site. On the strength of modus operandi alone, the Sonoma series appeared strikingly
similar to the Ted cases, but we could not find any common suspect whom we could link to Seattle and Sonoma County. So, frustrating as it
was, we had to be content simply with monitoring each other’'s cases and nothing more.

Lieutenant Bill Baldridge and Detective Mike Fisher, who were investigating the murder of Caryn Campbell in Aspen, Colorado, stayed in
close contact with our task force. Their gut feeling, which would ultimately prove true, was that their murder was connected to the Ted cases.
Therefore, anytime they discovered a suspect who had ties to Seattle they called us. When we started using our computer tracking system in
the investigation, we included in the lists of names all those people who were registered guests at the Snow-mass Inn in Aspen, where
Campbell was last seen. While we were communicating and sharing valuable information with Colorado at the detective level, there was never
a movement at the administrative level to begin a multistate investigation team prior to Bundy's arrest in Utah. This made it difficult for us,
because at the investigator level everything was required to stay informal—and nothing was funded. Had we begun a formal multistate
investigation, the money would have been there to allow us to travel and to set up joint facilities to pursue the case.

Meanwhile, through June 1975 Roger looked into the many murders in the Northwest, trying to uncover those with any similarity to the Ted
cases. He collected 94 homicide reports on unsolved murders of females between January 1969 and May 1975. Entry after entry on his follow-
up report read the same—a gruesome account of carnage like what befell Beverly Jenkins: age 16, 56", 125 pounds, brown hair, blue eyes,
last seen 5-25-72 at 0300 hours in Springfield, Oregon, found 6-5-72 alongside roadway in Douglas County, Oregon, asphyxiated, throat slit,
nude, with branches over the body. The body count of murdered females during this time was incomprehensible by rational standards. What
was out there killing these young women? The police reports offered little help. Each investigation was as shallow as it was inconclusive—there
was no common suspect among them. There was no suspect, period.

Too Many Teds

While Roger was busy collecting cases involving murdered females at outdoor locations, | was assisting other detectives in the
investigations of a steady stream of white males who wanted nothing more than to be eliminated from the suspect list for the Ted killer. It was
difficult then for any male in his early twenties, 5 feet 10 inches tall, medium build, with dark blond or light brown hair, who drove a VW bug, and
whose first name was Ted to have any social life whatsoever. Those same men were getting dubious looks while at work and anywhere else
they chose to go. There were hundreds of Teds out there, too many to count. Every Ted suspect we contacted cooperated and opened up their
lives to us. Some even called us first because they wanted to be officially eliminated from the active Ted list. They gladly handed over checking
account records, credit card receipts, employment records, medical records, vacation travel vouchers, and anything else that accounted for
their time. One by one, suspected Teds from the master list accounted for their whereabouts on the critical days when the victims were



abducted and were eliminated as the possible murderer. There was only one Ted we were after, and he still remained at large and invisible to
our investigators.

While the true Ted hid, Ted serial killer impersonators popped right out of the woodwork. | will never forget the morning | arrived at the office
to find five strange men sitting on the benches in the reception area of the Detective Division. There was nothing outstanding about them. Al
had varying shades of hair color, one was 6 feet 6 inches, and another was 5 feet 1. As | passed by the receptionist, she released the
electronic door lock and motioned for me to come around so she could talk to me. She informed me that all five were waiting to see me.
Unbelievably, they had each confessed to the receptionist that they were the famous Ted killer.

linvited them all in to a large interview room together and had each one introduce himself to the others. | told them when they decided among
themselves which one was really the Ted suspect to knock on the door and | would return to book him in jail. The five Teds each replied that
they would return to their therapists for treatment. Their respective psychotherapists, for whatever reasons, had told each of them to confess to
the police as part of their treatment programs. This was really great, | thought; not only were we trying to identify the real Ted, we were assisting
in the therapy of the entire Seattle psychiatric-patient community. As Ilooked on the calendar, I noticed that it was five days before the full moon,
the monthly astronomical marker that indeed signals psychics, psychos, and those self-ordained with extrasensory perception to contribute
clutter and unusable information in the case files. The unusual occurrence was the talk of the task force. | probably just should have booked
them all and been done with the whole case.

As months dragged by, the investigation into the Ted cases was pared down. It was simply costing too much for the county to fund the task
force, so it was cut back even at the risk of slowing down efficiency of the investigation. The Grisly Business Unit, as we were referred to by the
department, was reduced to only a fraction of its former size and was disbanded by June 1, 1975. This left the county's sustained commitment
to the case at less than one year. Shortly thereafter, even its former members stopped talking about it.

Roger and | were left alone to carry the flag; even so, we were determined to make progress in the investigation. Captain Mackie assigned
us two additional police officers who had been ordered to light duty—one had a broken leg and the other had a cast on his little finger. They
were to man our telephones. | was designated the case coordinator or supervisor, but my official rank, for pay purposes, was only detective.
Captain Mackie had become so disappointed with the lack of progress by every supervisor he had assigned to the case, he chose not to put a
certified sergeant or lieutenant in charge. Relatively little administrative control was needed in the resulting scale-down to a small investigative
team, he believed. We reported directly to Captain Mackie anyway, putting him in the ultimate role of supervisor, which was what he probably
wanted.

At first, we conducted a weeklong examination of the circumstances within each Ted murder case, as tradition dictated. But that served only
to complicate the entire investigation. Realizing this, we changed our methods and began to approach the overall investigation as a united
process. Instead of eight separate cases, we had one case that consisted of eight crimes. Now, we asked, what could be done for the
investigation as a whole? This, it turned out, would be the only way we would ever get to the bottom of the Ted murders.

Our strategy was threefold and it was roughly based on what two full-time detectives could be expected to accomplish in one year. First, the
Lynda Healy murder case was the apparent beginning of our series, and after looking through the case file again, we realized that the initial
investigation into her disappearance had been inadequate. In light of this, we decided to start with day one of her case and exhaust every
possible lead, just as if we were starting from scratch on a case that had never been investigated. There was the possibility that the Healy case
was the murderer’s first and that he may have made some mistakes not previously uncovered, like killing an acquaintance and thus making
himself traceable.

Second, 3,500 persons were snitched off or investigated as suspects during the course of 11 months. Some subjects had apparently
merited packets containing extensive follow-up investigations, while others had seemingly warranted only minor criminal records checks. We
examined every file for each suspect to determine if he had been thoroughly investigated. In addition, we decided that those who had been
eliminated as suspects would be reinspected to assure ourselves that conclusive elimination procedures were used. It was our gut feeling that
the killer was already in our files hiding beneath all of the paperwork. We would later find out that this instinct was right.

Finally, our third strategy, albeit nontraditional, was to continue the effort started by Sergeant Bob Schmitz to use King County’'s computer to
cross-check names from one list of suspects against another. During the investigation, many lists of potential suspects were gathered from
various sources. We had over 30 lists, with one list containing over 41,000 names and many others with well over 1,000. Manually cross-
checking the lists was now virtually impossible because of the amount of information we had.

This action plan impressed Captain Mackie because never before had anyone offered him a logical, absolutely reasonable course of action
for these cases. Until this time, we had conducted the investigation somewhat haphazardly. Owing to the volumes of leads on the multiple
cases, we had meandered, wandering aimlessly from case to suspect with no overall direction. What we had now was a method he could
understand and for which he could expect weekly progress reports. He was so enamored of our proposal that he authorized us to select a
detective willing to join us in our search for the phantom we had nicknamed the “angel of decay.” We soon found our prospects limited by our
own requirements for the person who would hold the post. We wanted someone interested in the case, but most of the detectives in the
department had been turned off by the nit-picking aspects of following up on a killer who had already left the area. Only one person really
showed any interest in the job—Detective Kathleen McChesney.

McChesney had been frustrated at being assigned only jobs that the male police executives in the department felt a woman could handle.
They had assigned her to the check unit, a paper-shuffling experience at best, and she wanted out in the worst way. Luckily for us, Kathy was no
average detective by any means. Her zest for detective work was unending, and she eventually earned a Ph.D. and went on to get a job as the
FBI's top female agent. Her ability to handle the small details and enthusiasm for a difficult investigation helped us solve the Bundy cases.

The Healy Investigation

Roger, Kathy, and | began by turning over every stone in the Healy investigation, starting from day one of the original case. We treated this
as if we were the primary detectives on a call that had just come in. The first solid clue we found was the arrest of Gary Addison Taylor for
murder in Houston, Texas. He had lived across the street from Vonnie Stuth, who disappeared while apparently cooking dinner in November of
1974 and was thought to have been one of our Ted victims. Vonnie lingered on the newspaper’s list of Ted victims until Taylor told police where
to find her body on a property that he owned in Enumclaw, Washington, 45 miles southeast of Seattle. Taylor had shot Stuth in the head with a
9-mm automatic pistol. The cause of death was markedly different than in the Ted cases and thus set Vonnie apart from the rest of the victims.

In spite of the differences of this murder from the other suspected Ted killings, Taylor interested us as a suspect since he had killed more
than one female. At the time of his arrest, he had many keys in his pocket. He didn’'t explain where they were from. We immediately contacted
Lynda’s parents and the owner of the U-district house from which she had disappeared. His name was also Taylor. Was Gary Taylor related?
Just one of the many coincidences of this case that was just that, only a coincidence. We retrieved the house keys, car keys, and keys to other
locks belonging to Lynda. They did not match the keys in Taylor’s possession. Roger eventually eliminated Taylor as a suspect by placing him
out of state at the time of our murders. But the investigation into Gary Taylor still held some value.



The matching of a victim’s keys to keys found on a possible suspect was an angle into the case that had not previously been considered, and
it opened up a new path in the investigation. It gave us the idea to collect duplicates of all the keys that each of the victims would have had in
their possession at the time of their disappearances.

Kathy McChesney’s first job was to interview Karen Sparks, a woman who had been almost fatally bludgeoned and was in a coma for six
months. On January 6, 1974, she was asleep in her bed when the attack occurred. Her memory had been impaired by the blows and she could
remember only what happened on the previous day. She didn’t recall seeing her attacker. Her address at the time was 4325 8th Avenue NE in
the U-district, a stone’s throw from 4143 12th Avenue NE, Ted Bundy's residence at the time of the assault. We visited Sparks’s residence and
noted the floor plan of the house. After seeing it and comparing it to Lynda Healy's residence at 5517 12th Avenue NE, we felt that Sparks was
a living victim of the neighborhood killer.

While Kathy and Roger began contacting the former roommates and friends of Lynda Healy, | contacted the Seattle police evidence room to
look at the items in evidence that were collected at the time of Healy's disappearance. | signed a temporary evidence removal form for 74-
5953, Healy's missing-person case number. Much to my disbelief, | was informed by a stuttering evidence clerk that all of the material taken
from the Healy residence had been destroyed. He said that if an owner could not be found and a case was not labeled HOMCIDE INVESTIGATION or
marked for court, the evidence was routinely destroyed after six months. Big mistake! | was pissed! | asked if anyone had tried to contact the
owner. If so, who? Who authorized the destruction? But | was getting no answers. The file tracking on that evidence was marked DESTRUCTION
APPROVED. The authorization signature was indecipherable. Good thing | couldn’t find him. This time / was ready to kill. Maybe the clerk felt the
need to look for a new job because | threatened to go directly to the chief of police unless | learned who had approved the destruction of
evidence for an active, open homicide investigation.

As | cooled off, | understood totally how such a thing could happen. The police officers who oversaw investigations were people after all and
were bound to make mistakes. | turned and walked away from the counter, extremely disconsolate. Crime laboratory technicians would not get
the opportunity to examine the only case with possible physical evidence that could be linked to the killer. Would any of the fibers, hairs, and
other trace evidence on Healy's bedding have similar characteristics to anything we found at Issaquah and Taylor Mountain? We would never
know.

As | reached the outer door, | saw a pile of plastic and paper evidence bags heaped next to it with a sign above them that read ITEMS FOR
DESTRUCTION. | thought to myself that this was probably where Healy's former belongings sat before they left the department for good. To this
day, | don’t know what prompted me, but | walked over to the pile. Case number 74-5953 flashed at me like a neon sign. | reached down and
pulled out bags containing Healy's nightgown, sheet, and pillow. As soon as the evidence clerk realized that | had discovered the treasure, he
rushed over and laid claim to it. He said he would have to get an authorization slip signed by Homicide for me to take the goods. Give me a
break! Five minutes before, the evidence had been destroyed, as far as he was concerned. Now he had to get approval for me to take out the
trash?

Eventually, after checking out the items in evidence according to department procedure, | delivered Healy's belongings and the photographs
of her room to Kay Sweeney, our crime lab expert. Sweeney suggested that we retrieve as many items that were in Healy’'s room at the time of
her murder as we could. Maybe someone had packed up all her stuff and hadn’t touched it since the crime. We noticed in the crime scene
photographs that her photos had been pinned on the wall above the headboard of her bed. It appeared as though some were askew and, from
the empty spaces, that some were missing from their place on the wall. We figured they might have been dislodged and fallen down between
the wall and the bed during the assault. If so, we wanted to process those for latent fingerprints. The crime scene photos didn’'t show the floor,
so we didn’'t know if there was a rug, which is often a magnet for the kind of physical evidence—hair or fibers—we were in search of. As it
turned out, there was a rug.

Healy's friends and relatives were now the focus of intense investigation. We hoped they'd provide information about suspects as well as
some physical evidence from the crime scene. Understandably, the family members were suspicious of our queries, since no one had been
that interested during the initial investigation. They thought we had something since we were asking probing questions. We didn’t. We were
fishing for that all-important tip, the one that would lead us to the solution to the case.

Healy's housemates were an untapped gold mine of information. One roommate who had let Lynda borrow the rug had retrieved it from
Healy's apartment after the crime and had given it to her father. He had rolled it up and placed it in a storage closet. Lucky for us, he had never
bothered to clean it. So when we asked him for it, he simply turned it over in the same condition it was right after the crime, and Kay Sweeney
quickly figured out which part had been underneath Healy's bed. We found several light brown human hairs in the rug that did not belong to
Lynda or her friends. We couldn’t wait to compare them to control samples from the likely suspect. We felt empowered at finally having the
possibility of placing a live offender in Lynda’s room.

A different roommate told us that Lynda was not having her period at the time of the assault. This was a key point of information since the
investigators handling the initial interview over a year before led her to think that they believed the blood found on Lynda’s bed was menstrual
blood. If so, it might have explained the apparent police disinterest in Lynda’s possible abduction. Because they assumed Lynda Healy was
possibly having her period at the time of her disappearance, they couldn’t figure out why anyone would kidnap her—they assumed no
kidnapper would want to have sex with her. This, as it turned out, was a false assumption and no excuse at all for their failure to pursue the
matter.

This same former roommate eventually provided very enlightening testimony after Bundy was publicized as the Ted killer. She had been a
roommate of Bundy's cousin, who was friendly with Lynda Healy. Thus, there was a connection between Bundy and Healy that meant that her
murder might not have been a “stranger murder” but a murder committed by someone actually stalking a victim he knew. The possibility of a
close association between Bundy and Healy was so strong that it could well have provided the means to catch Bundy even if he had not been
identified in Utah or a suspect in the Colorado murder cases.

The friends of Lynda Healy whom we were able to contact were also very cooperative. They had not been pressed for details about Lynda by
the Seattle homicide cops and had a lot of helpful information they were willing to pass on to us. But it was a struggle at this late date to locate
transient students who had been friends and neighbors, because many had long since left the university. Even though these students were
difficult to locate, they were easy to eliminate as suspects since they accounted for their time and cooperated fully with our investigation.

We also interviewed Healy's professors. We found that she was in classes with as many as 400 students. We subpoenaed university
records for her transcripts and ultimately obtained the rosters of students from each one of her classes. We followed this same procedure for
the investigations of all of the missing college coeds. Those lists of students became part of the lists of names we entered into the county's
computer and used to narrow down our list of suspects.

Healy's class rosters became instrumental in connecting her to Ted Bundy because his name appeared with hers on three separate class
rosters, two of which were independent study classes with the same advisor. So close and yet so far. At the time we obtained these we didn’t
notice the coincidence. Bundy was only one of thousands of names in our files.

Next, | arranged for an appointment to meet Lynda’s parents at their home. The Healys were extremely cooperative, yet cautious. They were
wondering why there should be all the fuss now about Lynda’s disappearance and they were suspicious just as Lynda’s friends had been. Once
we explained that the Seattle police had turned the Healy investigation over to us since Lynda’s remains were found in King County, they were



more than willing to answer our questions. We explained to them that we were starting all over again as if the crime had just been committed.
The Healys let me go through Lynda’s belongings from her university basement room. | checked the photographs that were in the police
photograph of the wall in Lynda’s room. | placed them in their exact position, replicating the mosaic pattern on the wall as they appeared in the
crime scene photos. Finding the photos the police had retrieved from the floor after the crime, | processed them for latent fingerprints and found
none. We examined each of Lynda’s written records, noting dates and times she was in certain places. For instance, her checking-account
records revealed that on the day she was last seen she had cashed a check for groceries at the U-district Safeway store. Much later, after our
investigation focused on Bundy, we found that he also had cashed a check at the same store on the very day Lynda disappeared. This raised
many questions in my mind. Could he have followed her home from the store? Might he have been silently stalking her for months on the
campus as their paths crisscrossed? Might she have become an object of deadly passion for him from the time that his cousin was her
roommate? How many parties had they attended together? How many times had he looked across at her during a large lecture or seen her
coming and going from their independent study classes? How much and for how long was the image of the beautiful Lynda Healy burning into
Bundy’s brain? Had they been at all friendly? Had he tried to date her? Had he been rebuffed? Our Healy investigation had helped us out
immensely just by raising these new questions about our killer. Undoubtedly, when we received the call that Bundy was a suspect in murders of
females in Utah, the investigation of Healy's case would pay even greater dividends and make part one of our investigative strategy a success.

The 100 Best Ted Suspects

Our second strategy for the overall Ted investigation was to review the investigative files of about 3,500 suspects and prioritize the top 100
for further inquiry. We felt that within a one-year time frame three detectives could investigate and eliminate 100 suspects. The first criterion
used as a basis to determine who qualified for the top 100 was the physical description of the suspect and VW Beetle at Lake Sam and
Ellensburg. If a particular suspect and the cars available to him didn’'t match, he was deprioritized. The next criterion used was a psychological
profile of the offender assembled by a team of two psychologists and a psychiatrist. Their profile suggested that our suspect was most likely a
white male who was not psychotic. So if someone snitched off a someone who was psychotic, that person was also placed on the back burner.
The last criterion was for us to inspect the specific reasons why a particular person was eliminated. If the elimination procedures were
conclusive, such as if the person was in prison during the murders, the person would not be investigated again. However, if the elimination of a
name was weak, then the name was brought back for further examination. This was a catchall category that allowed us to sift through the list
one more time to make sure that we included all the names of possible suspects.

The inadequate organization of our case files made the review of all our suspects next to impossible. Traditional detective follow-up reports
were written in chronological narratives. If this method was followed it would mean that in a 50-page report, any investigation of one person
could be scattered throughout the document. One detective might have investigated 40 different suspects, intermingling separate entries about
all of them in the same report. We defeated this problem by cutting and pasting all activities associated with one suspect into its very own case
jacket. Our offices soon looked like a first-grade classroom, with paper clippings everywhere. But after a week of reorganization, we were able
to reconstruct the logic of the suspect entries and assess each suspect’s file.

Alphabetically, the file marked THEODORE ROBERT BUNDY was seventh, and when we opened it for the first time since assembling it, the
contents were a real surprise to all of us. No one had ever heard of any of the other investigators or the media talking about him. He was initially
investigated by Detective Randy Hergesheimer, who had reported that Bundy had first come to the police’s attention when his Seattle girlfriend
called the police in October of 1974 after she read in her hometown newspaper that female murders were occurring in the state of Utah. She
reported that her boyfriend, Ted, had left Seattle to attend the University of Utah School of Law and that she had noticed several other
similarities between her Ted and the suspect killer’s profile. Ted had a tan VW bug, and she specifically remembered that on July 14 he
returned to her house in a bad mood, angrily switching her ski rack from his VW to hers. She recalled this day specifically because they were
supposed to go out for a nice dinner and he begged off. He finally relented and took her and her daughter for a hamburger. To convince the
police that her story was credible, she claimed to have found a sack containing female underwear in his apartment. She said he was mad when
she confronted him with it. Trying to further interest investigators, she said that Ted left Seattle at the same time the murders stopped there. She
finally came to the office and turned over three pictures of Ted, which demonstrated the chameleon that he really was. None of the witnesses
could pick him out of a photo display of suspects. However, Hergy appeased Ted’s girlfriend by calling the Salt Lake County Sheriff's
Department and providing Ted Bundy's name to them as a suspect. It would be 10 months before Detective Ben Forbes’s record of Hergy's
call would prove crucial in identifying Ted Bundy as the Ted killer.

Within Ted Bundy's case jacket was a record of his former psychology professor reporting him as a Ted suspect look-alike in September
1974. Another significant hit! This same professor was Lynda Healy’'s mentor. Also, an anonymous caller provided Bundy's license number to
his VW as a possible suspect vehicle. Judging from the age of the anonymous caller’s record, the call came in sometime in July 1974, along
with several thousand other calls. Thus, three separate individuals thought it important to call in a report of Ted Bundy for some reason. The
information contained in our Bundy file qualified him as one of our top 100 candidates for further investigation.

When the call came in from Utah, Ted Bundy’s packet was second in the basket, ready to be pursued. To have painstakingly sorted through
every paper in over 3,500 files, prioritized the top 100 suspects, and have Ted Bundy in the group told us our second strategy for investigation
had worked.

Computer-Assisted Investigation

To some degree, the third strategy, sorting our lists of suspects with the help of a computer, was totally experimental. Numerous lists of
names had been gathered at various stages of the investigation. The reasons for obtaining a particular list evolved from one aspect or another
of the investigation. For example, a police administrator once believed that the killer must have been incarcerated in a mental institution and
had just recently been released. This particular administrator surmised from the horrible crimes that only someone who was crazy would
commit them. Therefore, he ordered a detective to retrieve names of all the persons who had been released from Washington State mental
wards over the last 10 years. The detective returned with a computer printout of over 5,000 names. We didn’t believe in this theory at all;
therefore, we used the list to eliminate someone who was reported as a suspect. Anyone who was on the list was not immediately investigated
because we didn’t believe that our killer had a recorded history of mental problems. To have supported such a theory would have undermined
our fundamental premise that a card-carrying psycho could not have smooth-talked Ott and Naslund out of their lives. In the amount of time that
the psycho would have spent with them, both would have noticed his unusual demeanor and would have picked up that he was not functioning
with both oars in the water. In any event, the mental patient list was one of many false lists.

By June 1975, we had gathered over 30 credible lists for investigative purposes, including each university's class rosters that included the
victims, the victims’ address books, people who were vendors around the locations where the women disappeared, individuals who had



received traffic tickets near the body recovery sites and the sites where victims had been reported missing, and many others. At this point, we
became curious about who appeared on the greatest number of lists. Determining this information was not an easy task. It was much different
than investigating a certain individual, in which case we’d merely look up his name on each list alphabetically.

The police view of murder investigation asserts that it is primarily a reactive process, and that the only efficacious strategy is to proceed
along the lines that the investigation dictates. Certainly, this view worked in domestic violence murders, ones in which the outcome was
predetermined long before the investigators arrived. But in the words of a prophetic sergeant of mine, “this ain’t no fuckin’ chicken larceny.” We
had to employ innovative and risky tactics that were often called for in unsolved murder cases.

Up to 1975, there had been virtually no independent use of the computer in criminal investigations and there had certainly not been any
programs designed specifically to catch a killer. We consulted King County System Services computer personnel, who thought a suitable
application could be written for their mainframe computer, which was then used only for maintaining payroll records and other noncriminal
records. The decision to use a computer to help crack the Ted cases in the Pacific Northwest was indeed a pioneering effort in murder
investigation, and, quite frankly, a stroke of genius. The traditionalists of our department looked at us like others probably looked at Thomas
Edison or the Wright brothers, questioning our sanity in addition to the validity of our new idea. Our effort was mocked by some police
supervisors: has the computer caught Ted yet? But our pioneering efforts soon disproved this naysaying and led us to great success.

From an investigative standpoint, the computer task we wanted to accomplish was simple—give each list an alphabetical letter, A, B, C, and
so on; enter every name on that list under “A” in the computer, and run a cross-check to come up with the list of names that appeared on the
greatest number of independent lists. This was the “weighted” list of the likeliest candidates for further investigation. Thus, the manifest of lists
was born:

3,500 suspect names gathered through June 1975
5,000 mental patients released, 1964-74

41,000 registered owners of Volkswagens

300 campus vendors at the University of Washington
2,162 guests at the Mar Si Motel in Issaquah

4,000 classmates of Lynda Healy

1,500 transfer students among all the universities
600 participants in the Rainier Brewery picnic
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When the alphabet had been exhausted, the coding format continued with AA, AB, AC ... BA, BB, BC, until we came to the end of our
groupings. This scheme provided for the addition of an infinite number of lists. In the course of one month, our categories for names expanded
enormously, identifying over 30 separate lists, containing more than 300,000 names.

Those lists of names related directly to the activities and surroundings where victims had disappeared and where their bodies were
recovered. An examination of those sites proved to be quite useful in discovering possible sources that would help us obtain the names of
people who were associated with those locations. We also analyzed the routes to and from both the murder and dumping sites. For example,
Susan Elaine Rancourt disappeared after a meeting at the main library at Central Washington State College on April 17, 1974. After analyzing
her disappearance site, we identified several sources of names—her address book, fellow students and instructors, people who attended the
meeting on the night she disappeared, those people registered for library privileges, traffic citations issued in the Ellensburg area one week
prior and up to her disappearance, campus vendors, registered owners of VW Beetles who lived in the Ellensburg area, and transfer students
from Central to the University of Washington, University of Washington to Central, Evergreen State to Central, Central to Evergreen, Oregon
State to Central, and Central to Oregon State. We compiled similar lists for all the other victims.

Then—it seemed almost too easy—we simply asked the computer programmers to print out each suspect with the most alphabetical letters
behind his name. For example, the computer readout should have produced “John Q. Citizen: A, C, and F,” who was on the suspect,
Volkswagen owners, and Healy classmates lists.

Apart from the normal costs of doing county business, such as those incurred by holding meetings between departments, this project would
also, under the conditions at the time, have to be allowed unlimited funding. No one really knew how much the project would cost.

The creation of the computer’s manifest of murder, on such a scale, was received by our critics as nothing more than dubious make-believe.
To them the information we had gathered and organized appeared to be beyond the powers of county resources and truly a folly.

The realistic problems for System Services personnel were enormous: programming the computer to meet our needs and, worst of all,
keypunching into the computer over 300,000 names on their individual punch cards. Unlike computer technology of the '80s and ’90s, the
county’s hardware consisted of conveyer belts of rolling ball-bearings carrying punch cards to be sorted into their properly located bins. The
entire process took over a month to complete, periodically delaying county employees’ pay-checks for a few hours.

The process was awkward, but the results were stunning. The first command completed by the computer experts was “identify the names
with two or more alphabetical letters by their name.” Simple request but with a very slow response time of one week. The results were 1,807
names with two letters by each name. The total number of suspects was too many for the three of us to investigate. After the first question, the
computer people had already anticipated the subsequent questions and had the answers. How many names had three or more letters with their
names? The unruly number of 622 was a smaller number than 1,807, but still far too many for us to pursue on a person-by-person basis. And
the last question—how many names had four or more letters associated with their name? The number of names identified was 25, a more
workable number of persons whom we would try to investigate within the next year.

Incredibly, and almost with the mathematical probability of two people having the same fingerprint, the computer program identified
“Theodore Robert Bundy: A, C, F, and Q.” He was one of 25 persons who appeared on at least four or more lists. He was an A, A, A because
he was in the suspect file three times, a C because he was a registered owner of a Volkswagen bug, an F, F, F because he was in three of
Lynda Healy's psychology classes at the University of Washington, and, finally, a Q because he was observed by an anonymous citizen driving
a Volkswagen bug near where two women disappeared.

The total cost of the project was $10,000, a small price to pay for such enormous success. Even today such a project can undoubtedly be
counted on to produce high results, notwithstanding the inhibitions of long-standing rigidity toward an enlightened investigation that employs all
of the latest technology. The programming time is at most two days and, with a high-quality database, the retrieval time is negligible, only
seconds. The real cost today is paying for the legwork involved in gathering all of the names.

The computer run was completed one week prior to August 19, 1975, the date of the call from Detective Ben Forbes from Salt Lake City,
Utah. The computer results, which we did not actually see until after the phone call from Salt Lake, caused a shudder of excitement the likes of
which I had never before experienced. The entire task force squad room froze stone cold as the name Theodore Robert Bundy came up on the
computer record.
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Ted #7

Until the weekend when Ted was pulled over by the Utah state trooper, the course our small Ted task force in King County was following
was steady, productive, and continued to bolster our collective mood. The paperwork was tedious and daunting, but we believed we would
eventually find our Ted. Therefore, instead of fatigue setting in as a result of our following too many dead-end leads, our strategy was energizing
us. Detectives Dunn, McChesney, and | were chasing down good Ted suspects like retrievers after shot ducks. Every time we left the office we
returned with one suspect after another in tow. The parade turned heads in the bullpen with each walkthrough. Other people in the building knew
something had changed on floor 1A as the tiny Ted task force churned on like a machine. Those detectives who had grown tired of peeking in
to check on us suddenly popped in with renewed interest. Even the veterans could sense the growing intensity as our search progressed.

With the elimination of one possible Ted after another, the pile of 100 good suspects was slowly dwindling. The expectation was that
eventually we would unmask the real Ted lurking somewhere in the stack. Maybe he was at the bottom. Maybe he was hiding there in the
middle. Or maybe he was right on top waiting to be turned over. Wherever his case jacket was sitting, we knew he was there. Our confidence
was high because we believed our killer had to have left a trail. He was no phantom. Our gut instinct would be correct.

The Phone Call

August 19, 1975 began as did every other day, with Officer Kevin O’Shaughnessy manning the phone lines. Kevin had been reassigned to
the task force because his injuries required him to be placed on light duty. But to us his duty was far from light—he was the first in line for all
incoming information on the investigation. His responsibility encompassed answering the phones and obtaining as much information from the
caller as possible so we could assess the importance of the new data. In addition to taking the calls, Kevin filled out 3- x 5-inch index cards that
cross-referenced names of suspects, names of callers, and license numbers of all vehicles. This system quickly became the backbone of our
investigation because it was the quick-reference index to calls and tips. Fortunately for us, Kevin's mind for detail was as exceptional as it was
reliable. It was Kevin O’Shaughnessy who took the routine call on August 19 that refocused our entire investigation and brought us squarely to
the suspect whose case jacket was sitting right on top of our file: Theodore Bundy.

It was three days earlier, Saturday, August 16, 1975, at two AM, when an off-duty Utah state trooper on his way home in his patrol car spotted
the shadow of a car streak by him. The car had no headlights on. It was late and he was tired, but the trooper couldn’t let this one go by. The
state police officer pulled a U-turn in his quiet subdivision and followed the mysterious VW as it snaked its way through the dark streets. Then
the trooper pulled up to the VW's tail and flooded the inside of the VW with his colored lights. But the driver didn’t pull over. Instead, the VW
kept on going and the trooper thought he saw the driver dumping marijuana out the window in a frenzy.

Then, the driver simply pulled over to the curb, stopped the car, and waited. The trooper, not knowing what he was going to find, approached
the car cautiously. The driver had tried to evade him and had ignored his instructions to stop. Now the trooper had probable cause that a crime
had been committed and was going to detain the driver and make a search of the vehicle. First, poking his head inside the window to get a
look at the driver, the trooper asked for the driver’s consent to search. When the driver agreed, the trooper made a cursory eyeball search. He
looked around and noticed that the driver had an overnight bag of tools alongside the front seat and that the passenger seat had been
removed. Trooper Hayward searched the bag and found a large ice pick, pieces of rope, a pry bar, insulated electric wire, pantyhose with two
eye holes and a nose hole cut in them, a full-face knit ski mask, and a pair of made-in-Spain handcuffs. These, thought the trooper, were
burglary tools, and based on that assessment, he arrested the driver, who identified himself as Ted Bundy. Ted was brought to the Salt Lake
County jail, charged, booked, and released on bail the following day. The next Tuesday, Detective Ben Forbes of the Salt Lake County Sheriff's
Department made the call to the King County Ted Task Force that changed the nature of our investigation and started a media firestorm in
Seattle. It was the morning of August 19, 1975.

Kevin O’Shaughnessy answered Ben Forbes’s call, following the same routine he did for every other call. He methodically entered the
important data on the tip sheet: Forbes’s name, telephone number, agency name, Bundy’s full name, date of birth, vehicle type, and license
number. He thanked Forbes for his promise to send him Bundy’s booking photo. Underlying his dispassionate telephone demeanor on this call,
O’Shaughnessy was crazy with curiosity. Why did Ben Forbes from Salt Lake County call us about Bundy?

“You asked for it,” Forbes told him.

O’Shaughnessy was stunned into speechlessness. He had no idea what Forbes was talking about.

The Salt Lake sheriff had received a telephone call back in October 1974 from Detective Randy Hergesheimer of the King County
Department of Public Safety, Forbes explained. This was long before O’Shaughnessy had joined the task force and explained why he was
unaware of it. At that time, Randy Hergesheimer had taken a call from Ted Bundy's girlfriend, Liz Kendall, who reported that Ted had moved
from Seattle to Salt Lake City, where he was going to law school. She’d read the stories of the missing and murdered young women in Salt
Lake—a pattern similar, if not identical, to the pattern in King County—and wanted to alert the police in Utah. She had previously reported her
suspicions about Ted to our task force, as had other people, including one of his college professors. From these leads we compiled a case
jacket on Ted Bundy, who then was just another one of the 3,500 suspects. Randy Hergesheimer had forwarded Kendall's tip to Ben Forbes,
an information pack rat who fixed the notes he took onto a spindle sitting on top of his desk. There they sat for almost an entire year.

On August 19, 1975, Forbes reviewed a case assigned to him via the Utah state troopers concerning the arrest of Theodore Robert Bundy
for evading police and the investigation into the burglary tools found in his VW during the ensuing search after he was stopped. Theodore
Robert Bundy! A light went on somewhere deep in Forbes’s brain. He fingered through the slips of paper on the spindle and found the note he
had written 10 months before still sitting right where he had left it. It was no accident that he found it. Like most great detectives, Forbes
retained every bit of information he ever received.

After Ben Forbes hung up the phone, Kevin O’Shaughnessey scrambled for the file cabinet to pull the Bundy folder. It wasn'’t there. He looked
around quickly, but couldn’t locate the folder. Coincidentally, Kathy McChesney had the file in her wire basket. It was the next up, the seventh of
100 alphabetically organized folders from our cross-referenced list, to be investigated fully. Kathy McChesney was ready to begin the
systematic evaluation of suspect Ted Bundy because our plan was to subject each of the top 100 suspects to a thorough investigation of their
lives, their whereabouts during the period when the King County—area victims were first reported missing, their relationships with any of the
victims, and their whereabouts since bodies had stopped turning up in King County. Ted Bundy might have been just another name that had
been buried in our files for almost a year, but our computer picked him out from all of our lists and all of the logged tip sheets, and placed him



among the top candidates. Only we didn’'t know it until Ben Forbes called Kevin O’Shaughnessy to report Bundy's arrest.

When | got to the office later that day, | noticed a tangible difference in the atmosphere. The dogged monotony of the daily routine was gone.
It had been replaced with something closer to a buzz of excitement. There were smiles on their faces, mischievous smiles, that signaled that
Kathy McChesney and Kevin O’Shaughnessey had something they were dying to brag about. They were onto something. Since the first of
June, we had been working on some good, credible leads, but none of them had the substance to make us think we had our suspect. We were
still digging, hoping for the piece of evidence that would turn the investigation into a real hunt for a live killer. Kevin told me about the call from
Forbes. Kathy handed me Bundy’s case file as if she were a kid giving a Christmas present to a parent. | looked at the case file, then at Kathy.
The excitement was contagious.

The Bundy Case Builds

Two days later, on August 21, 1975, Ted Bundy was formally arrested again in Salt Lake City, Utah, for possession of the burglary tools
found during the search of his car on the night of the sixteenth. At seven in the evening on the twenty-first, while Bundy was still in jail, a team of
police officers in Salt Lake searched his apartment. They found a brochure from the Wildwood Inn ski resort near Aspen, Colorado, where
several women, including Caryn Campbell, had been reported missing. Police also found a program from a high-school play in Bountiful, Utah.
Debra Kent was last seen on the night of that play in Bountiful, and she was one of the missing young women whose story had made the Seattle
papers. The Utah missing-persons cases had been part of our conference on related cases in the Northwest, and the publicity about them had
prompted Bundy’s girlfriend Liz Kendall to call Detective Randy Hergesheimer to warn him about Ted. That was one of the reasons Ted had
made it to our top-100 list. The circle of evidence was closing around Theodore Bundy.

From here on out, the evidence against Bundy began to mount in a terrifying manner. Now police called Carol DaRonch, a young woman Ted
had attempted to kidnap from a Salt Lake City—area shopping center, to identify Bundy's car. Ted had posed as a police officer, lured her into
his car, handcuffed her, and attempted to attack her when she started to struggle. She escaped, flagged down a passing car, and Ted fled the
area. The missing key to the handcuffs was found in Utah in the Bountiful High School parking lot where Debra Kent had disappeared. On
September 8, 1975, DaRonch identified Ted’s VW. Less than a month later, on October 3, at nine in the morning, Bundy was standing in a
police line-up. He had cut his long hair and parted it on a different side, but Carol DaRonch identified him anyway. At eleven that same day, he
was arrested for aggravated kidnapping and attempted criminal murder. That's when the story hit the newspapers.

We had just begun our own independent investigation into Ted Bundy’s background when the Seattle newspapers ran a front-page story
implicitly linking the Utah Ted with the King County Ted. Whereas the Seattle police denied, for the record, that they were investigating Ted
Bundy as a suspect in the King County abductions, Captain Mackie of the King County Sheriffs Department refused to eliminate Bundy from
consideration. Actually, we had been much further along in our piecing together the Ted puzzle than either Captain Mackie or anyone on the
task force was willing to reveal. In fact, we were so interested in the connections among the Utah, Colorado, and Washington cases that Kathy
McChesney, Roger Dunn, and | immediately began separate inquiries into tips and information from these different locations that were in
Bundy's file.

Liz Kendall

Within a week after the call from Ben Forbes, Kathy McChesney had made contact with Liz Kendall. Kendall called after Kathy had spoken
with Bundy’s former landlady. By 10:15 that same morning, Kendall sat across from Kathy in the task force office and began to unfold her story.
She explained her general misgivings about Bundy and then went into detail. As Kendall described Bundy's movements from Seattle to Utah
and between Seattle and Colorado, it became obvious to McChesney why Kendall had first reported her fiancé to Randy Hergesheimer. It was
also obvious why Hergesheimer had followed up the lead with Ben Forbes in Utah.

Liz Kendall told Detective McChesney that she and Ted had met at the Sandpiper Tavern in the U-district during a damp September six
years ago, in 1969. Since then, they had broken up once for a couple of weeks while he was dating another girl he had met at a mental health
center where he was working at the time, but they had gotten back together.

Kendall went on to say that Ted had held a number of jobs, including one at a medical supply firm called Pedline. Lizremembered that she’'d
been concerned about some plaster of Paris that she saw in his room during July of the previous year when the papers reported a guy in a cast
who had been seen at Lake Sammamish at about the time two women were abducted. Liz Kendall told Kathy that she knew Ted had been to
Lake Sammamish at that time. He had shown up at her house dressed in a T-shirt on Sunday, July 14, while she was getting ready to go to
church. They had gotten into a fight and Ted went home. When Ted returned to her house that evening, he was wearing a gray turtleneck and
long pants and complained to her that he wasn't feeling well. In spite of that fact, however, Ted took the ski rack off his VW and put it back on
her VW before taking her out to dinner.

Liz said she also remembered seeing a stolen television in Bundy's apartment and stolen stereo equipment around that time as well. She
also saw a pair of crutches, Ace bandages, and medical plaster. All of these things aroused her suspicions about Ted, especially after the
series of abductions and murders had been reported in the Salt Lake City area shortly after he went to Utah to attend law school.

For the next few weeks Liz Kendall's conversation with Kathy McChesney continued and the task force investigation into Bundy's movements
became more intense. He was our number-one suspect. We were in contact not only with Salt Lake City on an almost daily basis as they
pursued their leads into the missing women’s cases in Utah, but also with Colorado authorities who were investigating the homicide in Aspen.
In addition, we were following up leads that showed that one of Bundy's acquaintances in the Ellenburg, Washington, area had been registered
in a jogging class with the missing Susan Rancourt. It was all circumstantial, but, for the first time in over a year, the leads were there for us to
follow.

Three months into our investigation of Ted Bundy, we had encountered nothing in Ted’s history or the pattern of his whereabouts that would
have derailed our efforts, so the case was still on track. We were working 16-hour days, following every lead and tip that had been compiled.
The web of circumstances identifying Ted case file #7 as the prime suspect closed tighter and tighter around Bundy. At every juncture and with
each new piece of information, he became a stronger suspect. There was nothing we turned up that eliminated him from consideration, and the
only negatives—people who failed to identify him—eventually turned out to be positives. For every one of his friends who had only laudatory
things to say about Ted, we found three acquaintances who questioned his every move. As we inched forward in the shadows of the Utah and
Colorado cases, an outsider would have thought we would have been exuberant. Yet we were still frustrated and our patience was wearing thin
because even with mounting evidence, we had not made contact with Bundy. Both the extensive news media coverage of Bundy—they had
linked Ted to the Seattle cases in their stories—and Bundy’s lawyer in Utah kept us away from Bundy himself even though contact with a prime
suspect is routine protocol for homicide investigators. Then the Utah case broke open.

On October 15, 1975, after he had been arrested in the Carol DaRonch kidnapping, the Utah police searched Ted’s VW and found a piece



of hair. This discovery became for us another ironic twist of luck that we couldn’t have planned for. Ted had expected the search, of course,
because he knew what the police procedure would be if he was caught. Therefore, he had carefully cleaned the inside of his car as thoroughly
as any car had ever been cleaned. His shock can only be imagined when he learned four months later that the one area of the car that he’d
forgotten about—the long, spindly stick-shift lever of his VW—had wrapped around it a pubic hair from Utah murder victim Melissa Smith,
Police Chief Smith’s daughter. And in the trunk of the VW, police located and forensics identified a hair from the head of Colorado murder
victim Caryn Campbell. How many other clues had been scoured away by the meticulous Ted Bundy? We’ll never know, but the presence of
Campbell’s hair formed the basis for the eventual murder charges in Colorado.

We were still very wary of contacting Ted and his attorney, John O’Connell, because of their aggressiveness in defending the Utah
kidnapping charge that had been filed. We didn’t make formal contact with Ted right away when he was in Seattle after his release on bail
because of the presence of the news media. As soon as Ted showed his face in public, camera-laden journalists were right there to record it.
There were actually two primary reasons for our not pursuing Bundy publicly with this kind of press attention. First, there was precious little we
could do to get Ted to focus on our questions while defending himself against reporters’ questions about the Utah case. Second, Captain
Mackie had already gone on record dismissing Bundy as a suspect in the King County Ted cases.

Encounter with Ted

The Seattle Police Department’s quick October 1975 denial of the task force’s interest in Ted was a clear, although technically accurate,
example of public disinformation, but it had a good purpose. On the one hand, Captain Nick Mackie didn’'t want to give the media a suspect to
pursue until that suspect was the prime one. As far as Captain Mackie was concerned, Ted wasn’'t the prime suspect until the task force named
him. We weren’t about to name him too soon and blow our whole investigation. Thus, Bundy simply remained Ted #7 until we had all the loose
ends tied up. Furthermore, had Mackie mentioned Ted’s name as a possibility, Ted might have been far more defensive about his dealings in
Seattle than he actually had been. We needed an over-confident Ted, not a defensive Ted, because overconfidence breeds mistakes, and
that's just what we needed our Ted to make in order catch him.

As it turned out, disinformation is probably the best way to lure a serial killer out into the open, because serial killers carefully read the
newspaper accounts of their crimes. Going public with our suspicions about Bundy would have focused media attention on us. We would have
had to have fed the media constantly to keep their hunger for news satisfied, and that would have tipped Bundy to what leads we had and
where we were getting them from. Even more important, | was to find out years later, was that in our reluctance to pursue Ted aggressively in
the first weeks after he was picked out of a Salt Lake City line-up, we had inadvertently established a level of trust with Bundy that would remain
until his execution took place years later in Florida. Because of Utah Detective Ben Forbes’s aggressive pursuit of Bundy and the
perseverance of Colorado’s Mike Fisher, Bundy was determined to give neither man the satisfaction of full face-to-face “deathbed”
confessions to all the crimes he was suspected of having committed. He felt these men hounded him and that he was superior to them because
he had escaped their custody. However, he did confess to the Caryn Campbell murder in Aspen and to the Julie Cunningham disappearance
from Vail, Colorado, to Mike Fisher and Vail Detective Matt Lindvall. He confessed to Detective Dennis Couch the eight murders he committed
in Utah.

But our relationship with Bundy was different. We were laid-back, because we always assumed that after Utah and Colorado our time with
Bundy would come. We had more background information on Bundy than the Colorado and Utah police did and our investigation actually held
the key answers to the entire Bundy case. In fact, even by mid-November 1975 we were confident that we had our man. But whereas we were
convinced, proving his guilt in court and convincing a skeptical press would be a different matter. In successive news stories, Ted Bundy was
portrayed as the good-looking, aspiring law student and friend to Republican politicos around Washington State. Every time | read that another
of his acquaintances couldn't believe he was a brutal killer and that the police definitely had the wrong guy, my stomach turned. If only they knew
what | knew.

Finally, the time came when | telephoned Bundy’s attorney, John O’Connell. We had to talk. | asked to speak with Bundy so he could help us
eliminate him as a suspect in our cases and thus end the media mob still pursuing him and asking about his activities in Seattle. This would be
more like housekeeping, | told him, just get this mess cleaned up so he and his client could concentrate on their Utah case. | told him that it
would help us, too, by getting the media off our backs. Mr. O’Connell was courteous, cautious, and interested. | wanted to know, | said, whether
Ted had an alibi for any of the times when our young victims were missing. O’Connell, a skillful attorney, said he understood and requested that
I write a letter with the important dates listed. Then, maybe, he suggested, Ted could “intelligently’ reply. Impatient as | was, | thought his request
for a letter to Ted from me was just a stall tactic and that Ted would never answer it. By law, he didn’t have to provide answers to anything that
he thought might incriminate him. Therefore, | kept my hand facedown as well. Fortunately, O’Connell had no knowledge of the mountains of
circumstantial evidence that we had accumulated against Bundy.

After a month of waiting for a return letter to my request, | called O’Connell. “Did you receive my letter?” | asked him. He said yes. “Did Ted
have an alibi for any of the dates?”

He answered by saying, “Ted can’t”

| was stunned by his answer. “You mean he didn’'t do anything or he can’t give an answer for any of those dates?” | asked. | didn’t quite
believe what | was hearing.

“He just can’'t answer your questions about those days,” the cautious attorney said, leaving any interpretations regarding the nature of our
conversation entirely up to me.

I could tell by the tenseness of O’Connell’s voice on the phone and by listening to his interviews on television that he, too, risked becoming
one of Ted’s many psychological victims—people who wanted to believe what Ted was saying even though they had doubts about his story.
But even he couldn’t get Ted off the hook with us because Ted never had an alibi. Ted Bundy was the only suspect of the entire list of 3,500 that
we could not eliminate. Every other one was alibied.

In December we found out that the judge in Utah was permitting Ted Bundy to travel to Seattle while he was out on bail. We made immediate
plans to put Bundy under 24-hour surveillance. By now we were certain that Bundy was our Ted, and there was no way we would allow him to
snatch a female while in our county again. At first, our stakeouts were covert, but that didn't last long. Ted easily recognized the people following
him and stopped to make conversation. After a while there was no point in continuing the charade. Many of our crews either transported Bundy
wherever he wanted to go or followed closely behind him. Bundy knew that we were looking for some indication that he was guilty, some
behavior that would have tipped us off to his fear that we were getting too close, but he played the game well and gave us nothing.

On one particular occasion, Roger and | were in different cars. We were following Ted while he was driving a green VW Beetle that belonged
to one of his attorney friends. Ted led us back to his apartment. Roger had been thinking that the time was right for us to confront Ted to see if
he would talk to us. It was close to Christmas and the time of his Utah trial was drawing near. Maybe he would confess or give us a clue that
would lead us somewhere. | had agreed with Roger and we took the opportunity on this particular day to confront Ted in the apartment where he
was staying. Ted was already inside when Roger and | pulled up in our separate cars. Roger went in first. | was just coming up the stairs when



Roger knocked and | heard the front door open. | reached the floor just in time to hear Bundy say sheepishly, “l can’t talk to you guys right now.”

“We do want to talk to you someday about our cases,” Roger said.

“Yes, but now is not the time,” Ted answered.

At that, Roger gave him his business card and we turned and left the apartment. Roger and | thought later that it was odd for Ted not to have
proclaimed his innocence like the other defendants we had spoken to. He was trying to tell us something. He would want to talk someday to his
pursuers, but we just didn’t realize how long we’d have to wait or under what circumstances that discussion would take place. Unfortunately, his
answers to my questions came many, many years after that encounter in the hallway of the apartment building just before Bundy went back to
Utah, where he would be tried, convicted, and sentenced to jail.

The Ted #7 Scenario

In the history of the Ted Bundy investigation, the phone call from Ben Forbes has always been thought of as the keystone to the entire case.
It was fate, many of the newspapers said, that Bundy was driving along without his lights, was flagged down by a trooper whom he tried to
evade, was stopped, searched, and arrested. It was fate that the call to our task force from Utah intersected with our routine follow-up of case
files at a time when Bundy could be flagged. Had Bundy not crossed paths with the trooper, he would never have been picked up and the Utah
and Colorado murders would have possibly gone unsolved. But for that fate, Bundy would have slipped through our net and our missing and
murdered women'’s cases would never have been solved. Bundy would never have escaped from the Colorado courthouse where he was being
tried and he never would have fled to Florida. But for fate, Bundy might still be alive today, invisible and menacing. It was fate, they say, that
caught up with Bundy on that night in a Salt Lake City suburb.

It's true that although the phone call from Ben Forbes was indeed vital to our case, the big question actually was: would we have identified
Ted Bundy as the Ted killer without the phone call? I've often speculated about that, and here’s what would have happened, inasmuch as the
Bundy file was next on our “to be investigated” list, had there been no phone call from Salt Lake City. Call it the Twilight Zone scenario.

We were struggling with an investigation with many murder suspects and without much firm evidence on any of them. Each investigation of a
suspect followed its own unique course with each individual. Each of the suspects’ willingness to cooperate with the task force provided us with
the specific details or alibis that put them in the precise places where the killer could not have been at the critical times when crimes were
being committed. However, while we were eliminating suspects one by one through our investigation, the same process also told us that the
real killer had to have a trail that we would eventually cross. If every other suspect had left a path, the real killer could not possibly have been a
phantom. At the same time, with the closure of each new file, the intensity of the investigation also diminished. We had gotten to the point where
we were accumulating just enough information to take another suspect off the list. One suspect would look good for a while, then, as Roger
Dunn liked to put it, “he’d look just like shit in a handbasket.”

The routine of following up 100 suspects, one after the other, over the long term was almost like a mind-numbing disease. If you weren't
careful, the monotony was debilitating; you could easily miss a key element to the entire investigation. It was also tempting to take the easy way
out: minimal work, tell yourself you'd done enough to close the folder, and move on to the next file. There was no inspector’s manual for dealing
with these things. You just had to navigate into the fog by dead reckoning and hope that you found the right markers before they slipped by you
in the night.

Ted Bundy's case file was #7. It was sitting in Kathy McChesney’s to-do basket when | walked into the task force office on August 19. On the
Saturday night before, unbeknownst to any of us, Ted Bundy drove by a Utah state trooper who, by the time he made his U-turn, lost the VW
after it turned onto one of the side streets of the subdivision. The trooper was tired, and after a fruitless search down three or four streets,
decided his quarry had disappeared and headed home. Bundy drove back to his apartment and went to bed. There was no phone call from
Ben Forbes by the time | walked into the office and noticed the file marked BUNDY and picked it up.

I looked down at the legal-size case file in the wire basket and opened it. The contents of Ted’s manila folder had the appearance of severe
disorder: several tattered tip sheets, handwritten notes on small pieces of torn paper, and photographs in small envelopes stashed inside.
Initially Hergy had been tipped off by this Ted’s girlfriend, Liz Kendall, and a few other callers. | now had to follow up on Hergy's investigation, to
trace the steps he took, to see whether those steps could eliminate Ted #7, Theodore Robert Bundy.

| found the file full of unworked leads as if Hergesheimer had taken the information and simply not followed it up. The information from each
caller had been recorded, but the nature of the call itself seemed not to have piqued the interest of the officers who had taken the call. What had
gone wrong? Had Hergesheimer simply misjudged the importance of the calls, which was not typically his wont, or was there something else at
work? As | looked more closely at the file, | realized that if this case file had not made it onto our top-100-Teds-of-all-time list, | might well have
passed it by myself, because at first glance the callers’ information didn't seem that vital. One thing was certain: had Hergy been made aware
of the connections between Taylor Mountain and Issaquah, he would have jumped all over the information he’d received. But by the time he’'d
gotten the information in October 1974, no one had even thought to connect the seven cases.

Four photos of Ted Bundy were in the file. The only way | knew they were Ted Bundy was because the captions read TED BUNDY. At first
glance, the photos could have been of four different people. He was a real chameleon, this guy, whoever he was. We had no current photos of
Bundy, so | couldn’'t immediately rely on showing his picture to the witnesses at Lake Sammamish. Two of the snapshots were taken by his
girlfriend in 1972, and he was wearing a beard in a 1973 shot. His driver’s license photo depicted a much older-looking man.

The information in Ted Bundy's file came from three primary sources. The first, probably only because it was already in the file before his
fiancée’s lead, was from an anonymous person who reported Ted’s license tag, Ida-Boy-Henry-Six-Twenty-One. | could see that someone had
worked this tip after the initial call came in. He ran the tags through the Department of Motor Vehicles (DMV) to get the name Ted Bundy, the
make on his car, and his address at the time. Then he ran the name Ted Bundy through the Department of Licensing to get a date of birth.
Hergy had gotten the driver’s license photo himself even though the handwriting on the tip sheet belonged to someone else. The unknown
officer who worked this information soon broke off his follow-up because that tip, by itself, didn’t merit a high priority. There were hundreds of
registered owners of VW Beetles who were named Ted.

The second Ted Bundy tip source came from one of Bundy's psychology teaching assistants, Joel Kast, whose call proved to be a critical
lead. Kast called initially to report spotting a police composite sketch Ted look-alike. A Ted Bundy, one of his former students, looked
remarkably like the police sketch that had appeared in the papers. Kast said that his Ted was a good student, personable, had a possible
accent, and had taken a class in abnormal psychology. Although Kast had no way of predicting Ted Bundy's violent tendencies, his tip put one
immediate fact in the file that struck a resonant chord in my memory. One of the living witnesses to the Lake Sammamish abductions reported
that the Ted who had chatted her up spoke with what seemed like a British accent. And it was from the Lake Sammamish descriptions that we
developed the police composite sketch. This would have been an important lead to follow in our investigation of Ted #7.

Following just that lead, | would have checked with the university registrar for a printout of all of Ted #7’s classes. | would have routinely cross-
checked this list with the lists of classes that the coed victims at the University of Washington had taken and, to my amazement, | would have
found that Bundy, our Ted #7, and Lynda Healy had shared several psychology classes together. A Ted victim and a top 100 Ted in a class at



the same time—that's where their paths surely would have crossed initially. Thus, from that information alone, Bundy would have become my
prime suspect. We would have found Bundy's name and Healy's name on other class lists, and suddenly one of the basic theories of homicide
would come into play—that people are usually murdered by someone they knew.

Other pieces would fall into place immediately, too. For example, Lynda Healy was the “first” victim, according to our investigative model. We
were already following up her homicide as if it were a routine murder case on its own. Thus, the fact that she was in the same class with
someone whose description matched a police composite of a suspect in other murders would have brought us to Ted via her case and not just
through the case file folders sitting in the task force office. Also, as we pursued her list of acquaintances, we would have found other items that
brought her into Bundy's circle of acquaintances. We would have considered the crossing of their paths much more than mere coincidence as
we pursued our leads.

The third source in Bundy’s file was his girlfriend Liz Kendall. Her call and subsequent persistence led Randy Hergesheimer to notify Utah
authorities because Liz knew Ted had moved to Salt Lake City to go to law school at the same time that surrounding jurisdictions were
reporting a string of female murder cases. She believed that these cases shared aspects of the King County cases. What Liz didn’t know was
that we had already exchanged information with Utah and Colorado detectives and knew about all the female murders, especially the murder of
Caryn Campbell in Aspen on January 12, 1975. But Liz provided us help with a valuable lead in this homicide investigation as well.

We had already used store credit card and gasoline credit card purchases as a method of eliminating other suspects, so it would have been
logical to assume that we would have used Bundy's credit purchase records in the same way. Liz Kendall would tell us about Ted’s Chevron
and Nordstrom’s credit cards and we would have retrieved his records. From Chevron security, we would learn quickly that Ted made prolific
use of his credit card because he was forever buying gas. We would note that Ted seemed extremely paranoid about running out of gas. In fact,
his record showed that he had always been topping off his tank with purchases as small as $1.88 on the very days surrounding the murders in
Washington State. | would have noticed that there were numerous instances when Ted charged his gasoline on many of the days the women
were killed, the days before they were abducted, and the days immediately after the murders. One conspicuous purchase, | would have noticed,
took place at a gas station only minutes from Aspen in Glenwood Springs, Colorado, on January 12, 1975—the exact day and precise location
of the Campbell murder. Bundy's credit records also placed him right near the ski resort at Vail on March 15, 1975, when Julie Cunningham
disappeared. During a lifetime of police investigations you learn that these coincidences just don’'t happen. Our Ted #7 had been all of these
places for a reason.

The search through Bundy’s credit records would have been quick and invisible. Ted would never have known that we had pulled copies of
his credit transactions because we would not have been required to notify him. Liz Kendall certainly would not have told her boyfriend that she
had snitched him off to the King County task force and the Utah authorities. Utah investigators would have regarded him as a viable suspect
because not only did his credit records not eliminate him from any of the Washington murders, they actually placed him near the scenes of the
Utah and Colorado murders on or near the days they were committed. However, because Ted was already in their jurisdiction and would have
been unaware of all the police activity surrounding him, he probably would not have acted defensively and might have actually done something
to incriminate himself—like trying to abduct someone like Carol DaRonch. Therefore, believing that any aggressive move on their part might
have spooked someone against whom a homicide case was being constructed in three states, the Utah police would not have wanted to move
too quickly against Ted and would have probably put him under surveillance.

We would have checked Ted’s bank records and would have found even more surprises. Bundy's checking account records showed that he
had cashed checks at the Safeway food store at 47th and Brooklyn in the heart of the U-district only eight blocks from Lynda Healy's residence
on the date that she disappeared. We were also checking Healy's bank records because we were pursuing her murder as if it were a separate
crime. In so doing, we found that she had cashed a check at the very same Safeway store on the very same day and at the very same time as
did Ted. We contacted the clerk whose initials were on the check and asked her to tell us how long she worked that day. Only four hours, she
told us, so the window of opportunity for Ted was very small. If they were both in the same store at the same time, could Ted Bundy have
actually been stalking Lynda Healy that very day, keeping her in sight from food aisle to food aisle or standing behind her in a checkout line,
dogging her footsteps from a safe distance along streets crowded with students and waiting for the right opportunity to abduct her?

What exactly was the connection between Bundy and Healy? We knew they were in the same classes. We knew that they were in the same
store cashing checks at the same time on the day she disappeared. How long had Bundy been interested in Lynda Healy? Our search through
the Bundy file would have continued, especially as it related to his connection to Healy. We would have discovered from the list of Bundy's
acquaintances that his cousin had been a roommate of Lynda Healy's housemate, part of an extended tribe of friends and housemates that are
typical of relationships in a large college town like Seattle. We would have realized that, of course, Ted knew Lynda Healy. They'd attended the
same classes, sat in the same independent study sections, and had probably been at parties together. They would have encountered each
other time and again as their paths kept on crossing. Unfortunately, Lynda didn’t know that the Ted who might or might not have said hello to her
as they met outside a classroom or in the Safeway wasn’t really a casual acquaintance but a stalker—she was his intended victim. We don't
even know now how long Ted thought about Lynda before he decided to break into her basement apartment, knock her unconscious as they
struggled against the wall of her bed, carefully undress her as she lay there in a pool of blood, and hang her nightgown neatly in her closet, wash
her hair, dress her in her ski jacket and pants, and then take her with him into the night. No matter what we discovered about the other missing-
and-murdered-coed cases, it would have been clear that in the Lynda Healy case, Ted was by far the most viable suspect we had. We would
have pursued the investigation aggressively while letting the Utah and Colorado authorities continue their observation of Bundy. The net would
have begun to close.

The leads Liz Kendall gave us in the folder would have required another interview with her for background information. She would describe
Ted’s behavior on July 14, 1974, the Sunday when Janice Ott and Denise Naslund disappeared from Lake Sammamish. Liz and Ted had
fought that morning and Ted had gone home. But when Ted had returned to her place at six in the evening, the first thing he had done was to
move a ski rack that was on his VW Beetle to her VW Beetle. This detail would have interested us because Ted had originally moved the ski
rack from her car to his so that he could carry his bike with him on a trip to Eastern Washington weeks earlier. How convenient! This meant that
Ted already knew how to strap a bike to the ski rack with little trouble. If we had had any lingering questions about what happened to Janice
Ott’s 10-speed bike on the day of her abduction from the park, this detail would have gone a long way to resolve them.

Liz would have told us about Ted’s mood on the night of the fourteenth. He was a moody person, she said, despite his personable
demeanor. Liz would have said that they had planned to go out for dinner, but when Ted showed up, he was bristling with hostility. He
announced that he wasn'’t taking Liz and her daughter out to dinner. Then he had relented and driven them out for burgers. He had been angry
about something, but he had been trying to get over it. It was part of his typical behavior, which ran hot and cold. It was as mysterious as the
crutches Liz would have told us that she found in his room in May or June, 1974. She had also seen the plaster of Paris and would have told us
about his ability to get medical supplies from the company he worked for. He delivered prosthetic devices to their clients. It was circumstantial,
at best, but these medical devices were also the implements our killer used for camouflage and were key in the ruses he used to lure his
victims.

And then there was the bag of women’s underwear that Liz discovered in Ted’s room in 1973. We had not been called in yet and the Ted
task force was a year away from its inception. The Seattle police weren’t even investigating missing or murdered women at that time. So
whose clothing was in that bag? Were these the souvenirs from nameless women whom Ted had taken from places other than Seattle? Were



there still scores of unsolved missing-persons cases from jurisdictions that we didn't even know about? If Ted was already a serial killer in
1973, was this his bag of totems that he pulled from the bodies of his dead victims? Liz hadn’t known what she’d discovered, but by the time
she reported it to the task force, it would have been enough for us to build a real case against Ted Bundy.

Liz provided another vital piece of the Ted Bundy puzzle for us when she linked Ted’s travels to Central Washington State College and the
disappearance of Susan Rancourt. She told us that Ted had a friend who attended Central. We very quickly made contact with that friend, who
told us that about a week before Rancourt was reported missing, Ted was in Ellensburg visiting him. At that same time, the first woman was
approached in front of the school’s library and ran away when the Ted she was helping dropped his keys in the dirt beside his VW.

Within days of the Kendall interview and our follow-up on her leads, we would have been very encouraged by the Ted Bundy file. Not only
could Ted be placed at Ellensburg, but he was clearly crossing paths with Lynda Healy to the point where he could have been stalking her. In
this way, all of our separate investigations into the Washington State activities of Ted Bundy would have intersected. Moreover, he was in Utah
and Colorado at just the right times, and nothing in his gasoline credit card records put him in a spot where he would not have been able to
commit any of our homicides. In a circumstantial case such as this, suspects who were purely coincidental would have been eliminated by this
point, as the previous six had been. For all paths to have led to a suspect, even if they were circumstantial, that suspect had to have a very high
probability as the prime suspect. We knew that Ted was our man; we just had to make the case.

Since Ted was attending the University of Utah School of Law, our next strategy was to contact those agencies that had open cases of
murders of females in both Utah and Colorado. It would have taken very little convincing to get Salt Lake to assemble an informal multistate
task force on their dime and to have covertly staked out Bundy. Ideally, they would have wanted to gather firsthand information about his
movements, and observe him as he rehearsed his crime or stalked his prospective victim. Maybe they'd even catch him with the evidence, as
police had caught the Freeway Killer—Randy Kraft—in Southern California with a body in his car. In any event, his predatory travels could have
been monitored—speculating on the basis of Ted’s propensity to drive and return to his crime scenes—and he might have actually led police to
the body of a murdered female decomposing at one of his burial sites.

Even if the surreptitious surveillance would have failed to catch him in the act of a crime, the mounting circumstantial evidence already
available would have provided the probable cause for a judge to issue a search warrant for his apartment and VW Beetle. They would have
served the search warrant without any prior warning. Ted Bundy would have had no chance to prepare by removing evidence from his
apartment or by scouring out the inside of his car. Searchers would have most certainly found an abundance of forensic evidence in the car that
had been used to transport over 25 victims from pick-up locations to dump sites for at least two years.

Using the same circumstantial evidence that provided them with the probable cause for a search of Bundy's car, investigators would have
searched Bundy's apartment, where they would have found more than a map of Colorado and the ski brochure with the circled name of the
Wildwood Inn. They would probably have found much more. Because Ted sometimes took a whole corpse home with him, instead of just the
heads as he did in Washington, the police might have discovered an entire body in his apartment. In a Jeffrey Dahmer-like police seizure of
human remains, the evidence would have sealed Bundy’s fate right on the spot. Not even the bravado-driven Bundy would have been able to
bluff his way out of that kind of discovery.

At the point of the search of his apartment, Bundy would have been interviewed by the Utah police. At first, Bundy would exert complete
control with as much boldness as he could muster. Bundy was a blowhard and, as he always did when challenged, he would try to bully his way
out of any confrontation. By the time of the interview, Bundy would have been well aware that he was a suspect in some sort of investigation,
and he would assume that the police had connected him to the murders in Utah. However, the police would have the advantage of surprise with
respect to the Colorado murders, especially in light of the discovery of Caryn Campbell’s hair in the trunk of Ted’s VW. But Bundy had great
self-confidence as a killer and he would have resisted all attempts to get him to confess.

The police would have confronted him with their strongest circumstantial evidence. He would have provided them with alibis. They would have
confronted him with the handcuff key they discovered in the Bountiful parking lot. He would have denied any knowledge of the handcuff key even
though they fit the handcuffs in his car. Standard handcuffs and standard locks, Bundy would have said, don’t automatically make a matched
set. This would have gone back and forth until the police brought Bundy in for a line-up. Carol DaRonch would have identified him and Bundy
would have been arrested. At the same time | would have presented my evidence against Bundy to the prosecutor and would have gotten a
charge for murder in the first degree in the case of Lynda Healy. | would have sought additional indictments in the cases of Susan Rancourt,
Janice Oftt, and Denise Naslund even though | would have had weaker cases. But nonetheless, my indictments and the indictments in Utah and
Colorado as a result of a multistate task force investigation on kidnap and murder charges would have been enough to have kept Bundy behind
bars the entire time.

Whether Bundy would have been able to escape from the Colorado courthouse and flee across the country, as he did in reality, is a matter of
pure conjecture. But with the information on Ted’s movements | had gathered from the Lynda Healy investigation, | believe we could have
mounted a stronger case against him in the other jurisdictions as well. Therefore, who can say what might have happened had Bundy not been
caught by the Utah state trooper? Can it be argued that, arrested unaware and caught off guard, he most likely would have never escaped
custody in Colorado? Can the case actually be made that, had Ted Bundy managed to escape the trooper that night, no phone calls would
have been made between Utah and Seattle and, perhaps with Ted sitting in a Seattle jail instead of a lockup near Aspen, his escape to Florida
would never have happened and Lisa Levy, Margaret Bowman, and Kimberly Leach might still be alive today? ltis all pure speculation.

History Plays Out

As it turned out, Ted Bundy was tried and convicted in Utah in 1976 for the aggravated kidnapping of Carol DaRonch and in July was sent
to a Utah state prison. That should have taken care of him for a long time, but his troubles with other agencies weren't over yet. In October of
1976, he was charged with the murder of Caryn Campbell at the Wildwood Inn in Aspen, Colorado. In January 1977, Bundy was taken into
custody by Mike Fisher from Colorado and transported to the Glenwood Springs jail, where he would be held during his trial in Aspen. Ted
escaped from the Pitkin County Courthouse in Aspen in June, was recaptured within the week, and escaped again six months later on New
Year’s Eve. This time, Bundy made his break through a hole that he had sawed in the ceiling of his cell. He made it out of the jailhouse, stole an
old MG, which broke down, got a ride to Vail, took a bus from Vail to Denver, and then caught an early flight from Denver to Chicago. Bundy
had propped up clothing under a blanket to make it seem as if he were still on his cot and thus managed to fool his guards until noon on
January 1, 1978. Then the news of his escape was flashed to major cities. Ted saw the television bulletin of his escape while he was staying at
the Ann Arbor, Michigan, YMCA. He was running out of money and was getting desperate, so he stole a car and headed south for warm
weather.

Bundy wound up in Atlanta, where he discarded the car and caught a bus for Tallahassee, Florida. He rented a room at a rooming house
called The Oaks near the Chi Omega sorority house at Florida State University. On January 15, at about two in the morning, just two weeks
after his escape from Colorado, Bundy snuck into the Chi Omega house and bludgeoned Lisa Levy and Margaret Bowman to death and
injured Karen Chandler and Kathy Kleiner. Ted was spotted by sorority member Nita Neary as he was coming down the stairs, club in hand.



Two and a half hours later and five blocks away, Bundy attacked again. He broke into Cheryl Thomas'’s house but fled before he could kill her.
For the next two or so weeks, he went on a rampage of stealing credit cards, cash, and cars, and driving around Florida in a desperate attempt
to elude the police.

Then, on the morning of February 9, 1978, he spotted a 12-yearold girl walking behind a building at her junior high school in Lake City,
Florida. At about five minutes to nine, paramedics passing by spotted a man leading a young girl away by the arm. Later, they would identify the
man as Bundy and the girl as Kimberly Leach. It was the last time anyone would see Kimberly alive. She would be discovered in April 1978 at a
dump site Bundy used 32 miles out of Lake City.

Between February 9 and February 13, when he was arrested in Pensacola, Florida, a desperate and disoriented Ted Bundy was on the run.
He was out of money; people had reported the credit cards he had stolen and police had been alerted to the vehicles he had stolen as well.

Finally, police arrested Bundy in Pensacola wearing the same torn shirt he had worn when he killed Kimberly Leach. Fibers from his shirt
were later matched to fibers at the crime scene. For the next three days, Bundy was held in jail while the Florida authorities were unaware of
Bundy’s identity as well as his role in the Chi Omega murders in Tallahassee. At eight PM EST, the evening of February 16, 1978, the day he
was identified as Ted Bundy, he placed a call to his former girifriend Liz Kendall.

When linterviewed Liz about that phone call five days later, she described how Ted almost, but not quite, admitted to having something to do
with the disappearances of the young women at Lake Sammamish, the event that had brought me into this case. This was the closest he would
come to anything even resembling an admission to murder in the state of Washington until he and I began communicating.

I would have to wait another six years to reopen the cases while Bundy was tried, convicted, and sentenced to the electric chair in Florida for
the deaths of Lisa Levy, Margaret Bowman, and Kimberly Leach. At the point of his conviction and sentencing, | had assumed that the story of
Ted Bundy would end in Florida. Fate, however, had charted a very different course.






4

The Splash Heard 'Round the World

The excitement of being part of the task force and chasing Bundy had all but died away by early 1981. | had returned to the daily routine of
homicide investigations. My Bundy cases were as silent now as the hillsides of Taylor and Issaquah mountains in the dead of winter and Ted
was neatly tucked away on death row at the Florida State Penitentiary. We were busy investigating several intriguing murders in a row that
were difficult, yet solvable. They weren’'t smoking guns, so we weren’t required to charge off through a crowded shopping mall in hot pursuit of a
homicidal maniac who was frothing at the mouth. These were cases that challenged our methods of deduction and required us to be
imaginative if we were to be successful. | relished working those types of cases and when we broke them, the excitement we generated spread
to all of the many police officers involved. Those cases enhanced my belief that practical experience was the main way to develop a detective’s
nose for choosing the right lead to pursue.

The Bundy investigation had taught me important lessons in patience and provided me with the ability to develop leads from what looked like
less than nothing. Moreover, having investigated a long-term unsolved case at the beginning of my career, | didn’t have the expectation of the
“24-hour solution” that many homicide detectives have. My attitude was that the job should be done right—investigators should proceed
deliberately, intelligently, and thoroughly. Long-term investigations gave me the opportunity to deduce in a logical manner and in relative quiet
what step to take next. The rush-rush attention of police supervisors for a quick resolution in the pressure cooker of public scrutiny had usually
subsided by the time the case got to me because | was one of the detectives who usually handled the long-term cases. Thus, additional
pressure from the media for a quick solution wasn’t usually something I had to deal with. But all that was about to change.

The Atlanta Child Murders

Between July 1, 1979, and May 1, 1981, a frightful series of crimes against young boys terrorized Atlanta, Georgia. Police authorities had
connected 28 unsolved murder cases and one missing person, most of whom were children. These were soon known by the nationwide press
as the “Atlanta child murders.” The victims were black, school-age children who were kidnapped, assaulted, killed, and dumped within an
average radius of 10 miles away from their homes. The pattern of assaults and body discovery sites suggested to detectives that a serial
murderer using a vehicle was operating in the greater metropolitan Atlanta area. Because most victims had died from some type of
asphyxiation, the cluster of murders was thought to be discrete, that is, a part of one series, and related. Because the crime locations were
spread over a number of jurisdictions, a multiagency task force involving local, state, and federal officers had been established to investigate
the series of murders. The task force had determined that they were looking for a serial killer.

Ted Bundy had demonstrated to the world the horror of a serial killer. His Florida trial had been a showcase of his pseudograndiosity,
bravado, and overinflated ego. The press coverage of that trial and the persona Ted presented to the public revealed one aspect of a serial
killer. Ted was not, as he had been previously called, a mass murderer. He was not a crazed fanatic on a wild-eyed rampage taking out
whomever was unlucky enough to be in his line of fire. He was personifying himself as the embodiment of the ultimate methodical superkiller,
trying to demonstrate his control over the criminal justice system, over the press, and over anyone who came into his purview. Thus, by 1981,
the term serial killer had come to represent killers who operated like Ted Bundy, and when the task force uttered it, the world’s press corps
descended upon Atlanta.

There is a great truth about press coverage few people ever understand. | saw it take place in Atlanta, experienced it firsthand a few years
later in Seattle during the Green River investigation, and saw it graphically demonstrated on television during the Los Angeles riots of 1992.
The press creates its own magnified version of an event. The more intense the feeding frenzy for exclusives, the more the story changes from
reporter to reporter until what the public gets is a distorted version of the truth. It's as if the Heisenberg Uncertainty Principle were at work every
time a large story unfolds in the media, so that the presence of the media itself creates, changes, and redefines the story. You always have to
be wary of what the media reports because the media itself has created parts of the story. For example, in Atlanta, every move the police
investigators made was carefully tracked by each reporter seeking to scoop the competition in discovering the identity of the Atlanta Child
Killer. Members of the press were relentless in their pursuit, jealously guarding their own tips and leads while criticizing the task force’s follow-
up activities in the cases. Much of the confusion that took place among members of the multiagency task force was the result of rumors that
came out of the press coverage. At times it was as though the police were reacting to the press more than they were to the case.

Among the press and investigators as well, theories about the nature of the killer abounded as each expert column in the newspapers seized
upon new interpretations of the evidence. Meanwhile, the killer kept on striking, abducting black children from local neighborhoods and
dumping their bodies in the woods outside Atlanta and along the banks of the Chattahoochee River. The most politically sensitive theory about
the killer that the press picked up characterized the murders as hate crimes carried out by members of a white racist group. If one were to think
about the crimes seriously, it'd soon be obvious that an ongoing series of murders of black children in black neighborhoods during a full police
mobilization required the killer to have been virtually invisible. It would have been impossible for a group of white men to have carried out these
crimes. A gang of whites roaming through black neighborhoods would have been noticed—more than noticed, they would have set off a full
alarm. Furthermore, white men wouldn’'t necessarily have been able to gain the confidence of young black children. The organized racial
conspiracy theory just didn't add up when you took a serious look at the evidence. However, because the police were cautious not to expound
upon their own theories in public, the press chose to emphasize the racial conspiracy in their coverage. Suddenly, the police found themselves
having to play political correctness games as they pursued the case before the eyes of the country.

Never in the history of federal intervention had any one case commanded so much attention as the Atlanta child murders. The federal
government contributed millions of dollars in a grant to the city of Atlanta to help fund the investigation as well as to bolster the preventive
aspects of the cases. There was also an unfortunate political side to the grant that, while well-meaning at its inception, created a great deal of
confusion among the agencies trying to catch the killer. Grant money was earmarked for victims’ families even though police weren'’t really
always sure which child was a victim of the Atlanta Child Killer and which child wasn’t. In order to be a victim and be entitled to money, it
became important for a family of a dead child who might fit the victim profile to have that child’s name placed on the list. Once officially on the
list, the family would be entitled to receive as much as $100,000 on behalf of their murdered child. That policy actually prolonged the
investigation because it meant that police had to check out leads that took them far away from the real investigation. After all, if a child’s name
had been added to the list, it meant he was officially a victim. If he was listed as a victim, it had to be checked out whether he was truly a victim.
That took police on a number of wild-goose chases after phantom leads. Meanwhile, the killer kept on killing and the police kept on tripping



over themselves in the race to find the next body before the “other cops” did.
| followed this case with great interest on the national television news, which, because of the number of leaks at the competing police
agencies, was privy to far too much sensitive information and was providing updates to the cases from inside the police investigation.

Profile Consultant

There was no exchange of information among police departments in the Northwest and Atlanta until | was called by Dr. John Liebert. Dr.
Liebert was the Bellevue psychiatrist who, along with Dr. John Berberich, provided the only criminal profile in the Ted cases. Dr. Liebert was
invited to Atlanta to consult with Commissioner Lee Brown on the cases. Before he flew down, he spoke extensively with me about my opinion
of the characteristics of the Atlanta Child Killer. | was pleased to make any contribution | could to Dr. Liebert's work and flattered that he’d
consulted me. Because the Atlanta Child Killer had become something of a national publicly acknowledged synonym for terror, there was
extreme political pressure to highlight a white extremist political motive for the murders.

This, however, was definitely not the profile Dr. Liebert and | felt comfortable with. Our discussions covered and then dissected every
possible motive for the killings. After we looked at the crimes from every angle, we kept returning to a diagnosis of the borderline personality
disorder for the killer. This was Dr. Liebert’s term. My more practical assessment was that the Atlanta Child Killer was a very intense long-term,
control-type lust-murderer. We both agreed that these types of murderers could sustain apparently normal, socially acceptable behavior for long
periods of time. That part of the killer’s public appearance was higher in profile than his periodic regression to violence, much like the behavior
pattern of Ted Bundy. The killer would seem like a well-adjusted person who might be a role model for other people. Therefore, he could be the
neighbor next door, and the untrained observer wouldn’t be aware of his murderous dark side. Someone like a girlfriend or wife would be
aware only in retrospect, long after he was arrested and confirmed as the murderer, that he wasn’'t normal. They, like Ted’s fianée Liz Kendall,
would see through cracks in the veneer, but wouldn’t be able to arrange a pattern out of what they saw until afterward. The mask was too difficult
to penetrate.

In our discussions, Liebert and | considered the impact of suggesting that the killer was a black man who could wield authority over the
children. That was really the only feasible choice. With the limited knowledge of the case, we had to rely on statistics and common sense.
Blacks historically kill blacks more often than blacks are killed by people of other races, especially when the victims are children. And, as
mentioned before, a white man leading a black child out of a black neighborhood would have been noticed after the very first crime.

After Dr. Liebert returned from Atlanta, he informed me that | would probably receive a call from the authorities down there. He wouldn't tell
me what he discussed with them, and | didn’'t ask. It wasn’t protocol. Because he was a consummate professional, he wasn’'t about to relate any
information outside of the standard channels. He merely said that he would be submitting his profile of the killer to Commissioner Lee Brown.
Because he obviously related the substance of our joint discussions about the nature of the killer in his profile, | realized that | was going to be
asked to consult in some capacity on the Atlanta child murders. This would be a high-profile, reputation-building consulting job. | had to be
aware of the political impact of this case and my public role as one of the consultants on it. It was as if | were being put on some sort of standby.

Sure enough, one day some weeks later, | recognized the particular sound of a familiar knock on Lieutenant Frank Chase’s one-way glass
office wall. His office overlooked the detectives’ bullpen. Each of us had a peculiar knock that was supposed to summon us to his office. This
knock was my summons and | didn’'t wait around for Chase to repeat it.

Much to my surprise, Sheriff Barney Wyncowski was sitting there waiting for me when | entered the lieutenant’s office. | could tell this was
important. The sheriff was kind of an elder statesman in state law enforcement and the former head of Department of Justice programs in the
Seattle area. He was unhurried and gracious, as he usually was when speaking to one of the deputies. He appeared truly honored by what he
was about to announce. Commissioner Lee Brown called him, he said, and requested that | go to Atlanta to consult with him about the Atlanta
child murders and the organization of the task force. Several other investigators from high-profile cases had also been invited as part of the
consultation group. | had to sit down—nervous and surprised at the same time—even though | had suspected something like this from what Dr.
Liebert had said. What could they possibly want from me in person, though? Under the best of circumstances, | could only tell them what not to
do. The air in the office was filled with anticipation. Lieutenant Chase, who was not part of the Ted investigation, jokingly said he would
accompany me to Atlanta to carry my bags. It was his way of saying that he didn’t want to miss an opportunity like this.

Supercops i

| was still somewhat apprehensive about going to Atlanta, however. Several months before, Lee Brown had assembled a group of highly
touted “supercops” as consultants. They were investigators who had handled some of the most notorious high-profile murder cases in the
nation. As was expected, their image was overhyped by the media, who represented them as the “seven samurai” aiming to solve the case for
the Atlanta police. It was hard to imagine what more we could add. Weren't the Atlanta police satisfied with the supercops’ advice or were they
consulting them about something entirely different? That's the first question | would ask when | got to Atlanta.

We arrived at the Atlanta Hilton on May 20, 1981. It was a magnificent hotel by my standards, giving every appearance of a place far beyond
my means. Our rooms and meals were direct bills and required no money out of pocket. As we checked in we were given a packet containing
a welcoming memorandum, a list of conference attendees, a meeting agenda, and a background summary of the investigation and murder
prevention efforts. The registration clerk treated us differently from the other people in the lobby who had registered before us. It wasn't just that
we were treated like VIPs, it was as if we were there on a secret mission. | felt caution in the voice of the employee who greeted us at the desk,
and his hush-hush attitude hinted that he would not divulge our presence and identities. Obviously, no one was to know we were there. The
previous media display over the “supercops” left the Atlanta administrators with a bad taste in their mouths. Secretly, | wondered how long this
honeymoon from the media would last.

My eyes quickly scanned Commissioner Brown’s memorandum and landed squarely on the list of attending detectives. At the time, the list
carried no special impact. The names of detectives and the cities where they were from were listed without any mention of each person’s
importance to the consultation. | was in for a shock the following day when this information was disclosed.

Our consultation took place in the secure surroundings of the Milan Room, guarded by Atlanta police officers in civilian clothes who were
there to keep out the press and other curious onlookers. The entire atmosphere was very formal and shrouded in secrecy. Lee Brown presided
over the gathering. Brown sat at the head of the table, surrounded by Morris Redding, commander of the Atlanta task force and future city
police chief; Inspector Robbie Hamrick, Georgia Bureau of Investigation; and Major Fred Taylor of the Atlanta police. Members of the
consultation group sat at a U-shaped set of three tables. The strain of keeping the press away could be seen everywhere. It almost appeared
as though most of the Atlanta officials were more consumed with what the press was doing than with catching the killer. There were the minority,
however, who were concerned only with the case. Most of the players were concerned about their image.

Goose pimples came across my body as Lee Brown introduced each of us as if we were medieval sorcerers with just the right remedies to



break the spell of evil over Atlanta. Now, for the first time in my career, | saw others who had endured the same hardships of multiple-murder
investigations that | had struggled with. | could tell this was going to be a privilege as well as a challenge.

The group of consultants who were called to Atlanta with me had handled two basic kinds of cases: those in which investigators had not
known that a series of murders had taken place before the offender was caught and those who were already pursuing serial cases but who did
not know who the killer was. In the first contingent were Captain Sidney Smith and Detective David Millican, the investigators who had handled
the brutal and sexually sadistic murders committed by Dean Coryll and Elmer Wayne Henley, who buried 17 bodies in a boat storage building
in Pasadena, Texas. With them was Lieutenant Frank Braun, one of the investigators in the notorious John Wayne Gacy murders. Gacy buried
27 males in the crawl space underneath his home in Des Plaines near Chicago.

The second group consisted of Inspector Joseph Borelli from the New York Police Department task force that investigated the famous Son
of Sam—David Berkowitz—who kept the city at bay while he assassinated couples parked in their cars; as well as Lieutenant Ed Henderson
and Detective Philip Sartuche of the Los Angeles Police Department, who investigated the Hillside Strangler cases in Los Angeles and in
Bellingham, Washington. Also in this latter group was Inspector Jeff Brosch, who investigated the Zebra killings in San Francisco, which were
committed by black religious extremists and were viewed by most of the consultants in attendance as those most similar to the Atlanta child
murders cases. Lieutenant Frank Chase and |, from the Ted investigations, rounded out this group.

| felt honored to be included in this group of detectives. We had never been gathered together before, but we’d followed one another’s
investigations closely over the years. A group such as this with many years of accumulated serial murder investigative experience shared basic
assumptions about the cases we pursued. We knew what questions to ask and understood certain axioms about the behavior of a serial
murderer. Because of the cases we had solved, we knew how to cut through the administrative protocols between agencies that often got in the
way of crime solving. That didn’'t make any of us popular—quite the contrary. We knew we were going to butt heads with the establishment of
the Atlanta Police Department, the Georgia Bureau of Investigation, and the FBI. We also knew that even if we found the killer, we’d wind up on
the wrong side of the political fence. But we weren'’t there to win friends—we were there to help solve a series of brutal murders.

According to Lee Brown, our consultation had two objectives. The first was to provide a profile of the killer by identifying characteristics of his
behavior and the way they related to the signature of his crimes. After profiling the offender, we were asked to develop strategies for catching
him. Inasmuch as the FBI had been running around the bushes for years before we were called in, our profile wasn't likely to fit their profile.
Moreover, because they hadn’t caught the guy, our strategies for apprehending him, we thought, might be likely to raise a few official eyebrows.

The discussions began with Inspector Hamrick and Major Taylor sharing the podium and giving a chronological description of the murders,
the most significant events in the investigation, and the preventive efforts. Their presentation was mainly a slide show of body discovery sites,
missing-person locations, maps reflecting the distances between the disappearance and burial sites, and the death-scene photos of one
murdered child after another, many of them left in sexually degrading positions. We all squirmed in our chairs at the gruesome sights. There
was nothing more stressful than knowing that a sex-crazed killer of children was still on the loose.

Atlanta Victims

Hamrick and Taylor’s brief history of the homicide cases started with the murder of Edward Hope Smith, a fourteen-year-old black male,
last seen July 20, 1979, leaving a skating rink, and found eight days later in the 1700 block of Niskey Lake Drive. Smith’s death was caused by
a firearm. Remarkably, on that same day, at the Niskey Lake Drive location, police investigators found the remains of Alfred James Evans, a
13-year-old black male who had been missing since July 25. He was last seen headed for a theater on Peachtree Drive, a major street running
through Atlanta. The cause of Evans’s death was listed as undetermined. Unfortunately, for purposes of an appropriate follow-up in the case,
Evans’s body was not identified until October 13, 1980, almost 14 months after his body was discovered. Atlanta investigators realized that the
appreciable delay in the identification of that homicide victim left the trail of the killer very cold.

Through March 1980, four more children disappeared. Those four victims further complicated the Atlanta investigation. The first was Milton
Harvey, 14, found November 5, 1979, in a wooded area of the neighboring city of East Point. Harvey had been dead approximately one month.
The decomposition made it difficult to determine his cause of death. Like Alfred Evans, Harvey's death was classified undetermined, a
classification that was frequently used when the medical examiner or pathologist could not assign the exact cause of death. Detectives had not
immediately connected the Harvey case to the first two cases because his body was found outside of the area where the first two bodies were
found.

Second was Yusef Bell, age 9, whose strangulation murder was dissimilar in certain characteristics traditionally used to link one case to
another in the growing number of child murders. He was last seen October 21, 1979, on his way to a grocery store and was found November 8,
1979, in the basement crawl space of an elementary school near his home. Because his body was found in a building close to his home and
not outdoors in a remote part of the woods like the others, investigators had a difficult time relating his case to those of the other victims. He
was, in spite of these issues, included on the list.

Third was Angel Lanier, a 12-year-old black female, the first girl to be added to the list. Lanier had disappeared on March 4, 1980, and was
found stabbed to death on March 10, 1980, in a wooded area off Campbellton Road and Willowbrook Road Southwest. Campbellton Road
was an important location to the case because the body of Jeffrey Lemar Mathis, a 10-year-old black male, would be found on February 13,
1981. Mathis’s body was found near where Angel Lanier was discovered almost one year after he disappeared on March 11, 1980, which was
seven days after the disappearance of Lanier.

Mathis’s body had deteriorated badly and his cause of death was also listed as undetermined. The length of time between the Lanier and
Mathis disappearances was important to the investigation because it showed a pattern killer using the same dump site for victims abducted
within a week of each other.

The presentations of the cases were interrupted occasionally by the two speakers including significant events in the investigation. For
instance, in March 1980, after the discovery of the first five victims, police authorities reviewed the records of missing and murdered children
over the previous five years in an effort to determine any patterns, trends, or similarities related to the cases. They proclaimed the result of their
analysis: “no common denominator was determined.”

With that announcement, | saw the other investigators moving in their chairs and trying not to let their rolling eyes be seen by the speaker at
the podium. No questions had been asked up to that point, and no one seemed ready to throw any out just yet. But | couldn’t resist. Weren't the
Edward Smith and Alfred Evans murders evidence enough that they were causally connected because they were found at the same location at
the same time? Just because the causes of death were different in both cases, they ruled out the possibility the victims were killed by the same
person. Smith was shot and the cause of Evans’s death was undetermined. Even a novice investigator would have concluded that, at the very
least, the cases might be somewhat connected, so | wanted to know more about the details of the police analysis. Did they really review all
murders in depth? Did they read the entire case files or merely scan lists of victims that contained limited data? Was the proliferation of
unsolved child murders from July 1979 through March 1980 markedly different from those in the previous years? In other words, were those first
five murders indicative of the normal murder rate in other years for the same time period? As presented to us, their analysis suffered from a



defective premise, namely that the characteristics between murders had to be exact in nature before similar methods of operation were
determined between two or more cases. The police were being exclusive rather than inclusive in their grouping of the individual cases. As a
result, they were excluding cases that might have contained valuable clues that would help solve the other cases. This is still a typical problem in
serial murder investigations, but nowhere have | seen it more pronounced than in the Atlanta child murders case.

Furthermore, what was the depth of the investigations into the deaths of Yusef Bell and Angel Lanier? Was there any evidence of previous
injury to Yusef Bell that was indicative of child abuse? Had the family or friends of either been positively eliminated as suspects? | asked all of
these questions, but no one in the room had the answers.

Now the mood in the room had changed as the other Atlanta investigators braced themselves for a barrage of what would turn out to be
hostile questioning from the consultants. Also in March 1980, according to the official chronology of the case provided by our hosts, “the Bureau
of Police Services personnel requested and received the assistance of the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit (BSU) in Quantico, Virginia, in the
analysis of all pertinent data related to the cases.” We couldn’t wait to hear what gems of wisdom would come from the BSU’s agents, most of
whom were only self-proclaimed experts in murder investigations and had never investigated one lead in an actual murder case. The FBlwere
the kings of follow-up but couldn’t solve a crime in progress. Most local homicide detectives knew this. It was no surprise, therefore, that there
were few friends of the FBIin this room. The profile of the probable killer provided by the BSU mirrored the wishes of the community, that is, the
killer was white. Almost to a person, the frowns came across our faces. Had they told the BSU something that they hadn’t told us yet?

We were even more incredulous when the Atlanta staff admitted to us that there was a task force of over 150 FBI agents working the case in
a separate facility and not one of them had been invited to this consultation. The FBI didn’t even know we were in town because no one had told
them. Each one of us was aware of the problems created when the necessary personnel are not informed of what was important in the cases.
But an FBI task force with separate headquarters in the same city investigating the same case was unprecedented. This fact caused us to
believe that little or no sharing of investigative information was taking place.

The Eric Middlebrooks murder, the seventh case on their list, was an example of the difficulty the command staff had answering many of
consultants’ questions about the facts of the investigations. Middlebrooks, a 14-year-old black male, was last seen at midnight on May 19,
1980, at his home. He was not officially reported as missing. His fully clothed body was found on May 20, 1980, off Flat Shoals Road
Southeast. He died of a head injury.

Again, the consultants inquired about any previous indications of a history of child abuse. The Atlanta police officials did not know the details
of the autopsy report or family history of the victim. | noticed that Middlebrooks was lying at the base of a tree. | asked whether he had suffered
a coup-contracoup injury, an indicator that the victim’s head was in motion at the time the blow was struck. If Middlebrooks had fallen out of a
tree, his head would have been in motion, causing a blow to the exterior of one side of his head and subdural hematoma on the opposite side
on the interior of the skull from where the blow was struck. Unbelievably, the presenters couldn’t answer. Their lack of knowledge about
information that was crucial to forming the characteristics of a profile would prevent intelligent decision making. It would be months later before |
learned that Middlebrooks also sustained two stab wounds, confirming that his death was no accident.

While the Atlanta area had seen the disappearances of five black males, ages 9 through 13, and one 7-year-old black female during the four
months from May through September 1980, the Atlanta authorities increased the resources dedicated to the investigative effort. Several
innovative investigative strategies were tried. The combined assistance of Dr. Lloyd Baccus, a psychiatrist from Emory University, and Dr.
Nicholas Groth of Connecticut State Prison was enlisted to develop offender profiles.

Several experts in the area of homicide investigation were individually consulted. Captain Robbie Robertson, commander of the Michigan
Child Murders Investigative Task Force, whose opinions | would grow to respect, advised the task force on follow-up techniques. Investigators
interviewed all previous runaway children in the same age group as those who were missing or slain. Someone may have escaped from or
developed a friendship with the killer. Quite possibly, one of these children could have been recruited to lure in victims for the killer. FBI Special
Agent Roy Hazelwood, an expert in developing sex offender profiles, provided analysis of taped and printed evidence. Other experts gave
assistance to police management personnel on how to conduct investigations of this sort and to develop computer programs for sorting data.
By the end of September, the task force was expanded to 25 full-time investigators, who included detectives from areas where the Atlanta
Child Killer had dumped bodies—Atlanta, Fulton County, East Point, and Dekalb—and the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.

Only three bodies of the six missing children were found before the discovery of the remains of Charles Stephens on October 10, 1980, the
day after he disappeared. He was a 12-year-old black male whose cause of death was listed as probable asphyxiation. Stephens’s body;,
missing its T-shirt, belt, and socks, was dumped off Normandary Drive in East Point, five miles from his home. Unlike the other bodies dumped
by the killer to this point, Stephens’s body was openly displayed and laid out next to the road. It was intentionally placed to ensure discovery.

There were only two more victims found before January 1981, according to the task force list of victims. It seemed like there should have
been more, based on the frequency of previous discoveries. Had the investigators’ search of missing and runaway children, focusing as it had
on exact matches to the killer’'s modus operandi, been too quick to dismiss other possible victims? Those missing and runaway children
complaints filed with the Atlanta area police jurisdictions should have been aggressively pursued in light of the ongoing murder cases.
Checking on the circumstances leading to the disappearances of any children may have developed suspect information in the form of
someone who was last seen with a child.

The Murders Continue

By mid-February 1981, three more young black males had been found murdered. Lubie Geter, 14 years old, had last been seen in the
vicinity of Stewart Lakewood Shopping Center in southwest Atlanta on January 3, 1981. His remains were found on February 5 in a wooded
area 70 feet off Vandiver Road in Fulton County. That road runs off Campbellton Road, where the bodies of Angel Lanier and Jeffrey Mathis
had previously been recovered. The cause of Geter's death was asphyxiation, probably by a chokehold.

Terry Pue, 15 years old, was missing from the Krystal Restaurant on January 22, 1981. Pue, like many of the others, had no car and hung out
at the Omni, a place that Geter was also known to frequent. The next day at 7:30 AM, Pue’s body was discovered in yet another police
jurisdiction near Atlanta, Rockdale County. It was almost like the killer was dumping victims in as many different police jurisdictions in and
around Atlanta as possible. Pue’s fully clothed body was located near Interstate 20 on Sigman Road, laid out as if the killer had wanted it to be
discovered. Pue had apparently suffered manual strangulation.

Another juvenile known to hang out near the Omni was Patrick Baltazar, 11 years old. Baltazar was last seen on Courtland Street in the early
evening hours of February 6. His body was found on Friday, February 13, 1981. It was behind the Corporate Square Office Park, off Buford
Highway, three blocks from Interstate 85 in Dekalb County. He was fully clothed, but his clothing was unbuttoned. Probable asphyxiation due to
ligature strangulation was the cause of his death.

Through the end of March 1981, five more young black males went missing and were found either in the South or Chattahoochee rivers. They
ranged in age from 13 to 23 years old and all of them had died of some form of asphyxiation. In February 1981, an Atlanta newspaper carried a
story that revealed that several different types of fibers were found on two of the murder victims. It seemed no coincidence that following the



publication of the fiber story, five bodies, clad only in undershorts or nude, were subsequently deposited in rivers in the Atlanta area instead of
being dumped on land. It appeared to police investigators that the victims were being disposed of in rivers without clothing so that the water
would wash away any fibers that might otherwise be left on their bodies.

The next body found in the series, that of Larry Rogers, was dumped in a vacant apartment on Temple Street, less than a mile from
Bankhead Highway, on April 9, 1981. He, too, was clad only in undershorts but was wearing his tennis shoes. Asphyxiation due to
strangulation, possibly by chokehold, was determined to be the cause of death. Rogers was last seen on March 30, 10 days prior to his
discovery date, at his residence in northwest Atlanta. Less than a month later, at 3:30 PM on April 27, 1981, the body of 21-year-old Jimmy Ray
Payne was found snagged on a tree limb in the Chattahoochee River, one quarter of a mile downstream from the Interstate 285 bridge and
between it and the Bankhead Highway bridge in the city of Atlanta. He was clad only in shorts and died from asphyxiation by unknown means.

The last murder victim on the task force list was William Barrett, age 16. Barrett was last seen by his court services officer on May 11, 1981,
in the Kirkwood area of Dekalb County. His body was found dumped on the road at one AM the next day in the vicinity of Winthrop Drive, just off
I-20 in Dekalb County. Even though his cause of death was determined to be asphyxiation due to strangulation, the medical examiner
discovered five knife pricks in his body but only two holes in his shirt. His clothing was unbuttoned and his pants were loose. Also, Barrett’'s
body had two horizontal post-mortem stab wounds.

Profile of the Atlanta Child Killer

On the day following the first meeting, our consultation group gave its first response to the Atlanta task force senior commanders. We
believed that at least 23 of the 27 murder victims on the task force list were connected and committed by the same person. The cases of
Jimmy Payne, William Barrett, Larry Rogers, Patrick Baltazar, Lubie Geter, Terry Pue, Charles Stephens, Eric Middlebrooks, and Alfred Evans
were linked to each other. The same fibers and animal hairs were present consistently from one case to another. Because other young black
female and male victims were discovered, probably strangled, in the same rivers or along the same roads in close proximity to the main nine
victims, they could not be excluded from the investigation. We didn’t have any direct evidence that tied their deaths to the nine primary victims,
but it was too soon in the process to throw them out on that fact alone. We conceded that with very few or no similar fibers and animal hairs
identified, an absolute connection from the other victims to the nine linked victims could not be made. However, there was still a very high
probability that 23, if not all 27, murdered children were killed by the same person. Moreover, we reported, we were unable to develop a strong
rationale for connecting all 27 murders into one series because of either an incomplete investigation into the murders of the early victims or
insufficient data given to us by the Atlanta task force. The more information available for analysis, the more effective we would be in attempting
to link these crimes. Some assurance that friends and family members were not responsible for some of the murders was necessary before
connections to other cases could be made.

The style of killings, with victims missing from areas popular with young blacks and asphyxiation being the most predominant cause of death,
didn’t fit logically with the most publicized theory that a white racist person or group was eliminating the black children of Atlanta to create fear
in the community. These were not terrorist murders in the political sense of the word. The Atlanta child murders were more than likely committed
by a black male whose method of operation reflected a personality with a need for hands-on activity with each victim before and after death.
This would be a killer who could move about freely, who had relationships within the community, and whose presence in the area on any day he
chose would not be considered out of the ordinary. This would be a killer who was trusted by his victims. Thus, we concluded, the killer was part
of the community and, like a Ted Bundy, was taking victims who had no idea they would ever be in danger.

Probable asphyxiation was the cause of death in a number of cases. A lack of telling marks of death or signs of a struggle were indicative
that the killer more than likely got the victims into a sleepy stupor by using drugs or alcohol. Then he quietly strangled or suffocated the children.
Getting the victims to the point of drowsiness took patience and a plan. That meant that the killer spent considerable time with each victim from
the point of initial contact until the induction of the state of drowsiness and subsequent murder. To accomplish all that meant that the killer was
deceptively cunning in his approach and the victims had complete trust in him.

Some of the boys who had been murdered hung out in the fringe areas of Atlanta, neighborhoods populated principally by the unemployed
drug users and hustlers. This was the killer’s primary trolling ground, and we figured that he had something these young victims wanted. This
was how he lured them into his trap. The killer's line of approach was most likely the offer of a short-term job to make quick money. This was the
ploy that John Wayne Gacy used to entrap his young male victims and that Jeffrey Dahmer would use 15 years later. This is a typical serial killer
lure. The job offer might have been for prostitution, posing for photos, or running drugs. To the younger victims, the killer may have looked like a
role model or big-brother figure, and the victims probably hoped that their association with him would eventually develop into something long
term. To the older victims, the killer was nothing more than a very short-lived employment opportunity for the evening, such as a “john” or a drug
dealer in need of an on-the-spot carrier. The killer, we believed, was able to change his approach according to the victim. He might have been
able to lure his younger victims with money and his older victims with money and a job offer. Whatever the case, the killer was able to get those
male victims from 9 to 28 years old under his complete control.

What added to his ability to attract those boys was that each one of them was a clone of the murderer’s own self-image. Even though his
choice of victims was purely random, they were a ready pool of handsome boys just like him. He looked, thought, and talked just like his victims,
and that is what appealed to them the most—he was someone with common threads. He identified with them so well, the victims probably were
never afraid of him, nor was he frightened by them. But his common ground was seductive because he probably presented himself as
educated, well-integrated into the community, and always having a good job. The major obstacle for each victim—primarily because they were
young—was that they were unable to see through his mask of superficiality.

Based on the killer’s ability to mingle across a spectrum of elementary school boys, older teenage victims, and adults, you would expect to
find the killer comfortable in each of those atmospheres. He could have been or still was a volunteer or employee of a boys’ service group, such
as Boy Scouts, the YMCA, or other types of boys clubs or community groups. He might have been a frequent volunteer, substitute teacher, or
vendor around the elementary-school scene. He might have frequented boy prostitutes and, at the same time, been part of the gay disco scene.
He was not likely to have been an out-of-the-closet homosexual. In fact, he might have been known to hate gays in some circles and be
superficially heterosexual with his own family of origin.

On the other side of the child-killer’'s mask was evidence of his need for total possession of his victims by engaging in postmortem activities
with them. He had a sex drive that embraced necrophilic tendencies and a willingness to spend considerable time with victims after death.
Even though direct evidence of sexual assault was not confirmed for most victims, it was expressed through the killer’s signature: leaving the
nude or partially clad males in a sexually degrading manner. He also partially redressed previously nude victims and disposed of their bodies in
obviously posed positions at preselected locations, as if he’d rehearsed this before the killing.

The killer's arranging of various victims in contorted or sexually degrading positions or leaving them in open places so they would certainly be
discovered was a form of death ritual as well as a message. He revealed that he was treating the police as enemies and demonstrated with his
victims’ bodies that he not only exercised absolute control over the corpses, but over the police as well. The police were completely unable to



catch him even though he was leaving the bodies in plain view and in posed positions that said to investigators, “l am a murder victim.” The
police looked more and more inept to the public as the search intensified, reinforcing the killer’'s mentality with feelings of extreme superiority
even as the hunted fugitive that he knew he was. He wanted the police to feel, psychologically, as he really did, helpless and controlled.

We also knew the killer was very aware of his environment, sensitive to the nature of the police pursuit, and clever enough to modify his
patterns the moment he knew people were on to him. His changing of victim dump sites from mainly land surfaces to rivers, for example, was a
response to the publicity his crimes had received. In so changing these styles, he revealed his media awareness and his ability to monitor the
progress of the investigation through public sources. How the police tracked him, mainly with the remains examined for similar fibers and hairs,
was very important to him. Leaving partially nude or nude bodies in a river diminished the chances for finding that crucial microscopic trace of
physical evidence that could be linked back to him. There was no question that the Atlanta Child Killer was well-versed in police procedures.
Having police-science knowledge was part of his survival technique of acting only when there was least possibility of detection. He didn’t want
to get caught—ever.

The killer’s predilection for postmortem engagement with his victims should have led investigators to check out those individuals who had
been employed at—no matter how briefly—or were applicants for positions at funeral homes or medical examiners’ offices. Previously
convicted multiple murderers had expressed their interest in morbidity by applying for jobs in police departments and in the death services
area. Killers like Ted Bundy and Kenneth Bianchi worked at crisis clinics and applied for sheriff's officer positions, respectively. Bundy, at one
point in our interviews, reflected on his fascination with decomposing bodies.

The distance from where victims were last seen to the location of their body recovery ranged from a few blocks to over 15 miles. That feature
could mean only that the killer had access to reliable private transportation. Each of the respective multiple murderers whom we had
investigated had had several vehicles that were available to transport their victims to secluded areas. Also, each had driven hundreds of miles
pursuing potential victims and checking out prospective dump sites.

The profile of the killer as a black male in his mid-twenties, with a record of intermittent employment around elementary schools, interest in
medical examiner functions, obsession with necrophilia, traffic with boy prostitutes, a role model for young boys, and constantly driving around
Atlanta in pursuit of potential victims was a characterization that the task force brass must have wanted to believe. The pressure was so intense
to link the murders to some white racist conspiracy or to the occult that the black lust-killer theory was not emphasized publicly.

The white racist conspiracy and occult responsibility were poor theories to promote. For one thing, there were none of the typical indicators
or paraphernalia, such written messages claiming responsibility or symbolic references such as “666” or “KKK” carved in a tree or discovered
at any crime scene. In addition, only one of the victims had been shot, but more gunshot-type murders, which were characteristic of previous
murders by members of extremist groups, would have been expected.

How to Catch the Killer

It was proposed by the Atlanta task force command that supporting the white racist theory through the media would make the killer think that
the police were far from his tracks. We didn’t think that was a good idea because the killer already knew that they had linked cases through
fiber identification. Besides that, previous attempts made by law enforcement to play games with a serial killer through the news media had
failed miserably. The main reason that those strategies were not effective was that the killer was the only person who knew all the facts of the
murders. Any attempt to deceive the killer by portraying distorted facts or attempting to lure the killer to a particular location through a
remorseful appeal served only to alert the killer to how close the investigation really was to catching him—about as close as the planet Pluto is
to Earth.

The second strategy suggested by the Atlanta staff was already in place, and they were hoping that this effort would be endorsed by the
consultants and would ultimately be productive. Several days prior to our consultation, they had set out to conduct surveillance of bridges that
crossed the South and Chattahoochee rivers. This rationale was sound because at least six of the last seven victims had been dumped in one
of the two rivers and there was no reason to believe that the next or a subsequent murder victim would not be dumped into one of those two
rivers. For the last two days, nagging doubts surfaced among our group of consultants about whether the task force had given us any
meaningful criteria upon which to base our suggestions for apprehending the killer. At the very least, | doubted the Atlanta staff's ability to relate
the features of their series of murders that were important for our assessment. But their idea to stake out bridges was outstanding and a stroke
of brilliance. We wholeheartedly endorsed their proactive effort to catch the killer, even though it meant using manpower in an area that took
away from other parts of the investigation, such as following up leads, checking sources, and interviewing potential witnesses.

The task force had planned to watch 11 bridges that crossed the two rivers. It was a very labor-intensive proposition, taking at least five
officers to watch one bridge—two on each end and one near the water where he could hear the splash. That meant the equivalent of at least 55
full-time officers had to be on duty 24 hours a day. At the rate of re-lieving them every eight hours, it required 165 surveillance officers, a crew
larger than 95 percent of the police departments in Washington State. What an expensive proposition to continue through the summer months
while there were still routine traffic patrols and anticrime details that had to be staffed. But we all thought it would be worth it.

Some of the bridges were very long, so it was necessary to station someone underneath, near the water, to detect the splash of a body. If a
vehicle stopped in the middle of a bridge, the surveillance crews on either side might not see it, so they had to be alerted by the splash
detectors below. There was an elaborate notification procedure set up so that when a splash was heard, responding officers would quickly
place large nets across the river in an effort to snag the body that would presumably come floating by. The officer under the bridge would notify
the crews on top and the bridge would be barricaded and catch the Atlanta “riverman” in the act. The Atlanta task force staff members really
appreciated our assistance and advice. We were confident the bridge stakeout would work.

At about 10:30 AM on our last day in Atlanta, May 22, 1981, we were putting the finishing touches on our Child Killer profile when a
messenger entered the room. It was a time that the entire city of Atlanta would never forget. Lee Brown and the others politely excused
themselves for about an hour. When they returned, nothing was said about their abbreviated absence. Looks of frustration, nervousness, and
stress lined their faces. Brown was especially apprehensive and remarked only that something critical to the murder series had occurred and
he would inform each one of us, personally, what it was at a later date. He never did. He presented us with Atlanta City Police Department
commemorative coins and paperweights, and thanked us by saying that the serial murder consultation process was the most valuable part of
their investigations. With that we left Atlanta.

My pen was flying across my yellow legal-size pad on the airplane flight home. Our one-hour presentation of the Atlanta Child Killer’s profile
and discussion about staking out the bridges left me with a very shallow feeling; | felt as though the consultation process was very superficial. |
was concerned about what | saw and heard during the presentations and felt that | had to make written recommendations to the task force, so |
composed a letter to Commissioner Lee Brown. First of all, | didn’t get the impression that there were any homicide detectives in the room from
the Atlanta task force, except for Sergeant Bolton, who was very quiet the entire session. | knew that police administrators were highly effective
at summative evaluation—Monday-morning quarterbacking—and less effective at formative evaluation. | just felt that experienced investigators
needed to be involved in the planning process of in-progress investigations. Murder cases cannot be run from above.



Another concern of mine was the reclassification of deaths that were originally declared accidents or suicides to homicides after the series
became known. | didn’t get the feeling that investigators drained all the information about those deaths from the various medical examiners on
the cases. One reason this might have happened was that some of the investigators had perhaps not been properly schooled in all aspects of
death recognition and investigation. | felt strange recommending homicide investigation training for investigators in the middle of an intense
investigation, but the probability that more bodies would be discovered was high. And the correct interpretation of each death scene was
crucial. For those deaths that were incorrectly classified during their series, valuable evidence that might have been directly linked to the killer
was not gathered.

| believe that death scenes tell stories. It's the only way victims can relate to the investigator what happened to them, and, more important,
who assaulted them. It somewhat disturbed me to hear Chief Redding comment about finding only dump sites and no crime scenes, therefore
leaving the impression that crime scene processing was not as thorough as if they had discovered the real murder scene. | believe the dump
site is a crime scene. It must be processed with equal thoroughness. | was concerned that his apparent attitude could quickly spread to the
evidence searchers: it's only a dump site; therefore, you're not going to find anything—so why look?

There were two children, Eric Middlebrooks and Patrick Rogers, who died from head injuries. There was no mention of other trauma or
defense wounds on them, wounds they might have received while trying to defend themselves against blows with blunt instruments or knives.
The greatest chance to find other wounds existed in the Middlebrooks case because the Rogers corpse was discovered in a more advanced
stage of decomposition. The presenters didn’t give any information about the existence of other wounds. Had the medical examiner found any
wounds or, in fact, even looked for them? Had the homicide investigator asked about them? | was worried about eliminating the possibility of
child abuse in the Middlebrooks case because he was fresh when found and his body bore fibers similar to the ones found in other cases. |
would hope those fibers were not generic to everyone’s surroundings. A complete investigation into the Middlebrooks murder was necessary to
rule out fibers from his home.

The strangulation cases were intriguing me. Most of the quickly discovered victims had an evenly defined, unobstructed line of strangulation
around their necks. Clearly, there were no interruptions of fingernail-type bruising on the neck from someone struggling to prevent the
strangulation. The strangulation mark was a straight line and not in the pattern of the inverted V mark that would be indicative of a hanging
motion.

The victims must have been taken totally by surprise or in a state in which they were almost ignorant that their murder was about to occur. The
presenters offered no information about a blood scan for drugs or alcohol in each victim’s system that might have affected their alertness. |
would reinquire about the presence of drugs in their systems.

In addition, the presenters did not tell us whether the strangulation caused a fracture of the hyoid cartilage. The presence of the fracture would
indicate a more forceful application of pressure than if the assailant only cut off the blood flow to the brain. The clean appearance of the line of
strangulation meant that the killer used a cord or rope. Therefore, the width of the line needed to be compared from one case to another. There
was a good chance that the killer might still have the strangulation device in his possession. When the killer was finally apprehended, this might
be the single piece of evidence the police would need to begin the long process of getting him to confess.

My report to Commissioner Brown ended with a recommendation that, when all else failed, they use their computer in much the same way
that we did in the Ted Bundy cases. They could create lists of names from the investigations of each victim by dividing the names of persons
mentioned in their files into categories such as family members, persons interviewed, suspects investigated, employees of businesses
frequented by victims, vendors, volunteers and teachers at schools, suspects with driver’s licenses, those people who were field-interviewed at
crime scenes and disappearance sites, and so forth. Then they could see if one name appeared on more than one list.

Stakeout and Arrest

On May 22, 1981, the day we left Atlanta, a four-man surveillance team, stationed at the James Jackson Parkway Bridge, reported an
encounter with a suspect. The stakeout team consisted of an FBI agent and an Atlanta police officer, both plainclothes, at each end of the
bridge in unmarked cars. Two Atlanta police recruits were positioned at the foot of the west bank of the river. The team members, from where
they stood on the bridge, could see headlights from cars approaching the bridge. Also, cars driving at over 10 miles an hour across that bridge
always tended to make a loud noise when they passed over an expansion joint in the road-way toward the middle of the span.

Early in the predawn darkness, at about three AM, a loud splash was heard directly beneath the bridge where two recruits were on
surveillance duty along the bank. One officer thought the splash sounded like a human body hitting the water below the bridge. Up to that time,
no lights had been observed on the bridge and the characteristic sound of a car moving over the expansion joint had not been heard. There
was light traffic at that time, and at least 10 minutes transpired between the time the last car was seen on the bridge and when the splash was
heard. Shortly after the splash, a car’s lights appeared directly above where the splash had occurred. The officers observed a white Chevrolet
station wagon close to the edge of the bridge traveling at an estimated speed of three to four miles per hour. The car exited the bridge at one
end and turned around in a parking lot. It proceeded back across the bridge at a speed of about 35 to 40 miles per hour. No other vehicles
passed over the bridge during that time. The police pursued the station wagon back to the highway.

A short time later, on I-285, the driver of the station wagon, Wayne

B. Williams, was stopped by the bridge officers and detained for 90 minutes while they interviewed him and, with his permission, searched
the station wagon. The officers found dog hairs inside the car and discovered a nylon cord and a paper bag containing men’s clothes. They
subsequently released Williams at the scene of the stop.

Weeks later, llearned that the reason for the apprehension and frustration in the faces of the Atlanta brass on our last day of consultation was
that they were not informed until eight hours later of the incident. Their plan to mobilize the officers with the river nets was appreciably delayed.
They couldn’'t catch the body they had heard fall, which would have brought to an end the riverman’s reign of terror. Their notification plan had
failed.

On May 21, 1981, Nathaniel Cater, a 28-year-old black male, was last seen holding hands with Wayne Williams outside a theater in the city
of Atlanta at about 9:15 PM Three days later, on May 24, 1981, his nude body was found in the Chattahoochee River, 200 yards downstream
from the I-285 overpass and near the Jackson Parkway Bridge. He had died of asphyxiation, probably by a chokehold. A crime laboratory
expert found five fibers on Cater’s body that were consistent with the environment of Wayne Williams. Animal hairs from Williams’s dog were
also identified on Cater’s body. Two witnesses had spotted Cater in the company of Wiliams the week before and had noted a German
shepherd dog sitting in Williams’s white station wagon. At the very least, the bridge officers had gotten Williams’s name and a description and
had put him at the scene of a body disposal. Now, at last, they could pursue a solid lead in their case.

The investigation of the Atlanta Child Killer, Wayne Williams, began to unfold. Williams was charged with two counts of first-degree murder in
the deaths of Cater and Jimmy Ray Payne. Further investigation revealed that Payne disappeared on April 21, 1981, and had been seen with
Wayne Williams on April 22, 1981, on Highway 78, approximately one mile from the Chattahoochee River near a parked white station wagon.
Even though Williams dumped Payne’s body in the river to prevent fibers from being found, six fibers associated with Williams’s environment



and animal hairs from his dog were located on Payne’s remains. The river had not been as thorough as Williams might have wished.

The evidence of 10 other murders, extrinsic offenses, were used against Williams to prove a common scheme or plan that was part of the
crimes. The earliest victim in the series used against Williams was Alfred Evans, who was found on Niskey Lake Drive. His body was clad only
in slacks, but three fibers consistent with Williams’s environment and animal hairs from his dog were found on Evans. The bodies of Eric
Middlebrooks, Charles Stephens, and Patrick Baltazar contained fiber associations consistent with Williams’s surroundings and animal hairs
from his dog. There were no sightings of Williams with these boys prior to their murders, however.

The Terry Pue murder case revealed the narcissistic characteristics of Williams’s personality. In addition to fibers and animal hairs similar to
those from Williams’s home and dog being found on Pue’s body, a witness saw Williams with Pue about a week before the witness learned
that Pue’s body had been discovered. With a sense of bravado, Williams arrived at the crime scene where Pue’s body was recovered and
offered to shoot crime scene photos. The officer did not suspect the photographer might be the killer at that time, although now we know that
serial killers sometimes do return to the crime scenes, especially in the presence of the police. It gives them a high and boosts their bravado to
know that they are standing next to a person they have killed and are still invisible to the police. Additionally, and in keeping with the theory of
serial-killer bravado, witnesses observed Williams driving his white station wagon at Pue’s funeral. Those bold appearances were evidence
that Williams did not fear getting caught. The closer he got to the police, the more superior he felt. He was acting as though his armor could not
be penetrated.

In the case of Lubie Geter, Williams was seen with him on the very day he disappeared. The witness recognized Williams from a previous
contact of his own with Williams. The same man who was driving the car that Geter got into picked up the 15-year-old witness in the same area
the previous August and offered him a job. Williams fondled him as they drove around. The teenager escaped when Williams stopped and got
out, saying he needed something from the trunk. That same juvenile witness saw Williams at Geter’s funeral, but at the time, he didn’'t report
Williams to the police.

A female witness in the Larry Rogers case actually saw Rogers in Williams’s green station wagon—which Williams owned in addition to the
white station wagon. Rogers was seen with Williams three times in one day. The female spoke to Rogers, who was slumped over and didn’t
reply. Incredibly, no report was made to the police. Williams also attended Rogers’s funeral.

The case of John Porter, a 28-year-old black male, was never presented to us by the Atlanta task force command. Porter was last seen
getting into Williams’s station wagon. Another witness got a ride from Williams when Porter was in the car. Porter’s body was found on April
12, 1981, near Capitol Avenue, one mile from 20 and three miles from -85. Porter was fully clothed; he died from some type of neck
manipulation. Fibers from Williams’s environment were located on Porter, but no animal hairs were discovered.

After Williams was convicted on two counts of first-degree murder, | spoke with Chief Morris Redding. He very candidly admitted that
Williams had been right in front of their noses and they hadn’t seen him. While officers were walking up to elementary schools to give safety and
crime prevention talks to children, Williams was walking out after having just photographed them for their school pictures. Williams was highly
integrated into community affairs. The Williams cases were classic. Our profile was right on point in an uncanny way. Not only were we correct
in our prediction that the killer hung around or was a vendor at elementary schools, but also Williams had applied for work as a photographer at
the local medical examiner’s office. His willingness to volunteer to take crime scene photos proved his lack of fear of getting caught. On one
occasion, he was even a volunteer searcher who assisted the police in the hunt for another victim of the Atlanta Child Killer. Wiliams was
uncommonly familiar with the places where victims were last seen, the dump sites, and the routes to and from the body recovery sites. The
theory of a white supremacist responsible for the murders was soundly eliminated. Our profile was correct and the strategy for surveillance of
the bridges was extremely successful. The experience of being a consultant for the Atlanta task force helped me focus my career. From then on
I was committed to finding out as much as | could about the investigation of serial murders. | wanted to be prepared to assist others with those
very difficult investigations.
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The Violent Criminal Apprehension Program and the Story of the Michigan
Child Murders

By midsummer 1982, there were still only a few homicide investigators around the country who had had encounters with serial killers in their
jurisdictions, but serial murders were on the increase. Typically, the serial killers struck and then moved on. Their extreme mobility and
compulsive driving habits permitted them to reach a wide pool of victims, often breaking over county lines into different jurisdictions. But the
strategies and tactics common to murder investigations were almost always very traditional and restricted most detectives’ abilities to keep
pace with the increasing incidence of “traveling murderers.” These Kkillers routinely desecrated the remains of their many victims, eluded the
police, and were popularized in lurid news headlines with such monikers as the Hillside Strangler, the Freeway Killer, the Trailside Killer, the
Trash Bag Killer, and the Zodiac Killer. For a variety of reasons, not the least of which was that it was the largest growing part of the country and
still had vast rural areas, the Pacific Northwest attracted more than its fair share of those slugs.

Despite a growing awareness among metropolitan-area homicide investigators of the serial killer-type crimes popping up in different
jurisdictions across the nation, there was still a basic flaw in our approach. We were mainly reactive in our responses, and the cases were
usually resolved by some serendipitous occurrence even though we had a sense of the killer’s identity. For example, the foul odor rising from
John Wayne Gacy's basement gave him away; Atlanta police belatedly discovered a witness who put Wayne Williams with a victim at a crime
scene; and a Florida police officer noticed the stolen plates on Ted Bundy's van. All of these killers were caught long after they had begun their
skein of murders. However, in each case, the traditional methods of investigation were ineffective for apprehending the upstart serial killer.
Even in the Ted investigation, where traditional methods actually did identify the Ted suspect himself, it would have done us no good without our
computer-generated “top 100” list of suspects.

As a case first unfolded, those killers were pursued much like the suspects in a routine murder in which someone killed an acquaintance and
the police eventually eliminated, one by one, the victim’s circle of friends and relatives. But once the investigations of the circle of
acquaintances were exhausted, the cases stalled. That dead-end trail, coupled with the reluctance of investigators to pursue leads outside their
own jurisdictional boundaries, characterized serial-murder cases as all but impossible to solve. The lack of new, creative, and useful
investigative avenues contributed to the practical reality that the police were far from knowing the killer’s identity or even understanding his
criminal intent. By the time the police started tracking them, the killer’s tracks were so faint that catching the killer was, at best, a very remote
possibility. It wasn’t that police were reluctant to expend time and resources to follow a very cold trail; they were, in fact, stumbling along in the
dark with no trail at all.

Maps with red pins marking the locations of the murder scenes and yellow pins highlighting where each victim was last seen dotted the
squad-room walls of detective units in those areas where a serial killer was on the prowl. In some cases, maps of one state were connected to
its neighboring state’s map to indicate that the killer had crossed state lines. The dilemma facing each investigation was that there was no easy
way to locate similar murders in other jurisdictions, and the need for a way to do that was growing stronger by the day. While one investigator’'s
case might lack any viable suspect information, perhaps a similar case in another unknown jurisdiction would help provide some missing
pieces. Likewise, maybe the killer one department was tracking was arrested in a subsequent case somewhere else. But without any formal
method of sharing information between departments, the lack of that knowledge caused a lot of wheel-spinning and wasted hours of
investigative time. The communication process among police agencies was not systematic, causing each investigator to do the same labor-
intensive search for cases as we did in the Ted murders. Because there were no clear limits as to how far killers traveled around a specific
locus to search for victims, the task of finding them was often next to impossible. What was needed was a kind of national coordinating
committee to gather data on homicide cases and cross-match suspect profiles in different jurisdictions. But no one local or state agency could
undertake that task on its own. Ultimately, | would be a factor in bringing into being a system that would help remedy this problem.

The Formation of VICAP

It was December 1982. The jet stream had whipped around from the north and drenching winter storms were hitting Seattle early, rolling in
from the Pacific into Puget Sound day after day behind a swirling wall of fog. The world was gray and wet, and the personnel at the attorney
general's office were already thinking about Christmas when my own winter doldrums were interrupted by a call from a living legend. The
scratchy, high-pitched voice on the other end of the telephone was Pierce Brooks, the retired detective captain from the LAPD’s Homicide
Unit, the detective who worked on the notorious Black Dahlia case, the detective of the Onion Field murders, and my future mentor. Pierce was
one of the “supercops” whom Lee Brown brought to Atlanta to review the child murders investigation. | was shocked and honored that Pierce
called. We certainly had never before communicated on a first-name basis.

Brooks had called to ask for my support for a national serial-murder tracking program, later called the Violent Criminal Apprehension
Program (VICAP), and currently housed within the Behavioral Sciences Unit (BSU) of the FBI Academy at Quantico, Virginia. Brooks
described his early attempts to find murders that might have been committed by a murderer he was investigating. He told of his painstaking
effort to leaf through the archives of newspaper morgues to read reports of murder cases in other jurisdictions, desperately trying to identify a
similar case. In lieu of the newspaper-search method and our haphazard hunt for similar murders in the Bundy cases, Brooks proposed a
nationwide centralized repository of homicide information where investigators could request a search for cases with similar characteristics with
the help of a computer. That was the inception of the VICAP project.

Brooks defined VICAP as a centralized information and crime analysis system designed to collect, collate, and relate all aspects of the
investigations of similar-pattern multiple murders throughout the nation regardless of location or the number of police agencies involved. He
reasoned that if a detective was investigating a murder, one with or without an apparent motive, the officer could request that analysts at a
national center query their computer for murders in other jurisdictions that contained similar characteristics. Then, if a match or matches were
found, the national center would alert the agencies that they were probably pursuing the same traveling killer, thereby helping the police
investigators communicate more effectively, solve cases sooner, and prevent further murders. He planned to have the unit housed at a central
location, such as Colorado Springs, Colorado. This location was his favorite because the police chief there offered free office space. The unit
would be staffed with experienced civilian homicide investigators and crime analysts.

The entire concept sounded great to me and | told him so. But | could feel what he really wanted was the name of Ted Bundy, an
internationally notorious, headline-grabbing serial killer, associated with his endeavor, and | would be his Bundy link. | was more than willing to



help. A project associated with Ted Bundy's name would assist in convincing the politicians in charge of the purse strings that the program was
indispensable. | figured Brooks would want to pitch the VICAP idea as an investigative aid as well as a preventive tool against future violence.
Brooks asked, “if VICAP were operational ten years ago, would it have helped in the Bundy cases?” | leaped at the chance to explain.

| told Brooks that Roger Dunn and | had searched in vain for similar murders in other places because we felt the Ted suspect had not limited
himself to the boundaries of King County or Washington State. We had Kathy Parks, who was last seen 265 miles from Seattle in Corvallis,
Oregon, and dumped on Taylor Mountain in rural King County. There was no reason why Ted couldn’t have abducted a girl from another state
and dumped that same victim’'s body someplace else. At that time, there was no central homicide information center to contact with questions
regarding similar murders. Our efforts in this vein were restricted to use of the teletype, telephone, and letters written to police and sheriff's
departments. Even though over time, some of those murderers were eventually located and identified, traditional tracking techniques were far
from adequate and not systematically effective. If VICAP had existed as Brooks described it to me, we would have discovered that Utah and
Colorado authorities were the only states that reported the bludgeoning and strangulation murders of college-age females after our murders
had apparently stopped. A quick scan of our records would have revealed that there was only one suspect in our files who had left Washington
and traveled to Utah—theodore Robert Bundy. An analysis by experts from a national serial-murder tracking program that provided the
necessary links to Salt Lake City cases would have enabled us to focus on Bundy much sooner, probably as early as October 1974, instead of
August 1975. How many murders would have been prevented? Brooks’s voice crackled. Such fervent support of his proposal was unexpected.
Noting my gold mine of supportive examples of VICAP’s potential value, he invited me to become a consultant to the national planning group,
which was established to examine the feasibility of tracking the victims of traveling killers.

A little more than six months later, in July 1983, | attended my first VICAP planning meeting, the Sexual Abuse and Exploitation of Children
and National Missing+Abducted Children and Serial Murder Tracking and Prevention Program. It was held at the Criminal Justice Center at
Sam Houston State University in Huntsville, Texas. Red brick by red brick, the center’s huge structure had been built with the sweat of prisoners
from nearby Huntsville State Penitentiary. it was at this meeting that | would learn about the Michigan child murders and share with the story’s
narrator my own frustration at how serial killers could elude police.

The long title for the VICAP planning workshop encompassed the broad spectrum of experiences of the people in attendance. Even though
we were exploring the feasibility of tracking all ages of murder victims, the group focused heavily on missing, abducted, and murdered children
because the Office of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prevention initially funded the planning committee meetings. | was extremely
impressed by the dedication of those around me. Represented at the meeting were homicide investigators, crime analysts, computer experts,
investigators of child pornography, child abuse, and missing children, members of the BSU of the FBI, personnel from the Office of Juvenile
Justice, and university criminal justice faculty. Much to my surprise, the meetings were not led by Pierce Brooks, but by Robert Heck, an
administrator at the Office of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prevention, and Dr. Doug Moore, a professor with the Criminal Justice Program
at Sam Houston State University. The VICAP concept was Pierce Brooks’s idea, and the others jumped on his bandwagon when they saw an
extremely innovative and useful method of homicide investigation. Years later, there are still some people who try to lay claim to Brooks'’s
original idea.

At one particular session we discussed the contents of the VICAP form, a vehicle to collect homicide information. Based on their vast
experience, the attending homicide investigators were to determine what information was necessary to link cases. The notion was for local
homicide investigators to fill out forms on their unsolveds and submit them to VICAP crime analysts. Then the analysts would query the
computer and identify those cases that had similar characteristics. The entire process of question selection and interpretation was quite
intriguing because | was able to see, first-hand, what experienced homicide investigators focused on to make associations between cases.
What struck me initially was how those detectives confirmed that investigators must look for progressive changes in a killer’s method of
operation from one murder to the next, instead of looking for only those characteristics that were exactly the same. For instance, perhaps a
traveling killer strangled his first victim and then stabbed the next one in his series because his strangulation method didn’t work. The Son of
Sam Killer in New York stabbed his first murder victim, resulting in a bloody mess, and he didn'’t like it. So he changed his modus operandi,
and his subsequent victims were shot from a distance. Murderers change their modus operandi out of necessity and convenience. A repetitive
killer's method of operation changes, as he develops experience over time, from one crime to the next. Predictably, the modus operandi
changes in dynamic fashion from one murder to the next because the killer learns from previous mistakes and resorts to actions that are
comfortable and convenient for him.

In the old days, cases were cleared only by exact modus operandi matches, such as a number of house burglaries attributed to one burglar
who used a pipe wrench on all the front door knobs. Short of a confession, would another burglary in the same area be connected if the burglar
forgot his pipe wrench and kicked in the front door? Probably not, because the modus operandi was not exactly the same.

With different modus operandi characteristics noted from one murder to another, what doesn’t change is the killer’s signature or calling card.
It consists of acts performed that reach beyond what is necessary to commit the murder. They must be acted out each time in the same
manner. Does the killer redress the victim after the murder? Is an increasing length of time spent with each victim after death because the killer
performs his basic necrophilic ritual? For instance, one such killer posed his first female victim in a sexually degrading position with her legs
spread and braced up against a wall, and openly displayed her in order to shock the finder. His subsequent victims were also found posed
spread-eagled in various ways and openly displayed. Therefore, the questions on the VICAP form needed to capture information in a way that
demonstrated changes in modus operandi as well as a killer’s signature in the form of additional postmortem behavior from one case to the
next.

During the first session on VICAP forms, | met Captain Robbie Robertson of the Michigan State Police, a seasoned homicide investigator
and supervisor. He had the presence of a university provost and commanded more respect in the discussions than anyone else, even more
than Pierce Brooks. He was definitely outspoken and his own man. | hovered around him like a drone near a queen. His superior homicide
investigation intelligence was unchallenged throughout the workshop. He became a wonderful mentor for me during the formation of VICAP.

Even though we came from different regions of the country and had never met, | felt an extreme professional closeness to Robertson. When
he and | talked, | didn’t want the conversations to end. | was absorbing everything he said. Unsolved murder cases wore heavily on his pride.
One particular series was very special to him. It was the Michigan child murders, a series of murders in the Oakland Corridor that continued
from October 1975 through March 1977, when they appeared to stop. They remain unsolved to this day and were his lifelong obsession.

The Michigan Child Murders

One night, after a long day of discussing the brutal elements of murder, Robertson and | sat in the quiet of the Criminal Justice Center’s
cocktail lounge. Captain Robertson told me, in detail, about the Michigan child murders. His description of the child murders and what they
meant to him had a lasting effect on me. During this discussion, Robertson illustrated that he possessed a mental toughness and that he would
never quit the fight to catch killers. Notwithstanding the Ted Bundy cases, the thought of investigating a long-term series of unsolved murders of
small children was gut-wrenching. Based on my knowledge of problems associated with previous serial-murder investigations, after what



Captain Robertson told me, | was even more determined to discover as much about the serial-murder phenomenon as possible so that others
could learn from our successful investigations as well as from our mistakes.

In the quiet, dimly lit surroundings of the lounge, as Captain Robertson described his investigation of the Michigan child murders, my
memories of our inadequate pursuit of the Ted killer immediately came to mind. Even though each series was different in nature and
unprecedented for our respective departments, they started in the same reactive way. Each case began as investigators responded to a dead-
body call, identified the victim, interviewed the parents—a most unenviable task—and waited for the next dead-body call.

Mark Stebbins

Like most long-haul homicide detectives who assemble the bits and pieces surrounding the deaths of innocent children, Robertson was soft-
spoken and almost melancholy. It was almost as though he were telling a story about his own dead children. The first victim he talked about was
Mark Stebbins, a 12-year-old boy. Stebbins was noted as missing on the afternoon of February 15, 1976, after leaving the American Legion
Hall in Ferndale, Michigan. He supposedly was headed to his home, also in Ferndale, to watch a movie on television. Just prior to leaving the
Legion hall, his mother spoke to him. When he didn’t return home by eleven P.M, she called police, informing a police dispatcher that she was
concerned because he had never done anything like this before. How many times do police officers hear that same story and the child turns up
alive and well, much to everyone’s relief? Unfortunately, that is not what happened this time. Stebbins’s mother provided a detailed description
of her son: he was 4 feet 8 inches tall, 100 pounds, with reddish blond hair and blue eyes. He was wearing a blue hooded parka, blue jeans, a
red sweatshirt, and black rubber boots. A stranger would later describe the same clothing to police four days later when he discovered a dead
body.

At 11:45 AM, on February 19, Stebbins’s body was found by a businessman who had left his office in Southfield, Michigan, to walk over to a
drugstore at a nearby shopping mall. In a corner of the parking lot that the man crossed on his way to the mall, he discovered what he thought
was a mannequin or dummy dressed in a blue jacket and jeans. As he went closer, he saw that it was the body of a small boy. Stebbins, the
forensic team later reported, had died from asphyxia due to smothering. He had sustained two crusted lacerations of the scalp on the left rear
of his head. Discolorations of his wrists and ankles indicated that he was possibly tied up with rope or a similarly shaped binding device.
Obvious evidence of sexual assault was discovered in the form of superficial lacerations in his widely distended anus.

A witness who worked in the same business complex as the person who found Stebbins’s body provided investigators with evidence that
Stebbins’s body was placed at the scene after 9:30 AM on the day it was discovered. The witness stated that he had walked his dog in the
same area at about 9:30 that morning, and the body had not been there. That information led investigators to believe that Stebbins’s body was
held at another location for a period of days and was not immediately dumped in the parking lot after his disappearance. A major question was,
why would the killer not conceal the body to prevent it from being found? The Stebbins murder was the first of four related killings of children in
the Woodward Corridor.

Ten months after the murder of Mark Stebbins, the bloody shot-gun slaying of Jill Robinson was discovered. There was such a disparity from
the Stebbins murder in murder weapon used and victim profile that no one related the Stebbins and the Robinson cases to each other. At that
time, male and female victims were not linked routinely in the same series of murders unless there was a preexisting relationship between the
victims.

Jill Robinson

It was late in the afternoon of December 22, 1976, when 12-year-old Jill Robinson had an argument with her mother over household chores
she had not done. In the heat of the dispute, Jil's mother ordered her out of the house. Jill packed some clothes and a blue-and-green plaid
blanket into her denim backpack. She walked out the door of her home in Royal Oak, Michigan, wearing blue jeans, a shirt, snow boots, a
bright orange winter jacket, and a blue knit cap with a yellow design on its border. Jill was not seen alive again.

The day after Christmas her body was found dumped alongside Interstate 75, just north of Sixteen Mile Road in Troy, Michigan.
Astonishingly, her killer had placed her on her back on the snowy shoulder of the road in plain sight of anyone driving by. Bloodstain evidence
revealed that the top of her head was blown off by a blast from a 12-gauge shotgun while she was lying supine in the very position in which she
was found. The following day, a neighborhood boy found Jill's bicycle behind an office building in Royal Oak. It was a mystery whether Jill rode
the bicycle there on December 22 or it was placed there sometime later.

Captain Robertson freely admitted that the Stebbins and Robinson murders were not immediately connected by police authorities because
the gender and cause of death for each victim were different. The police did not consider the fact that they were both held as living captives for
a period of time and then dumped in plain sight where they would be discovered enough cause to attribute both deaths to the same killer. A
disturbing similarity between the cases was that police investigators had no viable suspects in either murder.

Kristine Mihelich

However, within one month another child was found dead and detectives in Oakland County realized that they were dealing with a serial killer.
On January 2, 1977, 10-year-old Kristine Mihelich left her home at three PM to go to a nearby 7-Eleven store. Her mother reported her missing
at sixP.M that same day. By noon the following day, all police departments in the area were alerted to her disappearance and were given
photographs of Kristine to distribute. Investigators believed that she was seen at the 7-Eleven store because the clerk remembered that a girl
who tentatively matched the description of Kristine had purchased a teenage movie magazine. The Detroit-area radio and television stations
broadcasted information about Kristine’s disappearance. Over the next two weeks, police investigators chased many tips from the public, all to
no avail. A temporary red herring in the investigation was calls from a 14-year-old girl pretending to be Kristine Mihelich. Fortunately, the
impostor was quickly exposed.

Blatantly challenging the investigators as if to say “catch me if you can,” the killer discarded the body of Kristine Mihelich in plain view in the
snow-filled ditch alongside a dead-end road in Franklin Village on January 20. At about 11:45 AM on January 21, a mail carrier discovered her
half-frozen body. The police investigators determined from body temperature that she had been there less than 24 hours. Forensics also
concluded that she had been smothered, just like Mark Stebbins. According to Robertson, the autopsy physician did not find any evidence of
sexual molestation, but claimed to have found sperm in her vagina and rectum. However, state police laboratory technicians had examined the
doctor’s tissue slides and were unable to detect any sperm. The doctor tried to account for his finding by a theory based on the forcefulness of
ejaculation. The police lab technicians concluded that the doctor’s determination was incorrect and that, like Jill Robinson, Kristine had not
been penetrated.

Also, upon inspection of Kristine’s body, investigators decided that Kristine’s killer had redressed her. She was found with her blouse tied in
front and not in back, the way her parents said she usually tied it. Her pants were tucked into her boots, something her parents said she never
did, but something her killer might have frequently done with his other victims, police believed. This might have been part of a signature, as if



the killer were wrapping up his victims for discovery. Even though Kristine had been away from home for over 19 days, her clothes were neat
and clean, which meant that she had been physically cared for by her captor.

The police response to the three child murders was to organize a meeting of officers among the local and state police agencies to consider
setting up a task force. This was an unprecedented move by the Oakland County Homicide Department, but was necessary since the
frightened community was up in arms. At this meeting, the problem of handling duplicate leads was discussed and resolved by a then-
revolutionary plan to track those leads by computer. It was only 1977 and the use of personal computers had not yet become a common
practice.

Timothy King

By now, as he was telling me his story, Captain Robertson’s voice was quivering with emotion. His frustration at not catching the child killer
really affected him, drawing him closer to the line that divides the stone-cold resolution of a professional from the burning desire for personal
revenge. Captain Robertson continued his story. He told me next of the disappearance of the fourth victim in the series, Timothy King, a slender
and attractive 11-year-old boy who lived in Birmingham, Michigan, who was last seen on March 16, 1977. It was almost as though the killer
wanted to tangle directly with the investigators, Robertson said, because the child was abducted in the face of the police dragnet for the killer of
Kristine Mihelich. Most killers would have laid low until the intensity of the police search subsided. But this killer wanted to show the police that
even while they were fully mobilized, he could snatch a child right off the street. King was last seen by his older sister at

7:40 P.M when she gave him 30 cents to spend on candy at a nearby store. When he went out, Tim asked his sister to leave the front door
ajar so he could get back in, since she was leaving to see a show with her friends. When his parents returned home at nine P.M, they found the
door ajar and the house empty.

The family's search for Tim was fruitless. His parents canvassed the neighborhood, telephoned friends, and then reported Tim's
disappearance to the Birmingham Police Department. By 9:15 the next morning, the small task force working the three previous murders knew
that Tim King was missing’the Birmingham police chief requested their help in pursuing many incoming leads. They obliged and had set up
their headquarters in Birmingham by the afternoon of March 17.

A saleswoman at the drugstore where Tim was supposed to buy candy described to the detectives a boy who resembled Tim. She had seen
him the night he disappeared. However, the most important break for Michigan police was the account of a withess who had seen Tim at about
8:30 PM on the night he disappeared. A woman who had been loading her groceries into her car in the parking lot also used by patrons of the
drugstore observed a small boy talking to a man standing by a car about two car lengths away from her car. The boy was wearing a red jacket
with emblems on it, which resembled Tim’s red nylon Birmingham Hockey Association jacket. The woman was able to provide enough details
about the man’s face so that a police artist could produce a composite sketch of him. She described his car as well. It was a dark blue Gremlin
with a white, sweeping stripe, called a “hockey stick” stripe, along its side. This woman’s description of the man and his car was a valuable set
of leads for the police. It became their central focus. For the first time, the police had a possible suspect, and they immediately covered the
neighborhood, trying to locate someone who could recognize the description and name the man.

Again, however, in a move of sick bravado, the killer openly displayed Timothy King’s body in a ditch in Livonia, Michigan, six days after his
disappearance. A person passing by saw the body and reported it to the police. At the time of his discovery, Timothy was wearing his red nylon
jacket with a Birmingham Hockey Association crest, a denim shirt, green trousers, and white tennis shoes with blue and red stripes. This was
the same clothing he had been wearing when he left for the store. Timothy's orange skateboard was found about 10 feet from his body. Police
concluded that Timothy King had been smothered to death about six to eight hours before his body was found, and investigators determined
that the boy was placed in the ditch about three hours before discovery. This would mean, as with the other children, that the killer had kept
King’s body at another location for several hours before dumping it. The autopsy revealed that King had eaten a meal that included fowl about
an hour before death. His body was very clean, including his usually dirty fingernails and toenails. Although the bindings were not present,
Timothy's wrists were marked as if he had been bound for a period of time. There was evidence of sexual assault in the form of a distended
and penetrated anus.

The four murders were similar in nature, which suggested to Robertson that they might have been committed by a single killer or small group
of killers who operated like a predatory wolf pack. The reasons for his belief were clear and simple. First of all, the victims were all alone when
abducted from or near parking lots adjacent to business areas where they were last seen. Two victims were abducted on a Sunday afternoon
and two on Wednesday evening. These were clean, almost seamless abductions with none of the signals of turbulence or violence that might
alert anyone passing by that a child was being taken against his or her will. Each child was held captive for from 3 to 19 days before death.
They were well nourished, well cared for, and kept clean during the days preceding their deaths. Their bodies were not subjected to extreme
weather or exposure before or after death. Authorities concluded that the children had adequate toilet facilities because there was no evidence
that they had fouled themselves with urine or excrement. The children seemed to have been cleansed after their death, and Tim King’s body
appeared to be clinically sterile. The killer’s ritual included neatly dressing the children just before or after death. All of their remains were found
alongside roadways, openly displayed to ensure discovery. There was no evidence of sexual assault on either one of the girls, but both boys
showed obvious anal assault.

However, there were some clear differences in the murders that disturbed the investigators and made them doubt they were firmly
connected. For example, a shotgun was used to kill Jill Robinson. The killer risked attracting attention with a noisy shotgun blast. The shotgun
was not used on the other three, who were smothered, possibly by holding something over their mouths and noses. Therefore, one widely
promoted theory was that the Robinson murder was not related to the other three murders. | took this to be a premature assumption because it
relied on a belief in “the exact modus operandi” theory that police often use to connect cases. This is a wrongheaded theory because, as Ted
Bundy and Wayne Williams so clearly demonstrated, serial killers often change their modi operandi during a skein of killings for a variety of
reasons, one of which is to throw investigators off the track. When the most obvious elements of a signature are present—similar victim profile,
similar handling of the bodies before and after death, similar or identical patterns of body discovery—police should assume that they are
looking at the signature of the same killer. In other words, police have to be inclusive when they look for evidence of a serial killer, not exclusive.

Many investigators believed that the timing was inconsistent and that there were too many unexplainable gaps between murders for the
children to have been killed by one person. The Stebbins boy was killed in February 1976, the next suspected victim was murdered 10 months
later at the end of December 1976, and another child was found dead 3 months later, in March 1977. Also, the time the killer kept the children
in captivity exhibited a lack of consistency, ranging from 3% to 4 to 6 and then to 19 days. But Robertson reasoned that maybe the killer's
inconsistency was a premeditated effort to not form a definite pattern that could be detected by authorities. The clever killer didn't want the
police waiting for him when he dumped his next victim. But there could have been other reasons that had more to do with what the killer used
the children for than with the killer’s plan to outsmart authorities. What if the children were used to pose for pornographic photos or films? What
if the killer took them out of the area and then returned to kill them? What if these murders were part of a national pattern that was so broad, no
one noticed it back in the 1970s? If these were some of the killer’s ploys, they were successful, because the murderer was never caught and
whatever larger conspiracies might have existed are still unknown.



Other Michigan Child Murders: The Same Killer?

As Michigan investigators tried to crack these crimes, they were faced with two major questions. Was the Stebbins murder the beginning of
the series? And had the murderer struck in other locations, either inside or outside the Oakland Corridor? There were three additional murders
of juveniles along the Oakland Corridor during the same time period. Was the same killer responsible for these, too?

Cynthia Cadieux

In the early morning hours of January 16, 1976, the nude body of 16-year-old Cynthia Cadieux was found by the side of the road in Bloomfield
Township. She suffered from a fractured skull caused by impact from a blunt object. Cynthia had been sexually assaulted and sodomized.
Cadieux was last seen on January 15 at about 8:30 P.M in Roseville, Michigan, her hometown. Informants heavily influenced the police
investigation, since the only information police developed was speculation from those sources that she had been abducted, raped, and
murdered by four hoodlums. Supposedly, third- and fourth-hand information revealed that her clothing was once in the possession of one of the
slayer’s girlfriends. Her clothing has never been located, and none of the information originally given to police about the four hoodlums could be
confirmed by the original source when investigators looked into the case again later.

Sheila Srock

The murder of Sheila Srock, a heavyset 14-year-old, was also never officially linked to the Michigan child murders. Srock was babysitting at
a house in an affluent community in the north end of the Oakland Corridor on the night of January 19, 1976. Much to the horror of a neighbor
who was shoveling snow and watching from a nearby roof, an assailant sadistically raped and sodomized Srock. With brutal finality, he
executed her with a rapid-fire barrage of gunshots from his small-caliber semiautomatic pistol. The neighbor described the killer as a thin, white
male, 18 to 25 years old, 5 feet 10 inches to 6 feet tall, with a sparse beard, prominent nose, and pointed chin. This was a slightly different
description than the police had received for the abductor of Timothy King.

After murdering Srock, the killer stole a .38 revolver, some jewelry, and some other loot. Following his burglary-murder, the intruder mingled
with the crowd that assembled after hearing the shots. Like a curious observer, the slayer calmly asked several people what was happening,
listened to their responses, and then got into his 1967 Cadillac parked nearby, and drove away. Though investigators had a clear description of
the assailant and his car, they were never able to solve Srock’s murder.

Jane Allan

Not wanting to rule out any possibilities, Robertson cautiously included the murder of Jane Allan on the list of those deaths loosely linked to
the four child murders he was investigating. To other homicide investigators, the linkage of Allan by members of the news media to the series
of crimes was erroneous. Allan, a 14-year-old frequent hitchhiker, was last seen on August 7, 1976. That afternoon, she hitchhiked from her
Royal Oak home to see her boyfriend in Auburn Heights, Michigan. He scolded her for hitchhiking, after which she left his home. Four days
later, her decomposed body was found floating in the Miami River. The coroner believed that she was dead before she was dumped in the river
near Miamisburg, Ohio. Owing to her state of decomposition, it was impossible to tell if she had been assaulted, but it was noted that she died
possibly from carbon monoxide poisoning. A river disposal was thought by police to be too different a modus operandi for this killing to be
included in the series of murders of young children. Another difference between this and the other cases was that the victim’s hands had been
bound behind her back with pieces of a white T-shirt.

Police informants linked Allan with the Dayton Outlaws motorcycle gang. However, the police had no evidence that connected her killing to
the outlaw gang. Even though there was proof of Allan’s association with the gang, police still openly theorized that she was picked up
hitchhiking.

The murders of Cadieux, Srock, and Allan remained unsolved and were not conclusively linked by investigators to the series of child
murders. The existence of those three murders in the midst of the child murders series exemplified the problems that investigators will always
have when trying to determine which murders to include in a series. These three deaths were reasonably close in proximity and time and
possessed somewhat similar characteristics in modus operandi to the other child murders, yet they were different. Robertson knew the
question of whether they should have been included in the series would be second-guessed until the murders were solved. The fact that
Robertson didn’t arbitrarily rule out any murder was just another reason for me to admire him as an investigator.

The police authorities reacted to and investigated the Michigan child murders in a very predictable manner. Not unlike the Ted investigation,
a small task force was formed initially to investigate the first two murders that officially were linked as a series. They were totally unaware of the
enormity of the investigations to come. But unlike the Ted cases, over 200 detectives eventually worked on the four murders as more and more
leads piled up. The Timothy King case brought forth the first potential suspect information from a witness who observed King talking with the
suspected killer. The description of the man and his car was widely publicized and resulted in the accumulation of over 11,000 tips. Just like the
Ted Murders Task Force, the Michigan Child Murders Task Force members were forced to create a tip sheet of their own. To handle all the
incoming information, they stored the tips in a computer. Computer database programs enabled investigators to improve handling procedures,
prevent duplication of effort, and provide for clear and organized recordkeeping. Strangely enough, most serial killer investigations that | have
reviewed had adopted, out of necessity and without the knowledge of what was done in any other similar investigation, some form of lead, tip,
or clue sheet to handle the mountains of incoming leads. By using the tip sheet, investigative supervisors could better evaluate and prioritize
what was crucial to investigate immediately.

In keeping with their trailblazing nature, Michigan’s police authorities were the first serial murder force to apply for federal assistance in the
form of a $600,000 grant from the now-defunct Law Enforcement Assistance Administration. The grant money was needed to cover a steadily
increasing heavy burden on the budgets of many police departments. The only string attached to the grant was that the police force that
received it would have to continue funding the task force so they could continue to search for the killer. Altruistically, the grantor and Robert
Heck, program manager and VICAP committee chairman, performed a retrospective analysis into the investigative activities of the Michigan
experience that he hoped would serve as a guide and be a benefit to future serial-murder investigative efforts. That formal evaluation process
remains unique to the Michigan child murders case. Unfortunately, previous serial-murder investigations were buried like their victims, because
they were too frustrating, stressful, and embarrassingly inept for investigators and members of their departments to participate in a meaningful
critique of their work. Most supervisors of those cases would just as soon have forgotten what went on in the past, even though clues from those
investigations could help solve future serial-murder cases.

Similar to the beliefs of investigators on the Atlanta Child Murders Task Force, Captain Robertson was convinced that the Michigan Child
Killer was right in front of their noses all along, that they had probably even talked to him. In his sadder moments during our conversation that



night, Captain Robertson said that he fantasized that the killer probably laughed to himself in the shadows as the Michigan Child Murders Task
Force’s own life expired.

As our conversation came to an end, the darkened lounge emptied out, leaving us alone with our mutual frustrations, brought on by
unresolved serial-murder investigations. We were thankful that at times, the roaring laughter from police officers across the room responding to
one war story after another had interrupted us during the evening. But what happiness there was around us disappeared when those people left
the lounge. The preceding hours of discussion had left their mark on Robertson. | sensed his seriousness, stress, and intensity in his constantly
changing body movements and his carefully chosen words. At least | knew who committed the Ted murders, even though Ted was still beyond
my reach. Robertson hadn’t had the same kind of closure; the unsolved child murders wore heavily on him. Even with all his frustrations and the
embarrassment of never catching the killer, he was clear in his resolve to air the problems confronted by the Michigan child murders
investigation so that other dedicated investigators would not suffer similar experiences. In any serial-killer workshops, Robertson was the most
vocal and strong-willed of any of the participants. When it appeared that the wheels of the federal bureaucracy were not moving fast enough
toward establishing a serial-murder tracking program for him, he started one of his own in Michigan, independent of VICAP. He—and |, too—
felt that those slow wheels meant more of our children murdered at the hands of serial killers.

VICAP Is Born

By the end of our working groups, two FBI agents, Robert Ressler and Roger Depue, were noticeably quiet. There were the meetings for
the workers, namely us, and then there were meetings for the “administrators,” who included Ressler and Depue. Keppel and Robertson were
not invited. Something secret, which always accompanied any FBI involvement, was going on behind closed doors, not meant for the entire
group’s ears.

My next and last VICAP workshop was in November 1983. We had returned with over 30 murder cases that had been entered on the draft
VICAP crime report. The data was entered into a Xerox computer. The Xerox folks were courting the VICAP administrative staff in hopes of
landing a megabucks deal with the federal government. The crime analysts, Ken Hanfland, Jim Howlett, and Charlie Hill, were to experiment by
analyzing the 30 cases and demonstrating their similarities to the workshop participants. The attempt at computer analysis was a failure since
the database program was ill suited for crime analysis, so they compared the cases manually. The rudimentary analysis worked partially,
because some cases were very similar to each other, but the sample was far too small to claim a resounding success, even though it was
portrayed so in the media.

At this workshop, | met Sergeant Frank Salerno of the Los Angeles County Sheriffs Department for the first time. He was the primary
investigator in the Hillside Strangler cases and pursued Kenneth Bianchi to Washington State. No doubt about it, he was one of best serial-
murder detectives | have ever met. He and his partner, Gil Carillo, were to gain notoriety later as principal investigators in the Nightstalker
cases, which frightened the citizens of Los Angeles and the surrounding communities for several months until Richard Ramirez was caught.
Salerno, like Robertson, was not afraid to air the problems he experienced in order to help other investigators avoid them. Salerno, Robertson,
and | hung fairly close together during the meetings.

The mood of the workshop was ominous because there was a basic division in philosophy about where to house the VICAP unit. Also, the
agenda at this workshop seemed to be staged. It included a presentation by Bob Ressler and Roger Depue on criminal personality profiling,
later referred to as crime scene assessment. It was always interesting to hear a presentation on profiling murderers because it contained
graphic slides of the most bizarre and sexually sadistic murders, but | didn’'t see the point for its inclusion at this meeting. We weren'’t at a
training seminar. We were there to figure out how to make VICAP work. Toward the end of their presentation, Roger Depue revealed the
apparent ulterior motive behind their presence. The FBIwas making a strong bid to have VICAP as part of the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit.
He was quite convincing since they intended to hire civilian homicide investigative experts as personnel in the unit in hopes of satisfying local
law enforcement officials. They hoped even to entice investigators by proposing to appoint Pierce Brooks as the first VICAP manager. Their
thinking was that having the FBI's manpower and budget behind the VICAP effort would enhance its chances of success.

Salerno, Robertson, and | knew that housing the VICAP unit within the FBI meant a certain death of the program. First of all, promises of
financial backing are just that, promises. After all the hoopla about VICAP died down, would the FBI's commitment and resources dry up?
Furthermore, civilian police investigators would not systematically submit murder cases to an FBI VICAP unit because distrust of the FBI had
been long institutionalized. In some quarters, there was flat-out refusal from local police departments to cooperate in any fashion with the FBI.
Information sharing between the FBI and local police agencies has long been perceived as a one-way street; the locals shared their information
with the FBI, but the FBI never reciprocated. Why should we expect anything different from the VICAP unit if it was housed in the FBI? What
would the FBI do if no one sent any cases to them? We were shocked at the idea and objected to the FBI's plan, but, unbeknownst to us, the
decision had already been made behind the scenes. Apparently, the administrators of the VICAP planning group had already bought the idea
of placing VICAP within the FBI. They didn’'t offer a proposal for us to ratify, but still wanted our support for the Department of Justice fait
accompli.

Far away from Washington, California, and Michigan, and within the secure confines of the FBI Academy, a one-day VICAP workshop was
held in November 1984. Most of the participants at previous workshops were present, except for three homicide investigators—salerno,
Robertson, and Keppel, persona non grata. We weren'’t invited. During the last two hours of that workshop Robert Ressler and Roger Depue
introduced the National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime (NCAVC). The three components of NCAVC were the Criminal Personality
Profiling Unit, the Violent Crime Research Unit, and VICAP, all to be housed at the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia. They announced that
VICAP would officially open its doors in June 1985. | felt slightly exploited, but because to me the program was so important no matter where it
was housed, | told Pierce Brooks that | would do everything | could to help him succeed.

In the 20 years since the formation of VICAP, the unit has been involved in more than its share of major serial killer investigations. It can claim
some successes for itself, just as others outside the FBI can point to some of the unit's spectacular failures, but the basic philosophy that
brought us all together in 1983 is as sound now as it was then, particularly in light of regional and municipal homicide tracking and investigation
systems that have broadened the retrieval capabilities of offender database programs. All investigators of major homicides believe that
information about serial crimes should be shared so killers can’'t hide behind the administrative walls that separate agency from agency. | can
claim that VICAP was something of a success for me, too, because it brought me together with investigators like Pierce Brooks, Captain
Robertson, Frank Salerno, and others. What | didn’'t know in December 1982, when Pierce first called to talk to me about VICAP, was thatin a
few short months, | would be in the thick of another serial-murder investigation. This one was to become the nation’s most notorious case and
the event that would bring me face-to-face once again with my old nemesis—Ted Bundy.
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The Green River Murders

When my friend Gregory P. Canova, a highly respected senior deputy with the King County Prosecutor’s Office, was hired to become the
chief prosecutor for the attorney general, he asked me to move over from my desk at the King County police and join him at the AG’s office. It
was an offer | couldn’t refuse. The chance to supervise statewide investigations, especially the tough cases that found their way up to the state
level from local agencies, was very attractive to me. Nine months earlier | had looked into a similar position in another state as a criminal
investigator, but rumors of corruption within the police force there kept me home. I'm glad | stayed, because the attorney general’s job offer was
just what | wanted. So, in March 1982, | left the King County Police Major Crimes Unit to take the newly formed position of chief criminal
investigator with the Washington State Attorney General's Office.

The First Body Discovery

| was in my new position for only a few months and just acclimating myself to the job when, during the summer of 1982, a short newspaper
article describing the discovery of a female body spinning in the shallow eddies just beneath the Peck Bridge over the Green River caught my
eye. At the time, there was nothing special about the article, other than the location of the find. It was not uncommon for people to drown in the
Green River, but usually they were found many miles farther upstream in the gorge area, not within the city limits of Kent, Washington.

The Green River runs south of Seattle, bisecting the towns of Auburn and Kent and emptying into the Puget Sound. It meanders through
Seattle’s suburbs, produce farms, and the county’'s wooded areas. From the air, the Boeing Airplane Company’s buildings and other industrial
complexes appear to hug its edges like mussels that have clamped themselves onto dock pilings. Along its banks are some of the finest
steelhead fishing spots in western Washington. At its closest bend, Issaquah and Taylor Mountain are about 15 miles away to the north.

Two young boys riding their bicycles across the Peck Bridge on July 15, 1982, spotted a body hung up on snags in the middle of the Green
River. The Peck Bridge, about 150 feet long and painted that ugly state-government green, intersected the Frager and Kent-Des Moines roads.
Kent police officers knew right away that the river victim had probably been murdered because she was nude except for a pair of blue jeans
tightly knotted around her neck. Obviously, this was not the typical garb of an accidental drowning victim. The body was later identified as
Wendy Lee Coffield, a 16-year-old white female prostitute who was last seen July 7, 1982, 15 miles to the south in the Tacoma area. The King
County medical examiner officially listed her cause of death as ligature strangulation. Ever since my days tracking Ted Bundy, any discovery of
a murdered female was like an alarm that made me want to mobilize an investigation. My first thoughts were that there was another Theodore
Robert Bundy lurking in the wilderness and using the river as a dump site the way Wayne Wiliams did in Atlanta. At the time, some
investigators openly criticized me for always making the assumption that a murdered female found in a river was possibly the work of a serial
killer like Ted. The memories of the Ted murders were unpleasant for all the agencies in the area, so many detectives shied away from making
any connections among murder victims. Furthermore, they regarded any theories about serial killings as bad ways to start a case. It seemed as
though some of the detectives from police departments in the area were prejudiced against conducting serial-murder investigations. | think this
attitude was one factor that prevented authorities from solving Washington’s longest open murder case.

Less than one month after the discovery of Coffield, an employee of P. D. & J. Meats, a meat company located on Frager Road just south of
the Peck Bridge, was taking his afternoon break. On August 12, 1982, the startled employee saw what appeared to be a nude female body
exposed by a low tide and lodged on a sandbar. Because her body lay just outside the Kent city limits, Detective Dave Reichert of the King
County police was called to the discovery site to process the scene for evidence and retrieve the remains. Dave Reichert recovered the body
of Deborah Lynn Bonner, a 23-year-old white prostitute. She had been missing since July 25, 1982, from the strip area of 216th and Pacific
Highway South, a red-light district frequented by men looking for an easy pickup.

Despite what the media reported about the lack of contact between the Kent police detectives and King County detectives, the two agencies
did exchange information about the Coffield and Bonner murders soon after the bodies were discovered. Their intent was to establish some
connection between the two strangulations, but they made a big mistake when the they drew the flawed conclusion that the only similarity
between the murders was the location of the bodies in the Green River near the Peck Bridge. Their conclusion that the killers were different
was partly based on a hot suspect King County detectives thought they had in the Bonner murder. Police leapt to this conclusion when they
were told that an acquaintance of Bonner’s had been overheard threatening her life in a Tacoma tavern just days before her murder. That was
all the detectives needed to convince them that they had a traditional murder, and they got confident that an arrest was imminent. Inasmuch as
their suspect was completely alibied for the Coffield murder, King County assumed the Bonner and Coffield murders were not part of a series.
They were wrong.

It was late that summer, just as King County homicide thought it was closing in on its primary suspect in the Bonner case, when their
traditional murder theory was blown apart with the discovery of three more bodies. All Seattle was stunned by the story that broke on the
evening news about three more prostitutes who were found dead in or near the Green River. The detectives in King County homicide were in
shock. They had good reason to be.

On August 15, 1982, a man, rafting down the Green River looking for bottles—a common practice for area residents—saw what he believed
to be a mannequin, submerged in about two feet of water. As he poled his way closer he realized that this was no mannequin, it was a corpse.
Petrified by his discovery, the man shrieked for help and people in the area called the police.

On that hot sunny summer day in the serene Kent Valley, the surface of the Green River was remarkably clear, rippled only by the presence of
police divers. The crystalline water reflected the sunlight with a dappled sparkle, forcing Detective Dave Reichert to make frequent f-stop lens
adjustments on his unwieldy Mamiya camera. He photographed every aspect of the crime scene as divers discovered not one, but two bodies
beneath the surface of the water. Both corpses were held down with 40-pound angular basalt rocks common to the riverbed. This was a first—
never before in the records of King County murders had any bodies been found secured and hidden in such a way.

Body Find

Detective Reichert kept snapping away at the crime scene, getting as many angles as possible on film for forensic teams to analyze. But if
he thought he could wrap up his work early, he was wrong. The banks of the Green River held a surprise for him that day. It had been a lush



spring and summer, and the grass growing on the slope of land bordering the river was over five feet high, tall enough to obscure the line where
the land ended and the river began. Reichert wasn’'t mindful of this as he backed up along the gentle slope of the south bank in order to get a
wider angle and clearer focus on the crime scene. Stepping carefully backward into the high grass, Reichert suddenly disappeared from sight.
He had tripped and fallen over another horrifying discovery—the nude body of a third female victim. This was a day that conjured up memories
of the same terrifying discoveries of the bodies of murdered females along the Green River that police authorities had stumbled through in the
foothills of the Cascades eight years earlier during the Ted case.

The first of the women discovered underwater was Marcia Faye Chapman, black and 31 years old, who had been last seen leaving her
home near South 188th and Pacific Highway South on August 1, 1982. A mother of three children, Chapman was described by beat officers as
a novice at prostitution. The other submerged victim, Cynthia Jean Hinds, 17 years old and also black, had been last seen hooking johns on
August 11, 1982, just 12 blocks south from where Chapman disappeared. The third victim, over whom Reichert had stumbled on the riverbank,
was 16-year-old Opal Charmaine Mills, also black. Mills was last seen on August 12, 1982, at a telephone booth at South 194th and Pacific
Highway South, where she had made a collect call to her home.

The three victims died from probable asphyxiation, but their bodies were lacking the obvious indicators of ligature strangulation. They were
nude, but unlike the previous victims, Coffield and Bonner—who had been found with clothing tightly knotted around their necks—Chapman,
Hinds, and Mills had nothing to show how or even whether they were strangled. Now, suddenly, the investigation was fixed on the possibility that
a serial killer was operating once again in Ted Bundy's old stalking grounds of King County. But not everyone within the ranks of the
investigators agreed with this theory. Even though the sheriff of King County assigned 25 detectives to investigate all the Green River cases,
some officers felt that Coffield and Bonner were not linked to the other three. After all, there was no evidence that these two women were ever
held down with rocks. Besides, some argued, Coffield and Bonner were white, and Chapman, Hinds, and Mills were black. Those investigators
who wanted the cases separated were making the same mistake investigators had made in Atlanta. Weighted bodies versus nonweighted
bodies, black versus white, clothing versus nudity—these were insufficient grounds for separating the cases. The larger profile was still intact:
all of these women were prostitutes and easily accessible; they all died from asphyxiation; and they were all found in the Green River. Find out
who picked up any one of the victims from the strip or who dumped any one of the bodies in the river and in all likelihood that person would be
the serial killer.

While Kent and King County detectives gradually cleared prime suspects in the murders of Coffield and Bonner, others were working
feverishly to 1.D. the last three women in the river. But it took eight days before the three latest victims were positively identified, because two of
the women had not been reported missing. This was a major stumbling block for the Green River investigators because missing-persons
reports are usually one of the first clues detectives look for when they stumble over an unidentified corpse. So it took eight days of showing
photos around the Sea-Tac strip and scraping together whatever forensic evidence was available. And during those eight days, the killer’s trail
became cold. But considering what was lying in store for investigators—numerous victims of the Green River Killer who would not be identified
for more than a year after the discovery of their skeletal remains—eight days wasn’t bad at all.

Investigators knew that serial killers returned to crime scenes for any one of several reasons. They returned either to dump more bodies, to
discover what the police found or didn’t find, or to perform necrophilic acts with undiscovered victims the way Bundy did. Killers feel
comfortable at sites with which they are most familiar. The Green River Killer continued his work, dumping three successive quarries in the river
within close proximity of one another, even though the recoveries by police of the first two had been highly publicized. We knew that the killer
would probably be monitoring police activities by reading the newspaper and watching television newscasts, because that's what other serial
killers had done. But the first two recoveries by police didn't scare the killer away; they only forced him to change his tactics. It was almost as
though the killer learned he must do something to prevent future discoveries of his work at his watery disposal site. So instead of choosing a
more remote site to avoid detection, he weighted his subsequent victims’ bodies down with rocks in the same river.

The Surveillance Strategy and the Media

A general Green River surveillance was not conducted after the Bonner or Coffield discoveries because police were not sure where they
were dumped into the river or whether a repetitive killer was at work. However, finding three relatively fresh murder victims at a single location
was enough incentive for the King County police to then set up surveillance. Reichert and the rest of the detectives were very familiar with the
success of bridge surveillance in Atlanta, the strategy that ultimately brought in the Atlanta Child Killer.

Whether it was watching 7-Eleven stores after a couple of commercial robberies, or areas of prostitution as in the Yorkshire Ripper cases in
England, surveillance was a proven method of finding killers. King County police set up surveillance vehicles in several locations along the
Green River. They were well hidden, yet within the range that powerful scopes could record the license numbers of passing vehicles. But the
vehicles were not concealed from the hovering helicopter of one of the television channels in Seattle, which quickly became the Green River
Killer’s eye in the sky. The five-o’clock news and every subsequent news broadcast revealed the police surveillance to everyone, including the
previously uninformed Kkiller. | and many police experts believed the Green River surveillance would have developed firsthand information
leading to the identity of the killer had it not been for the television news teams covering the story. While it is true that the police had set up the
surveillance much too quickly for an off-the-record news briefing to obtain the cooperation of the traffic helicopter units, | think that the news
teams should have checked in with police sources about the units the helicopter cameras picked up before going on the air. The exposure of
the surveillance vehicles has been the central focus of homicide investigation seminars for police officers nationwide.

Unfortunately for police, the killer seemed to have seen the afternoon news pictures of his pursuers waiting for him, for he never returned to
his river spot to dispose of victims. In the year following the first of the Green River murders, the killer would go undetected, while abducting and
murdering over 20 women. He discarded their remains in remote wooded areas where our surveillance couldn’t pick him up and where the
bodies would be scavenged of any meaningful evidence by wild animals.

The Green River series continued with the discovery on September 25, 1982, of a white 16-year-old named Giselle Lovwvorn. Her partially
decomposed nude body was found in a wooded area a quarter mile away from the Sea-Tac airport's southern runway, about seven miles from
the Green River dump sites. Because she was not found in the river, some investigators felt she was not part of the Green River murder series.
But like four other murdered women in the series, she was last seen heading to hook in the same area along Pacific Highway South, on July
17. Lowvorn also died of ligature strangulation.

The year 1982 ended with King County law enforcement officials feeling that the killer had left town because no new bodies had been
discovered since Loworn and little or no information was incoming about potential missing prostitutes. The force of detectives working on the
cases had dwindled to five. The case, though active, had been relegated to the administrative back burner. That was when | got involved.

The Green River Murders Report



At the time, in February 1983, my office on the thirteenth floor of the Dexter-Horton Building in downtown Seattle was a mess, with the
investigative files from a San Juan County murder case piled elbow-deep and covering just about everything on my desk, including the
telephone. That didn’t stop it from ringing loudly, however, especially one day in late February. It was Dave Reichert on the other end, asking if
he could come to my office for a talk. His request surprised me—we usually met in his office—and there was an unusually sorrowful tone to his
voice. My head was swirling with what might be happening. What was his terrible news?

Reichert's five-minute trek to my office seemed to me like an hour. It was common that my secretary, Shirley Lindberg, would escort visitors
down the long hallway leading to my office. But on this occasion, Dave had negotiated on his own the maze of open file cabinets lining the
walls.

| had my very first sight of Dave when Sergeant Sam Hicks, my homicide sergeant at the time | left the King County police, was murdered
while pursuing a murderer. Dave and Sam were close friends and deeply religious and he was terribly grieved by the murder of his friend and
colleague. | remembered how sloped his shoulders were at the time, as he if were carrying the grief of all of us around on his own back. On this
February day, as | saw him walking down the hall to see me, he was slumping again. | wondered what had happened.

As he tried to explain what was going on, Dave seemed frightened and confused. His face and demeanor reflected the frustration and
despair his ongoing serial-murder investigation had caused him. He had been thrown into a brand-new territory that had no road map, an
investigation where the rules seemed to change every time you thought you had a solid lead. He looked like he was experiencing what Roger
Dunn and | felt during July 1974, when the Ted investigation appeared hopeless. With his eyes welling up with tears of frustration, he said he
needed help. He had worked countless hours trying to catch the killer. The more his frustrations built, the more he became possessed, and the
longer he worked. If it can be said that serial killers, through the control they exert and the terror they spread, make victims of the entire
communities—families and loved ones, the police who track them, and the general public who must live in fear—then in his own way, Dave was
a victim of the Green River killer, just as | became one of Ted Bundy's victims.

No one who has not been there knows what it's like to be on the trail of a human killing machine who will not stop. Every day, you second-
guess yourself about clues that might have been missed, hot leads that turn cold, and prospective witnesses who’ve stared right into the face of
the killer but remember nothing because they didn't know what they were looking at. Families call you for information and you wish you could
say something positive, but you can’t. Newspaper and television reporters dog your steps, hoping to find the one clue you've missed just in time
for the news at eleven so they can hand it over to the killer, who’s also dogging your path. Each morning you wake up dreading the thought that
someone will find another body, and by the time you get to the site, there are satellite TV trucks already spreading information, most of it pure
conjecture, about the victim. You're making the police department look bad because the killer is still at large, so police brass give you withering
stares in the halls of the administrative building as you pass them, and your fellow detectives don’t even want you around because they don’t
want to be associated with failure. Neither your friends nor your family can offer any consolation because no matter where you turn or what you
do, the killer’s hiding in the shadows, always looking for victims and always watching you. The truth is out there, and you haven't found it. |
suspect this is what Dave Reichert was feeling as he walked down the hall to my office that day.

King County PD administrators were at the point of transferring away what few detectives were left on the Green River Murders Task Force
and leaving the entire investigation to Dave Reichert to pursue. In effect, that would have imprisoned him for life along a Mobius strip of an
unsolvable case and intertwining blind alleys. Up to that point, the respective worlds of six dead women and their families had consumed his life
and dominated his every waking moment at the expense of his own family relationships. And during this period, he had slowly withdrawn into an
intellectual and emotional corner. Reichert was totally immersed in thoughts of how to catch the killer and feeling guilty that he wasn’t out there
trying at that moment he was talking to me in my office.

| was thinking that maybe if he just stayed on the street long enough, trolling from tavern to tavern along the Sea-Tac strip, he might just
stumble into the encounter between the phantom killer and his victim, the killer making himself visible just long enough to lure his victim into a
trap before he disappeared into the woods. Maybe something, just something in the way a car or a van pulled over to the curb and a hooker
disappeared inside, would trigger Reichert’s street instincts and he would follow them and catch his killer. It could happen any day or night.
That's what Roger and | thought when we were looking for clues in the Ted cases. | could understand Reichert's emotions completely. | also
sympathized with him because | knew he wanted to tell someone his story, much like Robbie Robertson told me his story about the Michigan
child murders.

Like Captain Robertson’s, Reichert’s story was not about a cop who couldn’t solve a case, it was a tale of personal devastation brought on
by what he believed to be overwhelming failures. Cops are supposed to be tough—at least that's what they tell themselves. But nobody tells
them how to react when they're faced with failure every day on the job, which was what was happening to Reichert. All he felt was his own
inadequacies. Nothing he did brought him any closer to success. He was taking this case personally, and each new body find was like a left
hook to his gut. Had he lost his abilities as an investigator? Had the Green River Killer defeated him in a classic contest of good guy versus
bad guy? These were his private fears. He told me that his demons had taken him over, and, now, though he masked it very well around others,
he realized that his personality and reality had been taken over by the search for the Green River Killer.

Dave had come to me not just for counseling purposes and the release of pressure from a psyche about to explode; his visit had to produce
something tangible for him as well. Since | was no longer with the department, | could not become officially involved with the investigation in any
way, and thus was now an outsider. By coming to me privately as he did, Dave had violated the strict procedures of his department. Under the
unwritten code of investigators, as archaic as it might seem, Reichert had admitted personal defeat. If the story got around, he would be totally
ostracized by the other members of his department. Thus, he suggested, my discretion was as well known as my abilities, and | was the one
person in the world who could help him get through the process of an impossibly difficult investigation that had no end in sight.

| thought for a moment; then an idea stuck. What if Dave suggested to his superiors that | review the Green River murder investigations with
an eye to discovering something they had overlooked? What if my report recommended a direction that the investigation might take? Dave’s
eyes widened with pleasure. For the past couple of months, he was having extreme difficulty convincing his superiors to increase and not
diminish the investigative effort. Dave felt that the Green River Killer hadn’t stopped in September and wanted the task force inquiry to continue.
However, the King County police hierarchy decided to fold the murdered-prostitute cases back into the regular homicide department workload.
The cases would be relegated to the back burner, and as long as no new serial murders were uncovered in the area, the Green River murders
would be a painful but forgotten piece of history buried forever in the King County homicide files.

Dave Reichert and | had hatched our plans, and he returned to his office. In less than an hour Major Richard Kraske from King County police
was on the line. Dick was my lieutenant when | was first assigned to homicide at the beginning of the Ted murders. He had consulted with me
on previous occasions in the Green River investigation. He, too, was looking for some way to approach the investigation. Kraske was torn
between reducing departmental expenditures, for which he was directly responsible, and avoiding neglect of open investigations into the
murders of six individuals. Unaware that Reichert had been my emissary, he asked if | would be willing to review the Green River investigations,
come up with an objective analysis of the way the case had been handled, and make whatever recommendations | could. Reichert had carried
out our plan very well, and had set the wheels into motion. | requested that Kraske, out of formality, write a letter of request to my boss.

My Green River murders review officially began on March 7, 1983, just after Dave Reichert had delivered all the case files and photographs. |
started my analysis, logically enough, with a look at Wendy Coffield’s file, since hers was the first known homicide in the series. | was amazed
at the small amount of paperwork regarding her case. In serial-murder cases. usually the first and the last cases are most revealing about the



suspect. A cursory examination of the files served only to make the cases more complex. In the first place, there seemed to be numerous leads
in the Coffield case that had not been followed up on by our Green River Task Force after the Kent police investigation. There was the real
possibility that the name of the murderer was in the Coffield file, and it appeared that the King County authorities had not pursued several clues
to her murder. The absence of information from the Green River files about the Coffield case was disturbing.

I was also dismayed after | realized that any evaluation of the cases was next to impossible without first making major changes in the existing
Green River files. Information about each victim and suspect was scattered throughout all the case books. Thus, it was difficult to decipher what
work was actually completed with respect to each suspect and victim. At my request, the investigators reorganized the notebooks. The variety
of information in many of the detectives’ follow-up reports, officers’ reports, statements, and lab reports pertaining to a particular suspect and
victim were placed chronologically in individual files for each suspect and victim. The examination of those newly organized files made sense of
exactly what was accomplished in each separate investigation and how that information could be related.

Finally, after | had a set of files | could work with, | noted two physical locations in the area that | felt were crucial to the Green River
investigations. They were the first point of contact between the victims and the killer, which in most instances was probably the strip area along
Pacific Highway South, and the body discovery sites along the Green River and several blocks off Pacific Highway South.

The active prostitution strip along Pacific Highway South, or Highway 99, ran from South 216th Street north to South 140th Street toward
Seattle. Parallel to Pacific Highway South and within one block is Sea-Tac Airport, the major airport serving the greater Seattle-Tacoma area.
A carbon copy of any strip area in a large city, Pacific Highway South is a checkerboard of cheap, “no-tell” motels, topless dancing spots, card
room taverns, rent-a-dent rental car agencies, massage parlors, and “stop-and-rob” grocery stores sprinkled amid expensive hotels and
glamorous business buildings housing companies affiliated with the airline industry.

Prostitutes could be found walking along Pacific Highway South and congregating at bus stops and in parking lots of hotels and small
grocery stores. The finer hotels always had off-duty police officers working as security, trying to rid the premises of the hookers, but the cheaper
motels were their magnets.

It quickly became apparent that any person looking to abduct those women had to blend into the surroundings. Prostitutes, pimps, drug
dealers, and street people populated the three-mile strip section of Pacific Highway South. But a major problem for investigators was that the
common john didn’t look out of place, whether he was driving up in a rented BMW or an old beat-up four-door sedan. Red-light districts such as
the Sea-Tac strip can attract a cross section of people, so no one looks obviously out of place.

Four of the murder victims had confirmed arrests for prostitution, and the other two were only suspected of engaging in prostitution.
Experience had told us that prostitutes and street people were hustlers, most of whom had mastered the art of the quick trick, but that even they
could be fooled by a highly motivated killer. The transient lifestyles of the Green River victims and their willingness to associate with pimps, drug
dealers, and men who seek prostitutes made them very high risk victims of violent crimes. They were victims of opportunity for a phantom
prostitute-killer masquerading as a customer, cabdriver, pimp, or even an undercover police officer. Why the killer was drawn to prostitutes was
a matter of conjecture. Most important for our purposes, at the time of the separate investigations there were no statements taken from
witnesses to the actual approach to each victim by the suspected killer. Therefore, how they were really enticed and abducted was known only
to the killer himself.

As | analyzed the investigation of the circumstances surrounding the disappearance of each victim, beginning with Deborah Bonner and
proceeding chronologically and longitudinally through the last victim, Giselle Lovwvorn, | uncovered an unfortunate trend: as the number of
murders investigated increased, the quality of the investigation appeared to suffer. In other words, there was extensive investigation of the
Bonner case, but the results seemed to drop off a bit in each of the subsequent cases. | was appalled when | examined the Mills case file: |
found virtually no useful statements from any source and no active follow-up reports from any detective, despite the existence of what seemed
to be real leads.

Frankly, the quality and thoroughness of any investigation depends, quite directly, on the quality of interviewing done with witnesses. It looked
as though the interviewing techniques in many of the Green River cases were not structured properly from the beginning of the investigation.
The interviews may have been affected by the lack of experience of some detectives and by indifference, impatience, or a negative attitude
toward some of the prostitutes and pimps who were close to each victim. In order for a witness interview to be successful, the interviewer has to
be focused on the information he or she is trying to elicit. The officer has to put all personal feelings aside in order to make the witness feel as
comfortable as possible about talking. In the Green River case, detectives were interviewing prostitutes, runaways, and possible drug users.
These were individuals already at risk and afraid that they would be picked up on vice or some other charges. Therefore, officers had to work
harder at interviewing those types of witnesses. But some of the officers seemed to have lost their intensity during the interview process itself.
At any rate, the outcome was that the amount and quality of information obtained during some of the interviews was minimal.

Experience in serial-murder cases has shown that highest investigative priority must be given to isolating, as accurately as possible, the
dates and times victims were last seen and to delineating their activity patterns up to the time of their disappearances. Proper questioning of
suspects about their whereabouts at the time of the murder required focusing on those important areas. It appeared, from the file, that while
patrol officers, likely inexperienced in follow-up investigations in homicide cases, were doing those high-priority interviews, many statements
gained were vague and incomplete. For example, “When was the last time you saw the victim?” was rarely asked or, if it was, the crucial
information about exact time and date was not recorded. When pimps and prostitutes recalled dates and times, they were seldom asked to
corroborate their recollection. Thus, the resulting information was questionable. Unfortunately, the only solution to this mess was to recontact the
witnesses, which would add even more work to an investigation already bogged down with an enormous amount of follow-up.

During the first month of review, | turned the facts over in my mind, trying to develop some theory that would reconcile the cases. With each
file line | reviewed, | could see more and more faults evident in the interview process. | discovered, for example, that statements taken from
more than one witness on the same case regarding disappearance times and potential acquaintances were often confusing and conflicting.
Therefore, there was more than one set of “facts” per victim. It often appeared that statements taken by one officer were not reviewed before
other statements were taken. That created even more conflicting information. In fact, | could hit upon nothing that would bring together all the
disparate elements.

There was a considerable effort in the initial months of the Green River case on gathering information, and it was clear that all officers were
directed to obtain specific statements from certain people. However, it wasn’t clear from the files who was responsible for examining and
synthesizing the content of those statements into potential lead follow-up. That job, which is a major part of any homicide case, still needed to
be done. Thus, the task still ahead was huge. A major part of my synthesizing process was to reduce the discrepancies in the witness
statements in the case files.

The number of leads collected on tip sheets and developed through detective work was enormous, and, as in most cases, leads were
assigned for follow-up. Unfortunately, the investigation into the Green River murders had followed the traditional course of most serial-murder
investigations: when there is massive input, investigators become so overwhelmed with the data that they are unable to complete their
assigned tasks. As a result, the case quickly dissolved into chaos and the clues that might have led to the identity of the murderer were buried
under increasing amounts of paperwork. The only solution was for someone to step forward and assume a role in organizing an overview.

| followed the course of the investigation through the paperwork by randomly checking about 10 of the over 200 suspect packets that had



been filled with information. | observed that the entire investigation’s ebb and flow depended on the intensity of the investigation of any one
suspect at a given time. The major portion of the investigation activities slowed down to a crawl when a hot suspect was being pursued. In other
words, a number of investigators were working on a top suspect, and the other arms of the investigation didn't seem to be moving.
Acquaintances of some victims were recontacted and shown photographic montages of some suspects; this wasn't done for other victims.
There was no clear, discernible priority system that was set up for the active pursuit of quality suspects. Accordingly, only a quarter of the
suspects had been eliminated by police investigators.

After viewing the course of the task force’s work from the perspective of the victim pick-up sites, | turned to the dump sites, the places where
the killer chose to dispose of his victims. What was there about them that was important to the evasive killer? Viewing photographs and
reading police reports describing the scenes weren't sufficient. | had Dave Reichert take me out to the body recovery sites.

The day we chose to go was dull, foggy, and drizzly. The ground was saturated not only with rain, but with spring-melted snow from the
Cascades. The nearby foothills and treetops were banked in with rolling clouds, which rose now and then to show the dreary curves of the
desolate forest. The Green River was unusually high that season, churning mightily with the winter runoff of melting snow.

The first thing | noticed about Frager Road at the point where the three remains were found was how isolated the location really was. Even
though it was less than 10 minutes from the honking airport traffic along Pacific Highway South, the killer could quickly be in solitude with his
victim. Right above the recovery site was a small pull-off, conveniently concealed by high grass, offering the killer all the camouflage he needed
to do whatever he wanted with his victims. In the summertime, a driver would not be aware of the pull-off until he was right on top of it, nor could
he see any vehicle parked there from any distance away. Conversely, a cautious murderer could easily be alerted by the sound of any
approaching vehicle or, at night, by the headlight beams filtering through the leaves. But despite the ideal site nearby—mostly because the
local television coverage had handed the killer our game plan for the investigation—the Green River had exhausted its usefulness as a
dumping spot for him. The area was now too well known, a tourist spot even for a curious outsider. But the Green River Killer was still lurking out
there somewhere, and both Dave and | felt that he would retreat to even more remote areas. The big question was where. The bigger question
was what was the relationship of the Green River to the other possible dump sites.

The River

For any serious homicide investigator, the historical understanding of the significance of the Green River as a dump site for bodies should
have been essential to his pursuit of the case. It was not clear from the reports if any other deaths in the area had ever been investigated prior
to the discovery of the Green River victims, or if they had been, whether the deaths had been classified as natural, homicide, suicide,
accidental, or undetermined. This was a step that should have been taken at the outset. For example, when the Atlanta task force looked into
their child killings, they found previous possible victims of the Atlanta killer in the Chattahoochee River, but those deaths were initially classified
as accidental or undetermined. Reclassifying those deaths as homicides connected with the Atlanta Child Killer might have provided more
possible leads for investigators to follow.

If there were possible victims from previous cases around the Green River, as there had been in Atlanta, anyone involved in those cases
could have been a suspect in the Green River murders. Additionally, field interview reports, suspicious circumstance reports, police case
reports, officers’ notebook entries, Department of Fisheries officers’ reports or notes, and any other creative resources relating to activities
along the Green River should have been investigated for potential suspect behavior. Questioning of suspects and witnesses should have
focused on their access to, knowledge of, and visitations to the Green River area in a specific time frame when the deaths occurred.

The Loworn case was initially investigated by detectives who had not been involved in the Green River investigation. Many felt there was no
connection. But Loworn’s dump site was as handy to the killer as the Green River. That wooded area had long since been abandoned by
residents who moved away because of the noise of low-flying jetliners on their approach to the Sea-Tac Airport. Houses had been demolished
and carted away and only empty, overgrown cul-de-sacs remained, perfect for the consummation of tricks and quick returns to the highway, only
seconds away. A john driving his “date” to the cul-de-sac area would not have alarmed any prostitute since they themselves frequently directed
their out-of-town johns to those areas and considered them safe streets.

On the night Dave Reichert and | explored the body dump site, the atmosphere was melancholy outside and in. Through narrow spaces
between trees to the northwest, | could see the eerie silvery luminescence of the airport runway lights. To the east, | could see the alternating
glow of neon lights of the topless bars along the Sea-Tac strip. The wooded area around the Loworn recovery site was a vast thicket with many
intertwining roads that, just as often as not, twisted off into dead ends. It was a perfect location for quiet but quick sexual interludes in a vehicle.
Little did Dave and I realize that a quarter of a mile away, several other prostitutes would be discovered dead—more victims of the Green River
killer.

Suspect Profiles

With the body disposal sites permanently etched in my memory, | returned to the case files. Very prominently mentioned throughout each
one was the name of one prime suspect. Of all the potential suspects in the case, he definitely was the prime suspect at one time based on alll
the follow-up work that was documented in police reports. He was an unemployed cabdriver and definitely part of the Seattle area “street”
scene. When first contacted by police, he admitted that he knew several of the victims and had difficulty accounting for his whereabouts during
the time the murders took place.

There were two decisive factors affecting a continuing police investigation of him. First of all, detectives located a female associate and
street person who claimed to have talked with him prior to any public announcement about the identities of the last three victims. She told police
that he told her the names of Chapman, Hinds, and Mills before their identities appeared in the newspapers or on television. The bad part was
that she was interviewed after the victims were identified, so her recollection of the time the suspect told her their names might have been
mistaken.

Second, the prime suspect's lifestyle and personal characteristics fit the psychological profile of the Green River killer done by the FBI's
Behavioral Sciences Unit. It was in that suspect’s packet that | found the actual report documenting the psychological profile of the Green River
Killer. Its characteristics of the killer, along with the street person’s version of her contact with the prime suspect, were used as the basis for a
search warrant affidavit for his person, home, and vehicles. | also noted that the prime suspect was overly cooperative with police investigators.
They probably didn't need the warrant, because he consented to everything, including polygraph examinations. Unfortunately for those
investigators, he drew an in-ordinate amount of attention to himself by conducting numerous interviews with members of the news media about
what the detectives had told him or were doing with him. That behavior to me was inconsistent with my impressions of what the Green River
Killer was like. | felt the last thing the Green River Killer would want was any public attention. It was obvious from a lack of eyewitness
information that he had diligently avoided apprehension by intentionally concealing his approach to and disposal of his victims.



The profile was a real piece of work. On the one hand, it attempted to give investigators some idea of what a prostitute killer might be like,
but it also described most of the male population engaging in illicit activity along the Sea-Tac strip. | believed the profile to be a major
distraction for the investigators because, since it was too general, it forced police to focus on tweaking the profile to the killer instead of
investigating the known facts of the case. The profile, like too many serial-killer profiles, winds up becoming the be-all and end-all for
investigators instead of the means of solving the crime. Quite frequently, administrators have used it to fend off press inquiries about the status
of the investigation, saying, “We’'re waiting for the profile.”

In some cases, profiles can be valuable if the offender is an arsonist or a completely disorganized and mentally disturbed killer. More is
known about the personalities and crime scenes of those types of offenders than is known about the repetitive, evasive, and experienced serial
killer. The proactive tactics recommended by the FBI behavioral scientists for capturing arsonists and disorganized killers have frequently
worked, but recommendations about detecting the identity of an unnamed serial killer have yet to be proven.

The disclaimer at the beginning of that profile report, and of every profile report | have seen since, should have been the first hint of its utility in
the Green River investigation: “The final analysis is based upon probabilities, noting, however, that no two criminal acts or criminal personalities
are exactly alike and therefore the offender at times may not always fit the profile in every category.” But with the Green River profile, the
characteristics of the offender were not exclusive to the point where most males along Pacific Highway South could be eliminated. In fact, the
profile was more inclusive than exclusive and fuzzed the investigation to the point where it almost became useless. In fact, as we eventually
learned, even Ted Bundy corrected the profile, pointing out that one of the murders of a 36-year-old female should not have been on the Green
River list. In 2003 the killer himself confirmed Bundy's observation. The killer also revealed how flawed the FBI profile was. In addition, and
probably more crucial to the value of the profile, the very nature of a prostitute killer may be the reason for the more general profile, along with
insufficient crime scene information left by the killer. But a flexible and astute homicide investigator, willing to consider input from all sources,
must be wary of the sometimes overconfident attitude of an FBI profile, for it is not necessarily reliable.

Years later, what surprised me was that much of the same terminology and descriptions used in the report, which | believed to have been
unique to the Green River Killer, appeared as the routine characteristics of sexual homicide offenders in the book Sexual Homicide, written by
John Douglas and Robert Ressler of the FBI's BSU and Ann Burgess. My concern today is, has the profiling effort in serial-murder cases by the
FBI been only a superficial guess about the background of killers in any series of cases? They have consistently avoided any academic
scrutiny of their research into serial killers while exploiting those of us who have so faithfully given cases to them for examination over the years.

Carefully examining the FBI's profile in the Green River files and desperately looking for those unique features that would assist investigators,
| found a paragraph in which profilers interpreted the phraseology of the medical examiner who performed the post-mortem examination on
Marcia Chapman’s body. It read: “ulceration consistent with anthropophagy was located over the right nipple. With these findings, we can now
categorize this subject as a lust-murderer.” | was shocked and excited by that discovery, so | immediately called Dave Reichert. | inquired, “How
come you never told me that the killer had left his bite marks on Chapman?”

“I's news to me, t00,” he said, surprisingly interested in the prospect. What that meant to the case was that it was the only known physical
evidence in any of the murders that could be linked directly to the killer, should he be identified.

| told Dave, “If there truly was a bite mark, | didn’t see any evidence forms in the file that reflected the collection of bite mark evidence.”
Routinely, the King County medical examiner, Dr. Don Reay, ran an efficient office. If there was bite mark evidence present on any homicide
victim, he would have called in a forensic odontologist to take the necessary photographs, measurements, and casts of the teeth marks.

| checked the autopsy report on Chapman, and, sure enough, the sentence was there. | was quick to find out from Dr. Reay that
anthropophagy was used to refer, in general, to bite marks of any species from the animal kingdom, not specifically human bite marks. So, in
the case of Chapman, the wound was nothing more than a fish bite. End of excitement! Perhaps the FBI should use a dictionary—or at the very
least, verify questionable statements. By this time, my curiosity had been piqued. Would the FBI dramatically change their profile with that
amended information? | called John Douglas with the correct information. He said the absence of a human bite mark didn’t change his views
about the Green River killer being a lust-murderer. | didn't see anything else in the profile report that was usable. In fact, | was hopeful that the
prime suspect was not the Green River Killer, because if anything was found that would have linked him to the murders, a search warrant
affidavit based on the FBI's nonspecific profile would never have survived the probable-cause test of an evidence-suppression hearing.

| continued to fight the urge to investigate the cases myself. It was highly likely that the prime suspect was more than just a casual
acquaintance of some of the victims. Interestingly, if he was the murderer, it would have been an unusual instance wherein, like Ted Bundy, a
repetitive lust-killer had already acquainted himself with his victims. It would have shot down the FBI's premise that the killer was a stranger to
his victims, but then the FBI hadn’t really been aware of Bundy's stalking Lynda Healy until well after the fact.

| was also surprised to find a critical deficiency in the investigation of the prime suspect: not one friend, family member, or acquaintance of
any Green River victim was contacted regarding their knowledge of the prime suspect. The timing of the discovery of that omission was
unfortunate. | realized that, owing to the publicity that followed the suspect, care had to be taken in the approach to those potential witnesses to
assure that they neither claimed knowledge just for the sake of convenience nor sought to embellish their statements.

There was also insufficient information in the files about physical evidence and the results of its examination in the Green River murders.
Because of that, | could not do a meaningful assessment of the evidence. | suggested that the construction of a chart listing physical evidence
by victim, cross-referenced by trace evidence found and the likely comparison against suspect trace evidence, was essential. Investigators
could not search for evidence in a suspect’'s house or car without knowing what they were to look for and what had already been discovered by
laboratory personnel. | found several references to laboratory examinations that stated “nothing matches.” What was the “nothing” that they were
referring to? The items checked were not listed in a specific lab report contained in the Green River files. Investigators needed that information
to know what to search for. It wasn’t the fault of laboratory personnel that the reports were not in the files. It was up to the detectives to get them
and examine them for usefulness to their ongoing investigation.

The Green River Report

Up to this point, | had focused on general investigative problems with the investigation. Fifteen pages of my 33-page report on the Green
River investigation covered a detailed description of questions to ask various witnesses in each murder investigation. The specific details were
necessary because there were so many unanswered questions about the murders. | supposed that the most obvious reason for the seeming
lack of follow-up was that any inquiry about a particular prime suspect almost always set the investigation back and took valuable time away
from interviewing others who might have had important information to supply. Given the limited manpower available and the tremendous scope
of the investigation, it was in some ways remarkable that the investigators had made the progress they had.

Up to that point in my preliminary analysis, | had been able to review from reports that had been forwarded to me. Now, however, | was at a
point in my review where | was compelled to abandon that method and to trust my gut instincts once more and provide my recommendations on
what should be done with the Green River investigations.

First of all, | wanted to give my own disclaimer. My review was not all-inclusive. | felt an investigator or administrator familiar with the cases



could have undoubtedly discovered more potential leads to follow up and assure the thoroughness of the investigation. What was eerie was
that my assumptions about the Green River killer eventually came true.

The killer demonstrated his zeal to conceal the bodies of his victims even though he was unsuccessful. Wendy Coffield, the initial victim, was
found floating on the surface of the river. Subsequent victims were found in the river even though they had been weighted or anchored to the
bottom, but Loworn, the second in the series, was not in a river. That change indicated the killer’s ability to be flexible and to use those
disposal areas that were convenient to him. The delay in finding Lovvorn’s body might have suggested to the suspect that he utilize similarly
remote areas away from the river for disposal of bodies in the future, | suggested in my report. | also said that the Green River dump site had
become too well known an area to dump a body in, and thus it was likely that the killer’s flexibility would lead him to more remote areas, where
he would feel comfortable.

Information we had gathered up to that point from FBI profilers, psychologists, and psychiatrists formed a consensus that the killer wouldn’t
stop as long as he felt he was successful. Every clean abduction and murder, every getaway, every body disposal that went unnoticed by the
police until after the victim was discovered was a boost to the Green River Killer's ego and an encouragement for him to go on. He was
demonstrating his control—sexual control—over his victims, over the tribe of hookers on the Sea-Tac strip, over the police, and over the press.
Killers such as Ted Bundy, Wayne Williams, John Wayne Gacy, and Gerald Stano didn’t stop until they were caught. They would not give up
their power as long as they walked free. | predicted in my report that the five or six victims we had linked to the Green River killer was just a
good start, or merely the continuation of a long chain of murders. | surmised that the organizational complexities of the continuing investigation
would only mount.

My overall recommendations were just the opposite of what King County administrators probably wanted to hear. Instead of suggesting that
they pare down the force of detectives, | recommended that they beef up the task force and pursue the investigation as aggressively as
possible. | based these recommendations on the fact that no serial-murder case, to my knowledge, had ever been solved using the time and
abilities of just one or two investigators. To give this case even the slightest chance of being solved, an immediate formation of a full-time
Green River team of detectives was necessary. How many detectives? |left that up to the administration.

Eliminating duplication of effort was a priority. In my report, | went on to point out that check-and-balance procedures in the follow-up
investigation among cases must be implemented to share information among different detectives, in order to prevent the duplication of
interviews and the overaccumulation of information. | suggested that those detectives familiar with the cases should synthesize the information
gained and assure that each member of the task force be assigned so that all leads were followed up on and reported back to a central
processing desk.

Because so much information would be generated by a full-time investigative team, it would be necessary to designate one person on the
team through whom all information would initially flow. That person could not be assigned field duties because his or her assignment would
primarily involve case organization and assignment. What was characteristic of previous serial-murder investigations was that large amounts of
information and leads flowed through many hands, resulting not only in duplication, but in an almost total lack of coordination and direction.

Someone needed to establish a priority in the investigation of suspects and their elimination. Previous investigations had shown that a lack
of a clear priority for the processing of information on suspects resulted in some suspects being partially investigated, their elimination
postponed by investigations of a “better” suspect, which in turn resulted in the team’s having to play catch-up, trying futilely to avoid being
overwhelmed by masses of work. The current suspects needed to be rated on a reliable scale of probable guilt. Spurious suspects needed to
be eliminated from the case so that the remaining suspects could be investigated aggressively.

In an effort to identify cases with similarities that might contain viable suspect information important to the Green River cases, | suggested
that task force detectives also research all homicides of prostitutes and strangled females in western states during the previous five years. My
bet was that the Green River Killer did not begin with the murder of Wendy Coffield, just like the Ted Bundy cases didn’t begin with the murder
of Lynda Healy. There was a high probability that other cases would be discovered that had occurred before the one the police now thought of
as the first in the series.

| advised that task force detectives keep uniformed patrol officers up-to-date on the case. | encouraged weekly briefings to promote
information sharing and to update patrol officers on which pieces of information had been followed up on. Much has been written about how
serial killers really catch themselves. But what usually occurred was that some patrol officer on routine duty came across the killer doing
something—like chatting up a hooker or trolling back and forth in his car or leaving the scene with a potential victim too quickly for a casual
encounter—that caught his attention. It then took alert and intelligent investigators to turn that clue into final resolution of the case.

Police officials from jurisdictions neighboring King County also needed to be kept informed of the status of the investigation, | recommended,
in order to ensure maximum cooperation and coordination of leads. Serial murderers are random, mobile killers and touch many jurisdictions.
Because they are often compulsive about traveling to pick up victims, crossing jurisdictional boundaries is a play—either conscious or
unconscious—on their part to confound the investigation. Historically, murders by the same serial killer have been committed in different
jurisdictions, and the King County Police needed to be prepared for this eventual event. When police cooperate, leads that would usually be
lost are retrieved and the killer’s position is fixed. | will always remember that it was Hergesheimer’s coordination with Ben Forbes of Salt Lake
City that reminded Forbes to contact the Ted task force after Bundy was picked up by the Utah state trooper.

The streetwalkers in the district where the serial killer was picking up victims were probably some of the most reliable witnesses, even
though they might not believe it. It was more than likely that they'd seen the killer, knew the killer, or had driven around with the killer without
realizing it. Since prostitutes frequently get arrested, | advised police officers to interview them as they were booked into the King County Jail
because that's when they were most talkative and most eager to trade information in order to be released. That would save untold hours trying
to contact them for information about suspicious events they might have seen. | believed that some of the local hookers might have been
approached by the Green River Killer without knowing it at the time. Maybe someone at a booking or even an arraignment might remember
some fact that hadn’t been uncovered. My report ended with the recommendation that King County officials develop an interview strategy for all
suspects and potential witnesses. They all needed to be interviewed by investigators who were working from the same frame of reference and
possessed the knowledge of what others have said.

The New Task Force

In May 1983, | turned over my report to the new sheriff of King County, Vern Thomas, to Major Richard Kraske, and to Detective Dave
Reichert. Dave appreciated the report, but Kraske initially seemed depressed by it. Kraske’s immediate reaction was for Dave to write a
report either verifying or refuting my observations. Dave Reichert's detailed point-by-point follow-up of my Green River murders investigative
evaluation mimicked my every word. He was unable to locate one of my criticisms that was unfounded. At first, Kraske chose to number the
existing reports and seal them forever. Luckily, his fellow administrators gave him wise counsel that his choice to have the case reviewed by an
outside authority was an excellent management strategy. He should be commended for his foresight. It took a while before he forgave my
harshness or would speak to me again, but the sting of my report gradually wore off.



Throughout the fall of 1983, Seattle newspapers reported the sporadic discovery of skeletal remains that they connected to the Green River
Killer. A sense of urgency to fend off impending doom filled their stories. Members of the news media documented questions about the quality
of the King County police investigation. In November, Seattle Times and Post-Intelligencer editorial headlines read COUNTY KILLINGS DEMAND
REVEW and TIME TO INTENSIFY THE INVESTIGATION. The articles were direct. Their intent was exemplified by the closing paragraph in the Post-
Intelligencer editorial, which urged that County Executive Randy Revelle and members of the county council order an urgent review of the
police investigation in the Green River murders to determine its effectiveness and to see whether a greater effort should be made to “eradicate
this continuing succession of obviously premeditated killings, and to bring their perpetrators to justice.” Unbeknownst to the media, a review
had already been completed by me the previous May, and county administrators were already gearing up for that sought-after increase in the
intensity of the investigation.

By December 1983, the police had linked 13 murdered prostitutes and several missing persons to the Green River investigation even though
no additional victims were found in or near the river. Five more skeletons of prostitutes were recovered by King County police in remote
wooded areas. The killer had officially changed his method of operation just as | had predicted.

Rumors ran amok through the courthouse that an enhanced task force was being formed. They came true when, in January 1984, the Green
River Murders Task Force was formed under the able command of Captain Frank Adamson. | was glad that my report had not fallen on deaf
ears. Dave Reichert was both pleased and disturbed at the news he received about the task force. He had gotten what he wanted, 50
additional personnel to help him look into the Green River murders. But he was not commissioned the commander. He was one of 25
detectives assigned to the task force. For all his hard work, Dave felt he should have had more authority in making decisions, in selecting the
personnel for the task force, and in overseeing its subsequent investigative activities. He desperately wanted the lead detective role.

Task Force Consultant

Sheriff Vern Thomas, one of the few very seasoned Seattle-area police administrators whom | really admired, called me early that
December when the task force was being formed. If anyone could pull off getting a separate appropriation from a usually fiscally conservative
county council to fund a task force without losing existing positions, he could. And he did.

He asked me to be part of the task force full-time as a consultant, a right-hand man off whom Captain Adamson could bounce ideas. | was
surprised at the sheriff's request because I'd never heard of a full-time consultant to a law-enforcement operation before, but | was pleased to
work with Captain Adamson. Sheriff Thomas had surveyed my report from beginning to end, concluding that the Green River investigation was
unprecedented and required a non-traditional approach. Wary that his task force would fall victim to the bad habits of former task forces, he
wanted me to assist Adamson in helping minimize problems, such as internal bickering and jealousies, improper press relations, tunnel vision,
inadequate cooperation among police agencies, and general disorganization. | was so honored by Sheriff Thomas’s request that | accepted
immediately. He had to contact the attorney general for permission to have me on loan, but | knew that was only a formality.

Sheriff Thomas’s telephone call was followed within minutes by a visit from Frank Adamson. Captain Adamson had never been a detective,
per se, but he had supervised internal investigations for some time and had a squeaky-clean reputation. His greatest asset was his big heart.
He was a very stable and respected leader. He had never commanded a task force like the Green River Murders Task Force before, but
neither had anyone else, and he was a fine pick for the job.

Adamson was very clear in his perception of my role. | would be “of counsel,” which meant | would be an advisor, an idea man, a sounding
board, an objective conscience, and | would be available to Captain Adamson on an informal basis. He invited me to work in the same office
with him and to share the decision-making process. Also, he would give me the freedom to consult at every level within the task force. | could
advise detectives how to work leads they were unsure of and help sergeants and lieutenants with their work as well. This was going to be an
attempt to create an operation with a policy—unlike that of other investigations that | was aware of—that was totally open. Any officer,
regardless of rank, was welcome in Adamson'’s office.

Additionally, Adamson wanted me close by to advise members of the news media on the general problems of investigating serial-murder
cases. It wouldn’'t take long before Adamson was an expert on the same topic. My main job, which was closely related to that of media liaison,
was to advise him about the use of the multitude of consultants who volunteered their expertise to the task force effort. With the Green River
Murders Task Force in the national news every day, forensic consultants crawled out from every rock, some very legitimate and useful, others
very crazy and capable of taking up a lot of my time before | caught on to their act. Prior to the Green River task force, I'd never heard of
forensic philosophers and forensic theologians, who were self-appointed experts in their fields. This could have easily become a carnival if we
were not careful.

| assumed my role as consultant and for the first two months of the task force’s existence, detectives were busy setting priorities,
investigating suspects, considering the most appropriate computer hardware and software, reviewing all the case files, and handling a deluge
of inquiries of reporters from around the world. | was interviewed by hundreds of reporters so often that | rarely could do my work. Within a
month, | was exhausted by all the attention and ready to slim down my glorified media liaison role.

The Green River Killer's Dump Sites

Several months after the formation of the new task force, investigators had identified several body dump sites where the killer had left the
remains of the 13 victims. Of course, the first site was the Green River. A second was at the south end of the airport along South 191st and
25th Avenue South. There, the remains of Constance Naon, a white 21-year-old, were found in October 1983. Naon’s remains were found just
several blocks from the site where Giselle Loworn's body was discovered. While searching the same area for evidence in the Naon murder,
investigators found the skeletal remains of Kelly Ware within 100 feet of Naon. Naon was last seen June 8, 1983, in the area of South 188th
and Pacific Highway South, just two blocks from where her body was found. Kelly Ware, also a white female, 22 years old, was last seen July
18, 1983, in downtown Seattle at 22nd and Madison, a red-light district. Unfortunately, her disappearance would not be reported until
December 1984, so her remains weren't identified until that time. This unfortunate and difficult-to-follow pattern of finding skeletal remains of
unreported missing persons continued throughout the life of the task force. This phenomenon left investigators far behind the footsteps of the
killer. Ultimately, the Green River investigations had become nothing more than archeological digs, in which investigators recovered remains of
long-dead and unidentified victims, and then historical surveys that tested the never-reliable recollections of pimps and fellow prostitutes. You
can imagine how all of this made it nearly impossible to assemble a factual account of the circumstances behind each victim’s last moments of
life.

A most unusual discovery was found within one block of Naon and Ware, but on the south side of South 191st. The buried body of Mary
Bridgett Meehan, a white 19-year-old, was disinterred on November 13, 1983, over one year after her disappearance on September 15, 1982.
The remains were found 30 blocks from South 165th and Pacific Highway South, Meehan'’s last seen location. Meehan was the first and only



person who was discovered fully buried. Since Meehan was over eight months pregnant, novice speculators reasoned that the killer wanted to
give her and her baby a “righteous burial.” Most people held out hope that killers like the Green River Killer had remorse for some victims. |
didn’t agree with that. The more logical reason for Meehan’s burial was that the killer was experimenting with another method of disposing of a
corpse. He probably had a shovel along with him that day and decided to try burying a victim. It was apparent that leaving victims on top of the
ground in wooded and secluded areas to be scavenged by the local animals was his primary choice of disposal. We now know that burial
worked for him in concealing evidence for long periods as well as had disposal in remote areas and transporting victim remains to Oregon.

Lost in the body count of the Green River Killer was Meehan’s unborn baby. Even though killed by the same hands that squeezed the breath
out of its mother, the baby has never appeared on any publicized list of victims attributed to the Green River Killer or Killers. Even the ever-
relentless members of the news media forgot about the unborn baby.

The north end of the airport and the noisy flight path of approaching jetliners was where the skeletal remains of Shawnda Leea Summers, a
black 17-year-old female, were found by fruit pickers on August 11, 1983. Summers disappeared in October 1982 from South 144th and
Pacific Highway South, just 20 blocks from her dump site. Most believed that the vast area north of the airport—once a teeming single-family
residential area but long since abandoned and left overgrown with weeds, blackberry bushes, and empty cement foundations—would be the
site of future discoveries.

We discovered another one of the killer’'s dump sites farther away from the airport on Star Lake Road. The remains were found near where
Star Lake Road nearly intersects Pacific Highway South and about four miles south of the main Sea-Tac strip. There is a one-mile stretch of
that road where tall fir trees closely border the narrow winding road, which is marked by frequent pull-outs for cars to dump garbage. It was an
obvious comfort zone for the killer, who knew the area well. The remains of the first of six victims that were found along Star Lake Road
belonged to Gail Lynn Mathews, an American Indian female, 23 years old; her body was discovered on September 18, 1983. She would
remain unidentified for nearly two years. A member of her family reported that she was last seen on April 8, 1983, at South 216th and Pacific
Highway South, even though it was her pimp who actually saw her last. Another family member claimed to have seen her after that date and
reported it to police, so she was taken off the missing-persons list. Then the King County Medical Examiner’'s Office had forensic
anthropologist Clyde Snow from Oklahoma examine all the unidentified skeletons for identifiable characteristics not previously recognized. Dr.
Snow discovered that one set of remains had, at one time in the recent past, probably suffered an accident, because her pelvic bone had
healed from a previous fracture. Once this information was publicized, a family member came forward with Mathews’s name again. This time,
the identification was confirmed through medical and dental records.

On December 18, 1983, another dump site was discovered along the Mountview Cemetery Road, located about three miles from Star Lake
Road. It, too, was a narrow winding road bordered by a steeply rising wooded area. It was at a desolate spot along the side of that road where
we found the skull of Kimi-Kai Pitsor, a 16-year-old white female, sitting upright right near the sign that read AUBURN CITY LIMTS. No other
remains were found in a several-hundred-yard ground search of the area. Some speculated that the killer intentionally left the skull in that
location so it would be found. Others felt the local predators had dragged it to that point from an original dump location of Pitsor’s body outside
the perimeter of the search.

Each of those five dumping grounds would be the future resting place for at least three sets of remains. They would be the most influential
evidence that led us to believe that a serial killer was in operation, for they were all classified as multiple-body recovery sites.

As we uncovered more and more dump sites in the forested areas surrounding the Green River, it was only natural that we would expect to
keep finding more and more of the killer’s victims. But the discoveries of bodies came at random and were agonizingly slow. Even though
investigators located several other victims, it was only a small portion of the total count yet to be found. From the years 1982 to 1984 inclusive,
the Green River Killer was a very busy man, preying like a demon on the prostitute population around the Seattle area. And we were still playing
catch-up with history because the missing-persons reports had been filed months or even years before we found the remains. We knew there
were more bodies out there, but couldn’t account for the gaps between victims. We thought at first that the killer had left the area for long
periods or had been arrested for another offense. But we were wrong. We just hadn’t yet recovered those prostitutes who were decomposing in
deeply concealed wooded areas of King County. We also didn’'t know, until he confessed in 2003, that the Green River Killer hadn’t stopped
killing until just before his arrest in November 2001. But that was to change on March 13, 1984, with the start of a series of discoveries of a
multitude of murder victims. That day marked the beginning of a new notoriety for the Green River Murders Task Force. It would eventually
become famous in the media for processing outdoor crime scenes for body parts and evidence.

A wandering moss hunter stumbled upon the first body as he was searching a wooded area just off 90, about 38 miles east of Seattle.
Hidden within the confines of fallen and rotten trees were the skeletal remains of Lisa Lorraine Yates, white, who was just 19 years old when
she was killed. Yates was last seen leaving a friend’s residence to work the johns in the area of Rainier Avenue and South Graham Street on
December 23, 1983. Less than one month earlier, she had been arrested by Seattle police for offering and agreeing to an act of prostitution.

Naturally, the finding of Yates’s body during the initial work of the task force caused some excitement and unfounded expectations that the
killer would have left his signature. Within the four months that it had lain in the wooded area, her body was totally skeletonized, leaving her
cause of death a mystery. Not a scent of the killer was found at Exit 38—only another murdered prostitute to fill December’s gap in the task
force’s calendar of horrors.

Through May 1984, a succession of 10 more female murder victims of the Green River Killer were discovered. That pressure-packed three-
month period left task force members literally running from one skeleton to another. It was very obvious to all that everyone had seriously
underestimated the extent of the murders. The task force of 50 people was formed on the basis that there were 13 murder victims in all. But, in
reality, by January 1984, the prolific slayer was suspected of killing at least 47 females, making the total task force contingent itself only the
minimum crew of personnel that would have been necessary to handle the investigations. Ultimately Gary Leon Ridgway would confess to the
murders of 48 women in a plea bargain that let him escape the death penalty.

Suspects

While some detectives were busy trying to identify the 10 new victims and retrace their last steps, others were corroborating information
previously gathered on the first 13 victims. Having drawn every other cover and picked up no scent of the killer, | tried my luck with tips that had
been gathered in each case to that point. Much to my surprise, no one had done any type of review of the old Green River cases. After | thought
about this for a moment, | realized that was probably because seven more victims were found in 1983 and leads in those cases were worked
by our short-staffed team instead.

The first thing | noticed when | began my follow-up was that the investigation of suspects was an incredibly difficult process. By June 1984,
over 100 potential suspects had been intensively investigated and only a few were absolutely eliminated. The rest of the investigations went just
so far before there was simply nothing more to do in many of them. Many of the suspects’ whereabouts were essentially untraceable because
there weren't enough people around them to keep track of their travels. Most Green River suspects never left a paper trail by writing checks and
using credit cards for purchases. The only certainty was that most of them had been arrested previously, and that was the only reliable indicator



of their whereabouts at certain times—when they were behind bars. Corroborating their alibis was next to impossible. Compounding the
inquiries even more, many suspects were uncooperative with police, unlike suspects in the Ted murders. Only one person didn’'t cooperate in
the Lake Sammamish murders, and that was none other than Theodore Robert Bundy himself. Regrettably, only a handful of suspects were
totally cooperative with detectives in the Green River cases.

After six months as commander of the task force, Captain Adamson was concerned that what we were doing wasn’t working. After half a
year and the accrual of a lot more evidence, we were still no closer to the killer. Adamson was starved for ideas about what to do. So he
assigned me the task of contacting the commanders of successful serial murder investigations to ask them what worked best at catching a
killer. And, in retrospect, was there anything they would have done differently to catch the killer sooner. Of course there was. What we did not
know back in 1985 was that three years earlier, in 1982, Gary Ridgway, the individual who would be identified as the Green River Killer, had
been arrested for soliciting a prostitute by an undercover police officer. And in 1983, Ridgway had been interviewed by two local Des Moines
police in connection with the disappearanc of Green River victim Marie Malvar (whose remains were recovered in 2003 after Ridgway led Task
Force detectives to her burial site as part of his plea agreement Confession). In 1987, Task Force detectives interviewed Ridgway, who would
become, for the next 11 years, one of the five major suspects in the Green River murders.

The first person | contacted was Morris Redding, the former commander of the Atlanta Child Murders Task Force and the chief of police of
Atlanta. | was already aware of how Wayne Williams was apprehended, so | was more interested in what Chief Redding would have done
differently. AlImost without being asked, he said, “He was right in front of our noses the whole time.” As the Atlanta police were going into
elementary schools warning children about the possibility of impending danger to them and how to avoid it, Wayne Williams was coming out of
the same schools after having taken photographs of those same children for their class pictures. Also on several telephone poles around where
children were missing, a sign was posted that read:

Can you? Sing or Play An Instrument

*
If You Are Between “11-21” (male or female)
And Would Like To Become A Professional Entertainer.
“YOU” Can Apply for POSITIONS with Professional Recording Acts
No Experience Is Necessary, Training Is Provided

All Interviews Private & Free

*

For More Information Call
3PM-7PM
404/794-8980
The telephone number was for Wayne Williams.
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Ted Versus the Riverman

One day in October 1984, | was buried in a pile of paperwork at my desk. | looked up to see Detective Ed Striedinger of the Seattle Police
Department. He had retrieved a letter from a judge in Pierce County who wanted it delivered to task force staff. It was a letter from a “wannabe”
consultant and the most unlikely person | ever expected to be of assistance in the Green River murders. The letter came from a cell on death
row in Florida; the sender was Theodore Robert Bundy. | was stunned.

The Offer

Ted wrote that he had some information that he thought could prove useful in apprehending the Green River Killer or Killers. But his offer of
assistance was conditional. He wanted our assurance that his correspondence and subsequent communications would be kept confidential.
He did not want anyone outside our task force, especially members of the news media, to become aware of his offer. Even though | felt Ted’s
offer was sincere and honest, | was wary because Ted Bundy always seemed to have a hidden agenda.

At the moment that | opened his letter, | couldn’t begin to determine what that was.

Did Ted believe that we would take his advice, whatever that was, and catch the killer, and somehow news of his assistance would help his
appeals? Other killers had tried to trade their help or information with law enforcement as a means of convincing reluctant courts that they were
worth more to society alive than dead. Was Ted going to use the Green River cases as a forum to tell us about his murders? Or did he want to
become involved just for his own perverse satisfaction? After all, Ted had been locked up for a long time—his pent-up fantasies might well be
ready to explode. Or was he up to some trick? Was he planning a way to get us in a position of confidence, thereby catching correction officers
with their guard down and escaping? Whatever Ted was up to, | was sure his motives weren’t at all altruistic.

Breaking the ice with us slowly, Ted first claimed to have occasionally read about the Green River murders and complained that the
coverage in Florida was sensational, superficial, and sporadic. He did not have any special or exceptional reaction to the news of the Green
River cases beyond what most other people in that part of the country had, except that by being from the Seattle+Tacoma area, his interest
was, perhaps, keener than most. Ted wrote that his daily access to media coverage increased when he began receiving a subscription to the
Tacoma News Tribune. It was at that point that he developed what he believed were valuable insights into the Green River murders. His
interest was piqued by the discovery of the body of a woman in a remote area of Pierce County, his home territory. He explained that the
descriptions of the scene in a News Tribune article, general though they must have been, were far more detailed and evocative than any he had
read before. Apparently, CNN's accounts of the latest possible Green River murder site aroused in Ted some vivid impressions about the
behavior of the person or persons responsible for the series of murders. Did Ted see the Riverman, which is what he called the Green River
Killer, as a mirror image of himself? Or did Ted so envy the Riverman, who could fulfill his violent sexual fantasies and go undetected, that he
had to experience the Riverman’s crimes vicariously and then take part in the hunt for him?

Setting his hook slowly, Ted claimed that it was presumptuous of him to believe that we would be interested in anything he could provide. We
may have already developed impressions, observations, and hunches similar to the ones he had. Justifying the inadequacy of his own theories,
Ted was quick to point out that we had access to an enormous amount of information on the case that he didn't. However, in spite of this, Ted
suggested that an investigator be sent to talk to him only about the Green River matter. Any investigator we sent would have his hands full with
the task of interviewing this “expert.”

Before the dust had settled on Ted'’s first letter, another came rolling in, this time through John Henry Brown, a Seattle attorney whom Ted
trusted. It was similar to the first in content, but in this one, Ted was more humble. Not claiming some noble, civic-minded motivation for offering
his help, he simply stated that the Green River cases really intrigued him. He went on to say that he was sure the series of killings probably
interested a lot of people, but the difference was that he had knowledge and a point of view that no one else did. Quite candidly, he admitted
that he had something productive to offer. Imagine, a brutal killer like Ted Bundy desiring to be a helpful citizen.

Ted’s offer of assistance in the Green River murders rekindled the hope | had held since investigating his case of speaking to him someday
about the murders he had committed. Captain Adamson felt Ted couldn’t help the Green River investigation much, but agreed that it couldn’t
hurt to talk with him. Maybe Ted wouldn’t help with this case, but he could confess to murders that we hadn’t nailed him for yet.

Before we contacted Ted, | wanted to get in touch with Dr. John Berberich, a clinical psychologist, and Dr. John Liebert, a psychiatrist. Both
of them were vital in producing a profile of the Ted killer in 1974. We had spoken extensively in the past of Ted Bundy's rare personality type.
Now it was time to devise a strategy to deal with the real Ted Bundy, with the ultimate goal of obtaining a confession to his murders.

The Confession Strategy

First of all, we decided that any written correspondence back to Ted must be short and contain phrases similar to the ones he used in his
letters so he wouldn’t misconstrue our intent. We had to agree with everything he said. If anything, our words must mirror his; otherwise, he
might become suspicious of our motives for speaking to him. On the other hand, we had to play somewhat hard to get. After all, we just couldn’t
run down there at his first request. If we did, he’d have the upper hand psychologically—he’d know he had us hooked from the beginning. The
strategy of the day was to make him squirm a little, make him really want us.

| wrote to him:

Dear Ted:

This is to acknowledge receipt of your letter to the Green River Task Force dated October 1, 1984. Your request that any communications we
may have be kept in “strictest of confidence” is absolutely honored. |, too, am concerned that any comments made by you could be detrimental
to the Green River Investigation.

I am interested in what information you have that could prove useful in apprehending the person(s) responsible for the Green River murders.
In order to assess the immediacy of your assistance, could you provide just some facts about the nature of your help? | could, tentatively, visit
Florida in the middle of November in conjunction with other investigative duties. | have made inquiry to your local FBIto arrange a possible visit.
You may hear from them. The sensitivity of this matter was emphasized.

| respect your statement of “playing no games,” and, frankly, playing games with you is presumptuous on my part and a waste of my time. |



am interested in what is useful in resolving the Green River killings and what your contribution is. We will communicate at your request only
about the Green River murders and “nothing else.”

Bundy’s Initial Analysis

In less than two weeks, Ted responded with a 22-page letter. | didn’'t expect him to write so soon, and certainly not at length as he did. By
being so informative, Ted gave me the chance to analyze his effort at assistance and plan questions for our future meeting.

Ted was starved for our questions and wanted to be sure we knew that he would answer them fully. Ted immediately clarified that he had no
desire to play detective. It was not a role he felt capable of playing, he said. | guess he thought we might characterize his help in that way, but he
was wrong. We saw him as someone with a different and highly practical point of view.

With the seriousness of a counselor, Ted sensed he had strong insights into and feeling for what was going on in the mind of the man
responsible for placing the bodies in the locations the “Riverman” had. Ted was convinced that those sites offered the best opportunity for
apprehending the man. For purposes of brevity, Ted used the name Riverman to refer to the Green River Killer.

There was much more that the Riverman was doing at these dump sites than disposing of his victims’ bodies and Ted knew it. How, where,
and when the Riverman hunted for, approached, made contact with, lured, and eventually abducted his victims were clues to his frame of mind
and his personal motives for killing the women he did. All of this intrigued Ted. As a killer who meticulously practiced each of those things, Ted
intimately knew the importance of them to our killer. However, Ted believed that this psychological aspect of the investigation, the police
guesswork about the killer’s mind, was a puzzling, time-consuming, complex, and highly speculative exercise that would be less likely to lead us
to our man than the kind of hard-core evidence that police dig up from good investigative work.

Ted made the disconcerting point that even if we had some firm answers to how, when, and where the Riverman abducted his victims, those
answers could easily have left us a long way from finding our suspect. So what if we found out what turned the killer on? Ted suggested that we
still wouldn't know who the killer was. Unfortunately, that kind of speculation was the part of the investigation that was heavily dwelt upon,
resulting in endless lines of inquiry that focused on countless leads that needed to be checked out regardless of the outcome. Ted thought if we
got lucky and actually found the killer in this way, it would be called good police work. If not, it was just another wild-goose chase.

Ted revealed that his preferred strategy for catching the Riverman would be to put a newly discovered dump site under surveillance. But
before getting into detail about his strategy, Ted asked a lot of his questions about the Green River cases and approached each one of them
with the acumen of a skilled researcher. Initially, Ted wanted to know what kind of “scene” the victims were into. He had heard the Green River
victims characterized as teenage prostitutes. Ted asked if we thought there were exceptions. He felt that some might have been called
prostitutes because they had “reputations,” were party girls, runaways, school dropouts, or delinquents. Perceptively, Ted had drawn the same
conclusion about the victim class that we had—it was broader than just prostitutes.

Acknowledging the Riverman’s study of his victims, Ted emphasized that the Riverman had a sensitivity to and knowledge of the “scene”: the
lifestyle, habits, movements, hangouts, and likes and dislikes of the women he was hunting from the time he started pursuing his victims. Ted
didn’'t know how the Riverman obtained such knowledge and understanding, but there was a good possibility that he was very much a part of
that “scene” or at least on the fringes of it. Ted was sure that the Riverman’s understanding of this set could only have increased over the past
couple of years.

Ted went on to say that the “scene” was more accurately described as a subcultural milieu that included prostitutes, delinquents, runaways,
party girls, and their friends and peers who hung out at arcades, malls, and taverns, and who were also into drugs and partying and, generally,
whose members were free-spirited and mobile. His point was that somehow the Riverman came to know his class of victims and their lifestyles
in an intimate way that allowed him to manipulate and lure them to him. Ted felt that the better we understood the whole scene where the
murderer was preying, the better we would understand how the Riverman works and who he is. Frequently, Ted found himself speaking from
the Riverman’s frame of reference. From the Riverman’s point of view, that class of victim he chose could not be better; from law enforcement’s
vantage point, it could not be worse.

Appreciating the difficulty of our investigation, Ted reiterated the litany of reasons why the Green River murders were hard to follow up on.
First, the disappearances were usually not reported until days or weeks after the victims were last seen. Second, their movements were hard to
trace. Third, a comprehensive list of their friends and associates was difficult to compile. And fourth, in the beginning, neither the news media
nor the police paid the disappearances much attention. All these conditions were ideal for the Riverman, who probably wanted attention as
much as he wanted to get caught.

What made the police investigation almost impossible was one of the primary reasons the Riverman continued to operate in the very face of
an intense police presence and publicity: his victim pool continued to provide him with ample candidates. Ted described the group of victims
as extremely vulnerable because it seemed to be comprised of young women who are, in some respects, bolder, harder to intimidate and
control, and more mobile than most people, as well as being inclined to adopt the it-can’t-happen-to-me attitude. Ted’s conclusion was that the
Riverman continued to work his territory in part because he was confident of his abilities. He knew the police weren't close—he might not have
had the time or money to go elsewhere, but more important, he still had ready access to his potential victims.

Next, Ted spoke about the different ways the Riverman was approaching and abducting his victims. Ted emphasized the simplicity of his
technique. Ted speculated that he could have played the role of a cop, like Bianchi and his cousin had, stalked, and physically carried off his
victims. Hadn’'t Bundy himself posed as a cop in Utah when he tried to abduct Carol DaRonch in his VW? It's easy to purchase a police badge,
stick it in your wallet, and demand that a streetwalker come along with you for questioning. Once she’s in your car, you can take her to an
isolated place where you can talk. By then, it's too late for her to escape. This process was so simple, we would probably have said, “Why
didn’t we think of that?”

However, Ted’s initial sense was that the victims, like the public, were looking for the stereotypical murderer, the Henry Lee Lucas/Ottis
Toole type straight out of a B horror movie: the grizzled, older drifter type with sunken eyeballs, salivating lips, and a lewd demeanor. Overall,
the Green River victims took steps to avoid such people and any other males they considered strange. And for a matter of weeks or months,
they were confident they had been successful in coming up with defenses adequate to the threat of the Riverman, until they met the Riverman,
who fit none of their preconceptions.

Ted described the characteristics of the Riverman, and in doing so he could have been describing himself. For the victims, the Riverman
didn’t fit their image of a killer and he was able to place them at ease. In spite of what people thought, he was one of the crowd, maybe a peer,
maybe a pimp, maybe a john, which was why he was so effective and hard to find. He didn’t do anything out of the ordinary that would help
people remember him. His best qualities were that he didn’t stand out or come on strong in a heavy, intense, or threatening manner. Quite
possibly, lots of girls he never abducted were approached by him, and he drifted alongside, scoped them out, engaged them in a conversation,
dangled a lure or two in front of them, and when they didn’t bite, he casually faded out. Ted’s self-concept was that he and the Riverman were
nice guy—easygoing—and looked like many of the men they hung out safely with every day. There was nothing memorable, threatening, or
unusual about them; they were just other faces in the crowd. While we thought that Ted was probably right on the money, his comments didn’t



really get us that much closer to our man.

Noting that the Riverman was working a relatively small geographic area, Ted was interested in whether any of the victims knew each other.
Ted’s next few comments really were indicative of how much Ted thought about how to abduct easy victims. He wondered if any of the victims
carried address books. Ted knew that the telephone was the perfect way to anonymously and facelessly set up a safe rendezvous. In an even
more frightening portrait of a predator exploiting his victims’ abilities to find new prey for him, Ted suggested that the Riverman was asking
those he abducted for names of friends and for places where they might hang out in order to supplement his existing knowledge of the scene,
which he was always looking to expand.

The lapse of time between a person’s disappearance and the time the body was dumped or buried was very important to Ted because it
revealed insight into the Riverman’s living situation. Simply stated, if several days elapsed, then a strong inference could be made that the
Riverman lived alone in an apartment or house that afforded some privacy, especially for entering and exiting, just like Ted’'s apartment near the
University of Washington. We had a hard time following up on this possible lead because in 100 percent of the Green River cases, that crucial
period of time was unknown.

Next, Ted wondered if any of the girls the Riverman had killed didn't fit the model of his typical victim. If there were those types of victims, Ted
hypothesized that maybe the killer changed his tastes occasionally or made a mistake, thinking one of those exceptional victims was
something she wasn’t. Ted also cautioned us not to limit the description of the victims to prostitutes, since the Riverman might have been
looking for a general type, rather than someone who was actually a prostitute. Ted believed that the Riverman was hunting for young women
who exhibited a certain range of characteristics, possibly a display of sexual promiscuity, which prostitutes as well as hitchhikers, runaways,
and barflies demonstrated. More important, Ted pointed out that the Riverman focused on a kind of place or situation, as well as specific victim
types. Occasionally, a hapless victim strayed into a situation or place and she was close enough to the Riverman’s profile for him to move on
her. Ted emphatically explained that should the Riverman abduct more than prostitutes, then obviously his approaches, lures, and modus
operandi were flexible and not tailored specifically to prostitutes. Ted predicted that the Riverman would expand the pool of women he was
interested in, but for now he would continue with his present selection pattern.

The space of time between each of the Riverman’s murders was vital to Ted’s understanding of the factors that influenced the killer’'s
behavior. Ted surmised that when and how often the Riverman abducted his victim depended on what he called internal and external factors.
The killer’s need to abduct, the time spans between which might vary and be separated by long periods of time, was an internal factor. External
factors, such as the demands of family, job, or school, also came into play. Therefore, the pattern of victim’'s disappearance—in the daytime or
nighttime, during weekdays or on weekend—would probably reveal work schedules and family responsibilities the killer had. Ted believed that
a close analysis of when the Riverman abducted his victims would give insight into his mind and lifestyle. As it turned out Bundy was dead right
on this call.

Ted called the whole business about when, where, and how the Riverman abducted his victims the “front end” process. Ted admitted that all
the various questions, hypotheses, speculation, lines of investigation, and possible clues were mind-boggling. But the investigation of the body
recovery sites, or what Ted called the “back end” process, was just the opposite. Ted believed that the where, when, how, and why of the sites
were much less of a mystery and, not coincidentally, offered us the best clues and trap to catch our man red-handed.

Ted most strongly advised that we stake out a newly discovered victim dump site to catch the Riverman. Ted could not think of any objection
to his tactic, emphasizing that if the site had a fresh victim, the Riverman was sure to return. Ted was so certain of this because that's exactly
what he had done—he had returned to old dumping sites, over and over again.

Ted divided his plan for surveillance of the fresh dump site into two parts. The first involved those actions of approaching and determining if a
fresh find was indeed a Green River victim, and the second was the full-scale surveillance of that site.

Part one of Ted’s plan required that the newly discovered body be kept secret; that would be achieved by sequestering those who found the
body. Ted recommended using land-based telephone lines instead of police radio frequencies for communication among task force members
to avoid alerting the news media at all costs. Reporters and helicopter news units were all equipped with police band scanners and would
phone in any body discovery message to their stations for broadcast. If the Riverman was anything like Ted, he’d surely be watching the five-
o’clock news.

The next step of Ted’s plan was to rapidly deploy surveillance teams and equipment to the area and debrief those who had found the body. A
review of detailed maps of the area with witnesses would also be required, with initial surveillance posts identified. Teams would take up
positions to monitor traffic in the area by recording license plate numbers and types of vehicles traveling key roadways near the site. Team
members would be dressed as civilians, and would drive to posts in old, beat-up four-wheelers, pickups, and station wagons. Ted advised that
officers should never survey the area from a vehicle and that no officer should have to seek camouflaged cover. And, he stressed, officers
should leave no vehicles in the area, nor should people be taxied in and out by police in uniform.

The last phase of part one of Ted’s plan called for a survey team to view the site and determine if it was a Green River site. If it was
determined as such, then part two, a full-scale stakeout, would be enacted. As Ted explained part two to us, he warned us about what we
should expect from the Riverman. Ted believed the Riverman would first drive by the general area of the site a few times. He might park some
distance from the site and hike in. Undoubtedly, the Riverman would closely examine all activity and vehicles in the area before moving in, Ted
said. If the Riverman returned to the site with another body, he would drive as close to the site as he could at a time when there was the least
amount of activity in the area. And finally, he could be expected to turn up at the site at any time, probably on foot. Ted’s surveillance theory was
wonderful except for the fact that we hadn’t found a fresh body at the 20 or so sites we had discovered up to that time. And the way the cases
seemed to have petered out, it didn't look like we would find any new victims there.

Ted closed the second letter by taunting us with what he thought we would be interested in, and he was right. He said that his other ideas
included a method of getting the Riverman to come to us, ways of hunting for his dump sites, and his own profile of the Riverman.

Ted Bundy as the Living Witness

Ted’s communication revealed a great deal about his own behavior, in addition to his thoughts about what the Riverman was like. We felt
Ted couldn’t talk about the Riverman’s behavior without detailing some of his own experiences. It was almost as though Ted wanted to use the
first person rather than the third person to describe the Riverman because he felt he knew the Riverman so well. He crept inside the killer’'s
mind. These were Ted’s experiences, we believed, lusts and predatory strategies that control-type serial killers shared, not with each other
directly, but from a pool common to all of them. From what Ted said, we discerned that each serial killer recognized an “other” on sight, either
by description or through perception, and could relay through “others” the things that he couldn’t say at first about himself. It seemed like Ted
was able to animate the Riverman as a presence, bring him to life in a way that we couldn’t, see through his eyes, and walk in his foot-steps.
That was why it was as if Ted were talking to us at first in a language we couldn’t translate. And that was why it became clear to me that | had to
lay the groundwork for confronting him face-to-face—not only to get Ted’s help in finding the Riverman, but also to get the confessions we so
desperately wanted from Ted himself.
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Innocent Victims

The city of Starke, Florida, was the home of the Florida State Penitentiary, a kind of Serial-Killer Central where some of the South’s most
notorious multiple murderers were waiting on death row to have a seat in Florida’s equally infamous electric chair—"Old Sparky.” Dave
Reichert and | had the privilege of visiting the town and the prison to make face-to-face contact with Ted Bundy. We had booked a room at the
Econoline Lodge, which was about two steps lower than a Motel 6 and our home for two days. We didn’'t want our presence to become general
knowledge, so we registered under Dave Reichert's name—the lower our profile the better. If anyone caught wind that we were interviewing
Bundy, members of the news media would have flocked to the prison like ants on a bird’s carcass, and that was the last thing we wanted.

But Dave Reichert was an iron-pumping fanatic whose body-builder's physique was something to envy. He had carted his dumb-bell weights,
boom box, and aerobic tapes all the way from Seattle to Starke. While we waited through the hours early in the day before seeing Ted, an
upbeat Reichert set up his weights on the motel's lawn to work out in the Florida sunshine. With his well-developed body rocking on the lawn to
an aerobic tape that boomed through the oversized speakers and his weight-lifting technique that made him look more like machine than man,
Reichert captivated the attention of the housekeepers, who were peeking out of windows or standing outside instead of cleaning rooms,
asking, “Who is this hunk?” Word spread fast among the motel employees about the bodybuilder who’d just checked in. It didn’t take them long
to get his name from the front desk and show him their appreciation for the show he’d put on that day. When we left to have dinner and returned
later that afternoon, | noticed that the front marquee brightly displayed WELCOME, DAVE REICHERT. So much for incognito. | asked Dave to request
that the greeting be removed.

First Meeting with Ted

That day, Dave and | made our first visit to the prison. As we pulled up, the lime-green state penitentiary was an impressive sight, rising
austerely and dramatically above the surrounding landscape. The guard tower stood next to the main gate, and the fence that bordered the
penitentiary and grounds was constructed of three separate coils of razor-sharp, 10-foot-high concertina wire. The grass between the wire rolls
was neatly manicured. The sally port entry to the prison, like a hatchway on a naval vessel guarded by sentries, blocked our entry. After
undergoing a search of our possessions, we were taken to Assistant Warden Pete Turner’s office. He had approved our visit before we
arrived. With the savvy of a man who had dealt with hardened cons, he warned us of Bundy's constant game-playing. “Try not to get used by
him; he always has an agenda,” he warned. It was basic advice we wouldn’t forget. Turner led us to a small, drab, cream-colored interview
room. A creaky wooden table and three metal chairs filled the room, and one wall had a barred window that was a constant reminder of
restricted freedom.

Ted, adorned in interwoven chains around his waist, wrists, and arms, looking much like Houdini being led to the water tank, was escorted by
a burly prison guard. His figure was hunched as he said sheepishly, “Hello, 'm Ted.” His reach for my hand was slow, weighted as it was by the
chains of death row. The touch of his hand was sticky wet. Was the great Ted Bundy nervous? As | looked directly into his eyes, they quickly
turned away. Ted’s face was pale, his cheeks hollowed, his eyes lusterless, and his voice feeble. He was almost feral in our presence, like an
animal just out of his cave.

Apologetic about his appearance, Ted expressed reservations about our interview, claiming that he was presumptuous to think he could be
of assistance. Ted was setting the hook convincingly, in a way, we would come to discover, that only he could. What were we supposed to do,
get up and leave? He had a captive audience and all of us knew it. His phony self-effacing attitude and feigned weakness were part of a
preconceived act, a method to sucker us in. Sure, he was partly debilitated, caged together with other murderers on Florida’s death row, but he
was also acting out a weakened state of health as a crutch, just like the arm-in-a-sling ruse he had used so cleverly in the past. Bundy was
working on our sympathy, getting us to drop our guard in order to accept his view of reality. That was how he had lured his victims years earlier,
and that was going to be his approach to us now.

But Ted also desperately wanted some form of validation from us. | was to realize years later that we were part of his grand scheme not only
to extend his life, but to restart it by giving him an investiture as a homicide consultant. As bizarre as this sounds, it was almost as though he
had found new meaning to life right there in the interrogation room on death row. Every body gesture, every aspect of his speech and
phraseology, was keyed to convincing us of his expertise in the field of serial murder. Yet he was also dependent upon our approval that he was
not the hapless person, the outcast of society, that we all knew him to be. Reichert looked at me while Ted settled into his persona for this first
interview. llooked back at him. None of this was going to be easy.

Victim Types

From my point of view, we started with something simple—how the killer approached his victims. Serial killers have been known to
approach their victims at the most opportune moment, when there was the least possibility of detection. People who became victims of a serial
killer were involved in activities that were either high or low risk. Some victims were looking for dates in a bar, were hitching rides from
strangers, or hooking in bars or along the strips of red-light district—all high-risk activities. Those activities made the women easily accessible,
not requiring the sophisticated approach of a predatory and seasoned killer. However, other murder victims were doing things that did not take
them out of the sphere of normal everyday life. They were sleeping in their beds, working at convenience stores, shopping at a mall, or just
walking home. Those low-risk activities were common for most people and required the killer to use premeditated abduction routines in order
to attack his victims. In either case, the killer chose victims who were vulnerable and easy to control. Frequently, victims were small-framed
males and females, the elderly, or children.

Ted believed that the Riverman picked the ideal victim class: the cardate prostitute. These prostitutes had a vested interest in getting into a
car quickly and surreptitiously with any nonthreatening person who appeared to have the necessary cash. But Ted was very cautious about
classifying all the Riverman’s victims as prostitutes. He wanted confirmation that all of the Green River victims were prostitutes at the time they
disappeared. “Were they?” he asked. “All of them?”

“We’re pretty safe in saying that they were all prostitutes,” Reichert told Ted. “If there’s no arrest record filed, we have associates who say
that the victim was known to do a trick here and there. But it doesn’'t necessarily mean that each one of these victims had an arrest record,”



Dave went on.

The fact that some of the victims were not prostitutes was significant to Ted because, in Ted’s experience, those were times when mistakes
occurred. Since Ted had deviated from his own victim class by picking up Brenda Ball at a topless dance tavern frequented by bikers, we felt
that Ted knew the Riverman also approached victims with different lifestyles. Therefore, we knew that Ted was trying to substantiate in his own
mind the reason why the Riverman would pick up women who were not prostitutes. But Ted also warned that those victims not fitting the mold
could have been killed by someone other than the Riverman.

Whether Amina Agisheff, the first victim on the Green River list, was a prostitute was questionable, we explained to Ted. She was known to
hang out at First Avenue and Pike Street, a vice area in downtown Seattle, but she had no record of prostitution arrests. She could have been
mistaken for a street person. On the night she disappeared, she was last seen going to a bus stop and was expected home by her three
children.

Ted explained that for a lot of reasons Agisheff didn't seem to fit the Riverman’s prototypical victim personality. And “that's something you
guys have to deal with, the ones that don't fit. The ones that aren’t prostitutes would be the ones that | would say ‘why?’ How were they
approached? If they're just sort of hanging out, it's one thing for a guy to focus on prostitutes. He has a certain M.O., a way of approaching his
women. [fit's just a matter of driving up somewhat carefully and picking a girl standing on the street corner, well, that doesn’t speak to a very
sophisticated method of approach.”

Whereas on the one hand, Ted was intrigued with the Riverman and his apparent elusiveness, Ted also criticized the killer’s lack of a
calculating and more distinguished approach to his victims. Dave and | knew, and Ted knew also, that the Riverman’s repertoire of victim lures
was limited. His victims were in high-risk environments and were therefore low-risk victims who needed to go with strange men in order to
make money. Technically, a client could “abduct” a prostitute for a couple of hours for the right amount of money. Anyone, even Ted, could
abduct prostitutes, but Ted believed that the Riverman did not rise to his own level of sophistication because the Riverman didn’t venture out
into victim communities where a killer had to use more elaborate techniques to lure the victims away from their safety zones. To serial killers,
this was all part of the cunning and bravado. Ted perceived himself to be the master and, therefore, able to critique others.

But, Ted said, if the Riverman had a “method that's more generalized to pick up anybody he select—if he’s just selecting prostitutes, now,
that's one thing—but maybe later he’s going to start selecting runaways or juvenile delinquents or girls that hang out in bars. They are the kinds
of people who you don’t identify as directly falling into your profile. Let's say he chose those who were not cardate prostitutes, but who are
delinquents and runaway—he just shifted his approach to victims a notch to the right. He’s not going for prostitutes but prostitute-types, who
dress or act or look to him like prostitutes. If you haven’t found them yet, he’s just disposing of them very well or it would be my guess he may
have moved and [is] no longer operating in the King County area.”

The prospect that the Riverman approached and killed victims other than prostitutes was just one of several fascinations Ted had with the
Green River cases. Probably the largest attraction for Ted was his belief that the Green River list of victims was incomplete and should have
included more victims from Pierce County, Ted’s childhood home. Ted would emphasize throughout our interviews that long-term serial killers,
like the Riverman, often have more bodies hidden elsewhere that police haven’t discovered. We suspected, of course, that Ted was also
alluding to himself, holding out the possibility that if interviewers were smart enough and willing to follow Ted down the psychological trail he
blazed, we would find the location of his most private dump sites, which still remained undisturbed. Ted was already, even in that first interview,
inhabiting the mind of the Green River Killer.

Where Was the Riverman From?

“There are people who don’'t appear on your list,” Ted pointed out, “and your statement about possible victims in Pierce County fascinates
me. | don’'t know why. And | just offer it for pure speculation. | think the man’s out of Pierce County. | don’t know why. | just get a strong feeling
he’s out somewhere between the cities of Auburn and Tacoma. | don’t know why. That's why | was so fascinated; | just had a strong feeling the
guy's out of Pierce County and that intrigued me. I said, ‘Whoa. I'd like to find out more about him.”

Ted had good reasons why he thought the Riverman was a fellow Tacoman. “I feel that way because all the victims are moving south from
where they were last seen to where their bodies were discovered. And that could be a deliberate attempt by him to set you off. All the victims,
except for the ones moving west, have moved south from the point where they were last seen, some distance south; it was significant that he
went north of Tacoma. Except for the Tacoma victim, Wendy Coffield, that you put on your list, they're all moving south, and my guess is it's not
a mistake. I think he’s going south—home.

“And he knows the mountain—he’s just saying, ‘Well, 'm going to try this, this time.” But you notice the ones east of Enum-claw; Enumclaw is
really northeast Pierce County, southeast King County. And probably in terms of access to his homing area, one of the nearest mountain-pass
areas to Tacoma, Puyallup, and Auburn area, in terms of getting up to the mountains. And | know that Enumclaw, the area east of Enumclaw,
like the back of my hand, and that is an area—probably what this guy’s looking for. There should be a number of the victims’ bodies up there,
considering you have already found three bodies. When | saw two, | said, ‘There’s more up there.’ | said, ‘There’s at least five more up there.’
Looking at your list, there’s surely more than three. The river, like you say, isn’t the only thing that matters to him, something like, you know, a
needle in a haystack. If you look at your turn-arounds, places to pull off the road, and look at your sites on dirt roads, you might get lucky and find
more bodies, it seems to me.

“What I'm saying is that you guys saw some trends, like the trend to take Seattle victims west and up toward the mountains or way south, or
the trend to get better as time went along, or the trend to go east of Enumclaw after September and October of eighty-three. You know, that
interested me. And | felt from the beginning, though, from what little | knew, selecting these sites with some care, that he’s going back probably
a number of times to bring bodies in the area or to come back and check on a body or check out the area.”

Ted picked up on what seemed to be the Green River Killer’'s pattern of lining up his abduction sites with his body dump sites. Ted
hypothesized that the killer wanted to spend as little time on the road with the victim as possible, probably because he was afraid, and therefore
had come up with specific sites for victim pick-up locations before he struck. In 1984, before we interviewed Ted in Florida, his idea would
have made a workable theory because we still hadn’t uncovered the extent of the killer's movements. However, by 1985, we had realized that
the Green River Killer was traveling over 50 miles between pick-up and dump sites. Nevertheless, even in 1984, the Riverman’s trolling
patterns were intriguing to investigators pursuing a long, cold trail. We used what Ted gave us, however, and tried to get him to help us build
something of a miniprofile.

Ted’s Profile of the Green River Killer

With all the traveling that the Riverman appeared to be doing between Seattle and the remote areas of King and Pierce counties, Dave
Reichert asked Ted, “Has his selection of sites given you any impression at all as to what type of work this guy does? Or what his interests



are?”

Ted answered, “If this guy works, he works at odd hours because he’s Monday through Friday on the victims.” Ted plotted on a map those
victims who were missing and those who were found, and had an almost even distribution Sunday through Saturday with a slight emphasis on
Sunday, if the dates were right. “That's a big if. Of the found victims, the emphasis is clearly on Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,
Thursday. Only one disappeared on Friday and one on Saturday, interestingly enough. But all of them together, it looks like it's fairly even,” Ted
continued, looking at his modus operandi chart. “Those who were missing and not found and those who were missing and found. It's hard to
say in terms of day of the week. He doesn’t have any particular preference. That's kind of odd. | mean, | think it is the lack of a pattern that
strikes me here. If you see something different, tell me. But | looked at the days of the week and that's what | saw.” In other words, we
understood Ted to say, the pattern was that there was no real pattern that police could use to set up surveillance.

As he spoke to us, | could see that Ted was projecting himself into each Green River murder as if he were the killer making decisions on the
spot. Whom to lure? How to lure? Where to drive? This made sense because Ted had the actual experience of scouting victims and making
his getaway to a preselected dump site. Therefore, in any description of the Riverman, there should have been a personal description of Ted.
And inasmuch as the Ted cases in Seattle were open just like the Riverman’s, | was after Ted at the same time | was after the Riverman. |
hoped to catch one by catching the other.

In Ted’s description of the Riverman | was listening for any clue | could find about Ted’s behavior. Could Ted’s disbelief about the lack of a
pattern have revealed something about himself? Either Ted had a discernible pattern to his crimes, known only to himself (we never detected
one), or he was amazed that another killer would have the foresight to assure that a pattern was not detectable. Whatever the reason for
Bundy's fascination with the Riverman’s pattern, it revealed something about Ted'’s thinking.

Traditionally, investigators have looked for patterns in a series of crimes because it offers the possibility of catching the perpetrator in the act
by staking out the next predictable location at the time he is expected to strike. This procedure is most effective for apprehending suspects who
rob fast-food stores or burglarize homes. And, because it is an effective method for catching some criminals, it is a frequently used procedure
in multiple-murder investigations, probably for the lack of anything better to try. But in all fairness, using pattern identification to predict the time
to stakeout certain locations has been successful in a few serial-murder investigations. The most famous and successful stakeout of a serial
killer was for the Atlanta child murders investigation. Our investigation had borne out what Ted said.

At several points in our conversation, Ted justified his answers by stating, “Let me say, first of all, | have a lot of preconceptions based on
nothing, just based upon feeling, intuition. And then | got your list of victims’ bodies and their locations, and it reshaped a lot of my feelings
about looking at what you actually had here—in terms of when your victims disappeared, when and where they were found. It's kind of
fascinating watching some of this unfold, assuming they're all related, and I'd say there’s a good chance that they are. | mean, obviously, they're
closely related. And so | sat down and | started taking notes. And | don’t know where to start. | guess what confounds me is the fact that even
though—as you correctly pointed out—you're dealing with a class of victims who are hard to trace and are hard to investigate, who disappear
without being reported, whose movements are hard to trace, whose friends are difficult to run down.”

The Green River Murders Task Force had two detectives who were exclusively devoted to following up missing-persons investigations. It was
an endless task since Washington’s police agencies did not prioritize missing-persons investigations unless there was an obvious indication of
foul play. Even more neglected were the runaway-juvenile reports. So the task force detectives ended up with mountains of names on many lists
that they had to verify with missing-persons lists. In many cases, nobody had cleared the missing person’s name from the police computer
when he or she returned, which further complicated the task. Ted was very aware of this problem. Ted’s surmised that the Riverman had figured
out this police shortcoming by now as well.

Ted went on to say, “Still, quite significant to me is that after October 1983, it dropped off like it did. Nobody has turned up yet. And 'm not
saying he’s stopped. Like you said, that's no guarantee he stopped. But he’s gotten a lot smarter, somehow. Something has changed around
October of eighty-three, because he may not have moved. He may not have been struck by lightning.”

Up to this point, we had found no victims or had any reports of missing persons that would indicate that the killer operated after late 1983.
So, displaying just normal curiosity, Reichert asked Ted if he thought it was possible for the killer to stop.

The gleaming smirk on Ted’s face was his answer. “No! Not unless he was born again and got filled with the Holy Spirit in a very real way.”
And, indeed, Ridgway had become a Pentacostal Christian for a time. “He’s either moved, he’s dead, or he’s doing something very different.”
The prospect that the Riverman was murdering in a different way was frightening. What vould he be doing differently? | thought.

After pausing for a while as if he were meditating, Bundy announced, “My feelings are this! There’s no question in my mind, if he’s
straightened up, he’s changed his victim class just a little, dealing with runaways, generally, rather than prostitutes specifically. He broadened
out a little bit more just to deal with runaways and delinquents, was more careful in the way that he disposed of their bodies, and there’s no
question that this explains the apparent drop-off.” As it turned out, Bundy was correct on this assumption as well. Gary Ridg-way was targeting
younger victims, runaways, and delinquents, many of whom were cocaine addicts desperate for money for their score.

“And I've thought of it every way that | could—days of the week, frequency by month, any intense periods, more intense than other—things like
this. And you were still finding people when he was still killing. For instance, he appears, and there’s no guarantee of course, to have begunin
July of eighty-two, and you've gone over this a thousand times, but forgive me if 'm boring you!”

Early Victims

Ted was on a roll of redundancy. A casual look in another direction and a well-placed yawn caught Ted’s eye. He needed, frantically, to
continue his message as Dr. Berberich had said he would. | showed Ted, through deliberate body language, that what he was saying was
unimportant to me, and he tried even harder to please by providing even more information. Ted now had to impart that the first victim in a series
known to the police was generally not the first victim killed by a serial killer. As Ted had killed many before the police had located his “first’
victim, the Riverman probably started killing long before our file on him had come into existence.

He continued aggressively, “It's a good chance Agisheff or Coffield is not his number-one victim. Coffield is fascinating. And not only in terms
of the geographic area.” Coffield disappeared from Ted’s home territory and Ted continually stressed that any references to the Tacoma or
Pierce County area were important. It was as if the Riverman had been created in Ted’s mirror image, in that he began his homicide career in
Tacoma, Washington, Ted’s home.

Reichert pressed on. “Why is she fascinating?”

“‘Well,” Ted answered, “ 'cause she disappeared from Tacoma. At least, it appears that she was last seen in Tacoma. Now, she may have
migrated up to Pacific Highway South. Who knows? And you may know something about that, that | don’t.

“Butit’s a little bit odd, for instance, if you consider Agisheff your number one on this particular Green River list, if in fact—and that’s a big if—
she disappeared on the seventh of July, and then Coffield—and back on the seventh to downtown Seattle. Agisheff's body was found up by
North Bend near I-ninety. Less than twenty-four hours later, this guy has dumped a body and he’s gone to all this trouble late on the seventh. He
runs up to North Bend and drops off Agisheff and then goes down the next day to Tacoma and drops Coffield off in a river—there’s something



here.

“And there are age differences that kind of startle me, too,” Ted went on. “Agisheff is thirty-six; Coffield is sixteen. That's a little bit weird. All
the running around within one day, a twenty-four-hour period, more or less. | don't know how much we want to check on these places and dates,
probably not a great deal, but they're all you got to work with.”

I suggested, “Well, actually, the times might be screwed up, but the date—"

And Ted interrupted, “The dates are more reliable than the time.”

Ted seemed fascinated by our mentions of the dates and times of the crimes on the reference list of victims we sent to him. He questioned
the reliability of dates and times because he knew from experience that the dates police assigned to events sometimes bore little relation to
when the events actually took place. Therefore, the issue of the reliability of dates and times was important to Ted. Unfortunately, in some
cases, the time was more reliable than the date because some of the victim’s pimps recalled the time better than what day of the week it was,
mainly because they knew what time they usually sent their ladies out to hook. Their memories were affected not only by their reluctance to talk
with the police but also by the passage of time from when they last saw their prostitutes to when investigators interviewed them. We also
surmised that because of the extensive use of drugs on the Sea-Tac strip, many recollections of potential witnesses were clouded by their drug
use as well as by alcohol use or by the aberrant behavior that governed their daily routines.

Reichert flattered Ted and deliberately bolstered his feelings of self-importance by asking, “You said something that interested me. You said
that it was weird, the difference in age, thirty-six to six-teen. Why is that weird?” Bundy was always in search of what was going on in the
Riverman’s head. | suspected that Ted thought it might give him a clue to what was driving him as well.

Ted thought for a second and answered, “Oh, what does this guy got going on in his head? What's he looking for? And it's hard to say. You
have some variation here, with one of the black victims being thirty-one, but most of them are sixteen to twenty. Agisheff may have looked
younger. | don’t know. If's just the age and then the geographic differences and the closeness in the time and the difference in where he
dumped her. Why would he dump one up in the mountains and another one in the Green River the next day? Why? | mean, you can ask that
question if you get him, if you ever find him. But it seems to me those circumstances, but not necessarily, eliminate Agisheff as a victim of the
Riverman. You know that Coffield is a part of it because of all these other people found in the Green River. But Agisheff is up in North Bend. You
notice that all of the victims along Fninety, near North Bend, were last seen or hooking in Seattle. Where did Yates disappear? Downtown
Seattle, right?”

Dump Site Patterns

Ted believed that he had plotted the abduction locations and body discovery sites correctly and made a prediction about the killer. “You
notice all the North Bend victims are from Seattle. And opposed to those in the Green River area, in fact, all of those in there, are Pacific
Highway South victim—except Delores Williams.” He became even more emphatic. “In fact, he took all the Seattle victims either east or south,
where his Pacific Highway South victims are right near Sea-Tac Airport, Star Lake Road, and the Green River.”

Ted went on, “Delores Williams, a black girl out of downtown Seattle, very well could have hopped a bus and been on the street down on
Pacific Highway South. | don’'t know. But if she disappeared from Seattle, she is an anomaly because her body is the only body at these four
major dump sites that did not disappear from Pacific Highway South or that general area. All the other Seattle victims went east, south, or
southeast—way away. That’s what | notice.

“I'l bet you your bones twenty-five and fifteen that were found east of Seattle—still unidentified—will probably turn out to have disappeared
from Seattle,” Ted firmly predicted. “For some reason, he’s running off, abducting and dumping the Seattle victims in a much different way than
he was the Pacific Highway South victims.”

Dave and | learned quickly that questions framed with particular words allowed Ted to expound more openly without the immediate fear that
he was revealing information about himself. Words like “would you speculate” or “why do you think” were intentionally part of our interview
strategy because they enabled him to believe that he was distancing himself from self-incriminating statements. Because Dave and | knew that
Bundy’s basis for speculation and hypothesis came from his own feelings and his similar crimes in the exact same areas, we knew that in
reality Ted was talking about his own behavior. Reichert pointedly asked, “Do you have any speculation as to why he may be doing that?”

Now behaving as if he had become our mentor, Ted said, “Well, first of all, he’s trying to dispose of the bodies where they won't be found.
This guy doesn’t want to get caught. Neither does he want any of his bodies found. I think it's clear that, over time, you can see him trying to
improve his dump sites. He’s trying to get better at disposing of those bodies.”

We were watching a classic performance of a serial killer’s bravado. Ted had eluded us for years in King County and he believed he would
have gotten away with the Colorado and Utah murders had he not been stopped by the trooper. He had beaten us at our own game and now
we had come to his cell to learn from him. Thus, he could be almost professorial in his explanation of why not only the Riverman was eluding us,
but how he did it as well, albeit without confessing to a single incident. Ted would change back and forth from first person to third person
continuously throughout our conversations to emphasize his point. With his ego swelling almost to a point of explosion, Ted was obliging, but
critical, in his assessment of the Riverman'’s ability to learn from one murder to the next.

“Generally speaking, looking at them all, I'd say, ‘Well, he’s really clumsy. | would not have done it that way.’ But who knows. With his mental
apparatu—you're given what he thinks is effective and what isn’t. But | think as far as the downtown Seattle victims went, there was obviously no
close-by place to dump them. Along Pacific High-way South, he’s got all this stuff within, you know, short driving distance. It appears to me that
they're killed shortly after he picks them up because he’s not going far with them. That's just a real right-off-the-cuff guess.” Ted smiled coyly as
if the word guess was a modest expression of fact from the mouth of the only authority. Cocksure, he felt that he had opened the Riverman’s
mind for us. But what Ted did not know, nor did we, was that the Green River Killer was taking a large number of his victims back to his very
own house.

Easy Victims

While Ted was on a roll, | wanted to continue with the idea that the Riverman picked on easy victims, knowing that Ted thought that, too.
And, once again, | knew | was feeding his ego even more when | suggested that, unlike Ted’s ruses and lures with coeds on campuses and ski
resorts, the Riverman’s picking up streetwalkers by car didn’t take much skill. “Almost all of them,” | said, setting up Ted, “were exclusively
cardate prostitutes. They're not the type that have a motel room they take somebody back to. So they're all eligible for the car.”

Not wanting simply to agree with me, Ted responded, “That's what | was going to ask. Were they plying their trade on the streets or inside
establishments? Were they standing on the street?”

“Standing,” I said.

Ted answered, “He’s not taking their car.” Thus, Ted reinforced his own ego and our own belief that the Riverman’s pickups couldn’'t have



been any easier. He took the most wulnerable, most available victim—people who wouldn't be missed until days or weeks after their
disappearance. Furthermore, he took them to the nearest dump site he could find after spending as little time with them as possible.

Now that Dave and | had stroked Ted’s ego and had him speaking very comfortably about the Riverman, it was time to get him
psychologically closer to his own murders. We began with caution by asking, “Why do you think that he’d picked up two in one day?” | reminded
him, “He had a couple of them at the same time.”

Ted didn't appear to suspect my motive. He gave my question some thought and listed the possibilities of the Riverman’s thinking
processes. “l thought about that for a long time,” he said. “He got Agisheff and Coffield, who were close in time. He got Hinds and Mills on the
eleventh and twelfth of August. And then you had Pitsor and Gabbert snatched on April 17. And Bush and Summers. This guy gets hot, he gets
hot—I guess. It's possible he picked them up both at the same time, and all you have is a discrepancy in date.”

Then he conjectured about the racial makeup of the victim list. “You know, you have a black victim and a white victim here, then another black
victim, | believe. Lee is white, but they're one day apart from each other. And Bush and Summers are both black, | believe. So they may have
been together. You know, | don’t know how they take care of business, but maybe he just put himself in a position of picking up two at the same
time. It might not be because he wanted to, but because he just got locked into a situation where he was so driven he had to. He saw one, and
to get one he had to get two, and took two.”

Ted was putting himself right into the mind of the killer on the street, and there was a validity to what he was saying. Maybe the killer couldn’t
isolate a single victim from time to time. He was cruising, saw a particularly vulnerable-looking streetwalker, but she was not alone. He would
have rather had the one, but had to take the other just to make the pickup. It made sense once you put yoursel—like Ted, who had obviously
been there—into the mind of the Riverman driving along the strip.

Ted continued. “But it does seem to confound the general pattern where he goes for one, you know. One person is easier to control than two,
unless he has a very good technique. And no one has escaped from this guy, and, obviously, he has a very good technique once he makes the
move. But it's clear he gets very intense. And, it could be that he did come back one day and then another. But when you get in with two blacks
together here and two blacks together, maybe he just had to take two to get one. Or maybe, he was so ‘hot,” he was so driven, that he had to go
one day and come back the next, although it doesn'’t fit the general pattern. My guess would be he had to pick up two to get one.”

Living Victims

Bundy and other serial killers, such as John Wayne Gacy and Wayne Williams, had living victims or witnesses who eventually came forward
to testify against them. Thus, we assumed, there were living victims of the Green River Killer. And we were right, as it turned out. We wanted to
pursue with Ted this very possibility to see how he would react, especially in light of Carol DaRonch’s escape from him and her subsequent
testimony.

Dave Reichert sneaked up on this question, asking, “Would there be anything unusual that he might do that maybe our officers have not
asked living prostitutes about? Because we interviewed prostitutes out there, of course, in the areas where prostitution occurs. Is there anything
that you can think of that our officers might be asking these girls that this person displayed in his contact?”

Ted knew exactly what Reichert was referring to—living victim—and he offered his own opinion eagerly. “I think there’s an excellent chance
that he has picked up a number of prostitutes who he’s later released, for any number of reasons. Perhaps he just felt an unusual wave of
compassion. Maybe he was surprised at some point and felt it's too risky to kill that particular individual. Maybe somebody saw him at some
point in time after he had made contact with her, or maybe it's just entirely too risky to go through with it. But | think he’s doing it fairly quickly—
he’s probabily killing them fairly quickly. At least most of them, maybe not all of them.”

Trying to make Bundy think and work in order to give us something to use that we hadn’t already thought of, Reichert clarified the question by
asking, “l guess what I'm getting at—is there anything this guy would say to the ones that he let go? Is there anything that he would do to maybe
tip them off? ‘I think | left a killer’? He released them, but they don’t call us, and we end up interviewing them later. Maybe we’re not asking the
right questions to get the information that we need.”

Patiently, like a mentor to his attentive students, Ted continued with, “Well, what I've outlined before is nobody has gotten away from him,
once he’s made his move, that | know of.” Ted momentarily avoided this issue by asking his own question. “Is this true? | mean, he’s not tried to,
you don’'t have anybody who'’s pulled a gun on somebody or tried to tie them up or whatever, do you?”

“No,” said Reichert reluctantly as if not wanting to admit it. Dave had searched high and low for anyone who had escaped the Riverman and
could have revealed what was behind his mask. In November 1984, however, Rebecca Gande Guay would tell the Task Force that she was a
living victim of the Green River Killer, but Ridgway would be able to explain her complaint away by saying that she bit him and he reacted in
self-defense when he choked her.

Noticing that Dave was beginning to wear his feelings of frustration with the Green River cases, | interrupted with, “We’ve had all kinds of
kinky incidents happen with prostitutes out there.”

Ted reassured us. “Sure. That's the problem.”

| continued. “So we more than likely have identified those type of people. We’ve followed up on those incidents and discovered that they were
not associated with the Green River Killer, but that's different. We don’'t have anybody—we feel anyway—that's escaped from him.”

After a minute of reflection, Ted sat up in his chair and his eyes positively gleamed with the light of revelation. “Sure,” he said. “l see what you
mean. Whatever he’s doing, he’s doing it very effectively. | mean, he’s done three dozen at least and nobody's gotten away from him. That's
very impressive. Sometimes, it looks like he might have two at a time. It's hard to tell. What 'm saying is, my guess is he’s driving to a location
he feels very safe in, where he can make a move. Okay? And if there’s trouble, nobody will hear or see any kind of struggle or whatever he ends
up doing effectively to take control of his victims. And so | don't know how these prostitutes conduct their business once they get in the car, but |
guess it is fairly standard procedure to go somewhere where they won’t be observed. But this guy is going to go somewhere, at least initially.
My guess would be that he makes a move and there’s no question in his mind. If there is trouble or some kind of problem, they won’t be seen or
witnessed by anybody passing by.”

Ted knew he was on the right track. “One of the questions | would ask, that comes just off the top of my head, is ‘Have any of your clients
taken you to locations that were particularly remote or secluded?’ See what 'm saying? As far as him saying something—"You got away from
me this time’—something obvious. You know, like you say, you're going to have men, clients of these women, who are fairly bizarre in their
relationships with women for one reason or another. And if they say something out of the ordinary, | don’t know that it would be significant. My
guess is that he’s making his move really quickly, and he’s doing it in locations he’s very confident in making a move in.

“Unless he has a unique kind of vehicle—you know, a van, for instance, gives him a lot more control, as opposed to an automobile, where
you can see any kind of struggle inside the windows. So, that's just the first thing that comes to mind, but let me think about it, and that's one of
the things ['ll write back to you on.”



Victim Pick-up Locations

It was time to turn up the heat a little by confronting Ted about what he had delicately avoided up to that point. We at times wanted to see
how Ted handled slightly antagonistic questions. | pressed by inquiring about the pick-up point. Ted had strayed away from talking about that in
detail. Of course, he had a reason. He wanted us to show him photographs of dead bodies. We had predicted that crime scene photos would
refuel him, but we weren't yet ready to launch into that stage of the questioning. We wanted Ted to go through all the elements of the initial
contact sites with us first.

| asked, “You seem to concentrate on how important the dump sites are, but the pick-up points are too. The killer is there, he created activity,
and he felt comfortable. And the pick-up points, quite frankly, are heavily patrolled. | mean, police contact at those locations routinely, not only
with john patrols, where we’re trying to catch the johns, but there are police officers out there busting prostitutes all the time. And generally
there’s a lot of police around there. How does he feel so good in there?” We wanted to know how the predatory killer knew how to act only when
there was the least possibility of detection.

Ted’s explanation involved how comfortable a long-term serial killer really was in his familiar surroundings. He was presumably also talking
about his own high comfort levels on college campuses, ski resorts, beach parties, and anywhere coeds gathered. He, therefore, was more
than confident in his answer. “The same way that Wayne Williams felt so good in Atlanta. He knew that scene inside and out and operated in
spite of all the heat that was coming down in Atlanta. There was more heat in Atlanta than there was in any case, you know, maybe except for
yours now. Because there were young black children disappearing, there was an incredible amount of pressure, as 'm sure you're aware, and,
yet, he was just doing his thing. Even after all that publicity and all that heat. Why? Because he knew that scene inside and out. He was a fish in
water. And that's why—in that last letter | wrote to you—even though | was sort of speculating, you know, rashly at times, my feeling was, even
with what little | knew, that your man was a part of the sub-culture that these women found themselves in.”

“A fish in water.” That was Ted in Seattle’s U-district and that was the Green River Killer on the Sea-Tac strip. Bundy continued along this
same line. “Now, | don’'t know if you can say there is a particular set of factors which characterize the subculture of prostitution, but I try to
perceive it as a subculture that involves, you know, drugs and runaways and certain individuals just comfortable in dealing with that kind of
scene, whether it be the bar scene or the drug scene and the prostitute and runaway scene. The person who’s doing it knows it very well. He
knows these individuals. He knows how to manipulate them. He might not even be coming up to them as a john, even though that appears to be
the most reasonable explanation.”

The Approach

It was as if a bell had gone off. Ted identified an approach to the prostitute-type victim that, up to this point, our investigators had not been
able to pursue. Maybe a prospective john was not the abductor. Maybe it was someone coming in under completely different camouflage and
was slipping right through our net. It was a disturbing realization since the proactive methods we were using to detect the killer were heavily
focused on his being a frequent customer of prostitutes. Stubbornly, Dave said, “Well, he sure doesn't stick out like a sore thumb, that's for
sure.”

With the assurance of an expert, Ted proudly explained, “No! Sure, and he’s not your typical client. And my feeling about the guy is he’s very
low-key and inoffensive. My guess is he’s got more than one approach to these girls.”

Feeding Ted’s ego with his tone of voice while at the same time probing for some angle the killer may be using, Dave asked, “Have you
thought about the approach at all?”

Ted immediately responded, “l have. You know, what the hooker might be.”

“What do you think he’s accomplishing then?” Dave asked.

“If he were just some john driving in and snatching prostitutes,” Ted said, “l think you would have caught him by now. But, like | say, | think he
knows what these girls are like and what they need. Whether he’s coming on as a john or, in fact, maybe offering them employment, money, or
drugs, I've thought out the various ways he might approach them, even calling them on the phone. Let's say somehow he was able to contact
them by phone—some of them, not all of them. 'm not saying he has one technique. In fact, he may not be a wizard, but he’s bright enough to
understand that he can’'t be approaching the same way every time. He knows that those areas are under heavy surveillance, even under the
best of times. But he was going back there after the heat was on. | continually was amazed by this guy’s balls. | mean, after all the victims he’d
snatched from Pacific Highway South, it seems that they continued to disappear from there. My guess is that he just blends into that
environment—he may be a familiar-type character to that area. He may feel so comfortable with these type of women and understand them so
well, he knows how to manipulate them.”

Ted was on a roll and needed to be brought back to our line of questioning, so, | asked, “How stable do you think he is in his occupation?
Probably our number-one ruse is to pose as a cop, because that happens all the time. They show badges, flash badges. The city of Portland is
going crazy right now. Cops can’'t even go up and interview the prostitutes because there’s so many johns out there flashing badges at them.
And just getting it for nothing.”

Ted admitted, somewhat embarrassed because I'd mentioned the cop lure that he himself had used in Salt Lake City before he mentioned it,
“Yeah, you're right. | left out parts of my number-one ruse or lure. Well, | don't think it'd be my number one, necessarily. Maybe number two
would be the police badge. You know that commands a lot of power. At least initially, until the cover is blown. | mean, Bianchi and his cousin,
the Hillside Stranglers, stretched that to the limits down in Los Angeles. That's a good one, except, like you say, these girls, after a period of
time, the prostitutes that are working Pacific Highway South, must have been very wary of something, even a cop flashing a badge. | don’t know
what their reaction would be. But after a while, | think even that would scare them.”

He continued along the same line, explaining the way the Green River Killer tentatively approached his victims, bouncing off the ones that
seemed resistant, and luring the ones who went along with his ruse. “Im sure you've interviewed them and asked if they've had people
approach them flashing badges, and that’s probably another question you should ask. Again, 'm sure you've asked it. To all the prostitutes out
there, have they been approached by anybody flashing badges, because my guess is if the guy is using that technique, sooner or later he’s
going to run into somebody, flashes a badge on her, and something happens. She either backs away or somebody, some other event,
intervenes, because he’s not getting everybody he approaches.”

Undoubtedly, Ted was thinking of his attempted abduction of Carol DaRonch and how his use of a badge was not that convincing. Unlike
other killers who had been successful in their ruses as cops, Ted was not only singularly unsuccessful in luring his victim, that victim turned out
to be the lone living witness whose testimony landed Ted in jail in Utah and began, at least in his mind, the unraveling of his criminal career.
Accordingly, in the same way that Ted didn’t get DaRonch, he predicted that the Green River Killer “[is] not getting everybody he approaches,
whether he’s successful or not. Some of them he’d only make contact with. Using all his mental powers to assess the situation, and he’s in the
progress of trying to convince her to go with him, something doesn't feel right. She doesn’'t appeal to him for some reason. And you know that
too. If he fails as Bono and Bianchi did—at least once that | know of—that's going to be something to follow up on. And | don’t know if you have



any reports like that or not in the Green River case. You say it's happening in Portland. Because these prostitutes are so wary, | think the guy is
coming on really low-key, [in a] nonthreatening manner. And he knows them so well and | don’t think he’s coming on as a cop. Because if he
did, Ithink you'd know about it. You'd have a pretty good feeling about it. That's not to say he’s never done it or hasn’'t thought about doing it, or
wouldn't try it, you know.”

Even more disturbing for proactive strategies, Ted gave us a picture of how serial killers invent new ways of approaching their victims and
why they are so able to slip through defenses. “But if he’s always reading—T Il bet you, like | say—some people—hundred—read Field and
Stream, this guy’s reading True Detective. So he’s always thinking of new ways. My guess is he’s so nonthreatening, so low-key, he knows
them so well, that either he’s coming on sometimes with a job or sometimes with something else. And what that something else might be is
anybody’s guess.”

Ted was intuitive about our interest in what he was saying. Our curiosity was probably written across our faces. Next, Ted wanted to know
whether the victims were clothed. | pressed him for what significance that had to him. He eagerly responded, as if he were putting himself at the
actual dump sites, by saying, “Well, let's assume you had victims who were not prostitutes, and obviously he’s coming on to them—and this is
what | feel—he has a method of approach. He has a lure or a ruse which applies to more than just prostitutes. He’s not walking up to them and
saying, ‘Okay, hey, baby, you want to go for a ride?’You know, ‘Pay you fifty bucks or whatever to go.’ If you have victims who are not
prostitutes, it says he has a ruse that's more generalized. That he’s in fact not coming on all the time as a john. That he’s coming on as
something else. Or offering them something else. See what 'm getting at?”

We nodded. We were getting somewhere. He continued to draw us a picture of the Green River Killer at work as if he had teleported himself
directly into the guy’s brain and was looking at victims through his eyes. “If he picked up a hitchhiker or somebody who’s in a bar who may have
dressed like, acted like, or looked like a prostitute, but in fact was not, who may have appealed to this man for one reason or another—she
would not have responded to an approach that a john would make to a prostitute. Then | would say you have a guy who’s obviously capable of
using ruses that are not applicable only to prostitutes.”

There were times when Ted would lose his focus or when he would seem to be ill at ease while talking to us. These lapses, our psychological
research into Ted’s case told us, resulted from Ted’s very severe ego issues. We were prepared for this, of course, and had a variety of
techniques to focus the interview back on Ted’s thought process, while at the same time getting to focus on our concerns. One of these was to
repeat a phrase that Ted was using to bring him back to a point in the conversation that we wanted him to elaborate on. Specifically, our using
Ted’s own words to frame a question made him feel comfortable and, in a way, obligated to answer. Words like this guy, his thing, get what Im
getting at, and you knowwere frequently part of Ted’s phraseology. So | asked, “What is this guy's thing? Is he all wrapped up in the approach,
wrapped up in the event, or wrapped up in postevent behavior? There’s three questions there. What is he like after each of these, you know,
like he might be somebody's neighbor or live-in boyfriend for a while. Is there something here that we could key on about his before or after
behavior that somebody else might see? We have a lot of people that call in, and they give us indications there’s something wrong with this
potential suspect, and | don’t know what it is. Something happened before, something happened after. Understand what I'm getting at?”

Of course, Ted realized what | was getting at, and it was the last thing he wanted to talk about. We knew from the postmortem medical
reports from Utah and from Florida that Ted had committed acts on his victims after death. In other words, he was a necrophiliac, and he knew
we knew it. It was the one part of his criminal behavior that truly embarrassed him because it satisfied him sexually by going right to the center
of his dysfunctional need for control. Bundy was so severe a sexual deviant that he was probably unable to reach an orgasm unless his victim
was dead or unconscious. Women threatened him. He was petrified of his victims, which was why he had to take control of them and
incapacitate them. Everything—his ruses, lures, traps, murders, and dump site—was secondary to his sexual satisfaction at having a dump site
where his victims would wait for him in silent decay. Sitting there in that visitor's death row reception room in the Florida State Penitentiary,
Bundy knew that we knew his deepest and most intimate sexual desires, even though he pretended to be aloof and on a throne of superiority.

He was not about to talk about postevent sexual gratification. “Yeah,” he said. “l see what you're getting at. When | don’'t know something, [l
tell you. When | don’t have a feeling for something, I'll tell you. And | don’'t have a feeling for that. | don’t know what condition the bodies were in
or anything and, you know, if you have any evidence if they were sexually assaulted or have been somewhat physically traumatized. And | think,
quite frankly, in most of your cases there’s no evidence at all, that would help you on that. And | just don’t know. | can answer part of your
question, or try to answer part of your question.”

The Thrill of the Hunt

Ted quickly turned to what he wanted to talk about. “I think that the hunt, the searching out, is always a big thing for him. He’s probably
invested a lot of time and effort into it. And you asked another question earlier. Well, how would this affect his job? Well, | think, you know,
especially in that period from July eighty-two until October of eighty-three, he was doing two and three a month, and some months he was doing
four and five. And that takes an enormous amount of effort and concentration. And to be able to hold down any kind of serious job under those
circumstances can be extremely difficult. And this is why | think his employment history might be somewhat uneven. And | would expect also that
he’s not earning a lot of money. Or he would range further away, or that might be one of the reasons why he’s stuck around so long.”

At the same time as Ted was describing the practical difficulties of being a serial killer and holding down a full-time job, he was also blowing
his own horn. Ted was a superannuated perpetual graduate student whose lifestyle was campus-oriented. In order to live among his victim
pool, Ted had worked out the logistics of attending classes, holding down jobs that would earn him a living, and killing full-time. Thus, he was
well prepared to discuss the Riverman’s predicament. “Quite frankly, he might not have been able to afford to go further or take more time off
from work. There are other explanations, but that one appeals to me. But as to what he might do to them once he gets them, that's a big blank
spotin my mind. | don’'t know. I mean, | can’'t even begin to guess. Boy. Although | think he probably is a good deal more interested in, or caught
up in the hunt than the actual doing of the deed. But that’s only a guess.”

Ted focused on the hunt because he was so intense about the hunt himself, which was part of the thrill of anticipating his exercising complete
control of a victim’s body. Feeding off our previous discussion about the Riverman’s picking on less-sophisticated victims and wanting to
pursue the profile of the killer that Ted had held out for us, | asked, “In the hunt, he’s initially picked on an easily approachable victim. If he is
wrapped up in the hunt, comparatively speaking, to going into a bar and picking up somebody or stopping by a bus stop and seeing if
somebody wants a ride, he doesn’'t seem to be that skilled. And he’s picking on a very vulnerable population that’s right there.”

Ted said, “That’s a good observation.” Even Reichert was amazed at Bundy's bravado in complimenting me on simply repeating what Bundy
himself had said just moments earlier. But | wanted to make Ted feel superior. That was part of our strategy. | indirectly complimented Bundy in
return by saying that the Riverman, unlike Bundy, “doesn’t have to work that hard, in my opinion. He’s a lazy son of a bitch. You know.”

Ted jumped at the compliment. “That’s right!” he almost shouted. “That'’s right! Although | think, again my guess is, he’s a little bit more skilled
than we might think if, in fact, he’s picking on people who are not prostitutes, who are close to being prostitutes, who are vulnerable. Maybe
‘cause they're runaways, maybe 'cause they're lonely, and on the run or need some drugs, or something. But you're right. He is lazy, and | say
not lazy. He’s pretty sharp in one respect. None of them have gotten away from him. He’s definitely thought a lot of this stuff out. He may not be



very sophisticated in his approach, but given time, he’s working onit.” He truly believed that the Riverman picked up more than just prostitutes.

“And if,” Bundy continued, “he ever feels like he has to change a class of victims, comes up with a more sophisticated approach, then you will
find him. And you're going to see that start to show up. But right now, he is picking on somebody that’'s vulnerable. And it's good for him in the
sense he doesn’t have to work that hard. He also knows that it's not just vulnerable victims, but police have a devil of a time investigating the
disappearances precisely because of the kind of women they are. So it may not be easy because they're wulnerable, but also because their
murders and disappearances are difficult to investigate. But what really intrigues me is—and once again the fact that you don't really have
anybody other than prostitute types—you don’t have any other apparent nonprostitute cases in eighty-four that you discovered. And if you had a
number of prostitutes who disappeared in eighty-four, they'd be on your list, | would suspect.”

In fact, some of the victims on the Riverman’s list were not confirmed prostitutes. | reminded him of that. “Well, we’ve got one that's on the list
that probably is not a prostitute, but because of the time, we’d have to put them on the list. We have some missing prostitutes that cannot be
accounted for; their bodies have not been discovered yet. Some are prolific travelers from city to city.”

Dave pressed on about the hunt by saying, “Let's go back to the hunt for a minute. You might have covered this already a little bit. How would
you think he conducts the hunt?”

“Well,” Ted said, now hypothesizing ex cathedram electricus, as it were, and going back to my earlier assumption that he already had an
insight into this, “the kind of subculture out there is a part of what he understands. Or he has observed them in the past, or he’s been in the
same kind of environment where they lived and worked. He understands their movements. So his hunt is somewhat simplified by the fact that
he understands, more or less, he knows where they are, generally, and how they behave and where he can find them.”

Dave asked, “Do you think that he parks his vehicle?”

“Oh, sure,” Ted answered, even before Reichert had a chance to complete his question. “And just watches.”

Dave continued. “Does he drive up and down and make notes of certain people walking on the highways? Maybe he stops and talks and
visits with this person who later turns out to be his victim. Do you think that there is some kind of a need for him to get to know that person?”

Ted never felt the need to know any woman he killed, except maybe Lynda Healy, but he wasn’'t about to admit that. Killing, for Ted, was
probably the gateway to the act of knowing, to the only real intimacy he would ever experience with another human being. Even Liz Kendall,
although she was his fiancée and lived with him, would never be as much an object of intimate bonding the way Georgeann Hawkins would
become on the night of her abduction and murder. His victims were his relationships, and it was through that dysfunction that he was able to talk
about the comings and goings of the Green River Killer.

Ted grudgingly answered Dave’s question. “I don’t know about that,” he said. “But your earlier question, is he closely observing the scene?
And I have to say this guy is in and out and closely observing his victims, if not all the time in the area, at least a particular victim some period of
time. He’s going to a great deal of trouble to check out the area, and everything that goes on in that area. It's not just the prostitutes or the
police. He's very conscious of the police. | bet you he can feel them, undercover or whatever, because he’s very conscious of not wanting to
have anybody observe him approach one of those girls, but also because, you know, he’s lived in that scene long enough; he knows what they
look like. He can sense when they're coming. And so he’s very conscious of all kinds of activity. And my guess is, generally speaking—and I'm
sure there are exception—when he’s just driving along and sees something he likes, it feels right, he looks around, parks the car and, you
know, starts looking. | don’t know how many suspect vehicles you may have on your list, but 'm pretty sure he’s very careful about where he puts
his car. | just don’t think he’s the type that's going to drive up to the curb and have them get in. That might be another question you've probably
already asked your ladies out there—if they have to walk any distance to his car. And is his car parked in kind of an unusual place. Have you
asked that question?”

We hadn't.
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Hunting the Killer

In my experience, the hunt for the killer is as exhilarating for the detective as the hunt for victims seems to be for the killer, especially when
you feel that you're making headway on a case. Unfortunately, too many times during a long-term investigation much of what is done feels
useless and nonproductive. Investigators find themselves following leads on many different theories promoted during the case. One of those
time-consuming theories that required a lot of follow-up regarding the Riverman was that he would deliberately draw attention to himself by
contacting members of the news media and using them to communicate with police authorities.

There was bloodthirsty competition for Green River news among the hundreds of reporters who came to Seattle from around the world during
the height of the investigation. At this time, media types became relentless in their pursuit of information, especially that from task force
members, that would satisfy their daily, sometimes hourly, need for a story. When someone was identified as a potential suspect, the media
suddenly had a story to market and took advantage of this situation each time it arose. Between the tabloid newspapers, the tabloid television
programs, and the talk shows, suspects became marketable commodities and some defense lawyers became nothing more than publicity
agents. One suspect in particular had excessive contact with the news media after it became known that he was a “person of interest” in our
case. Dave Reichert and | asked Bundy about this type of personality and how it related to the Green River Killer.

Publicity-Seeking Suspects

Ted asked, “You mean after he’s come in contact with you?”

“Yeah, make it a game,” Dave said with the exasperation of one who had to live through one suspect appearing on the nightly television news
and proclaiming how inept police investigators were.

“Make it tough, not a game,” | clarified.

Ted was dismayed that any detective would suggest that a sophisticated Kkiller, like the Riverman or himself, would want to draw that much
attention to himself. With his voice pitched high, Ted sarcastically replied, “Well, and still be active? And still do his thing?”

“Yeah.”

Laughing, Ted gave us a hypothetical situation to work from without referring to any one suspect by name. “Let’s say that this guy came to
your attention in the first part of eighty-three when this thing started. Somehow, you talked with him. Then he went to the news media, and
subsequent to his press interviews, you had all these other victims in eighty-three. | don’t think, quite frankly, that anything like that can happen. |
don't pretend to be a clairvoyant, but this guy doesn’t want to get caught. If he comes to your attention, he’s going to stop dead in his tracks and
not do anything. | doubt that he’s going to draw attention to himself, but who knows?”

Another popular theory in the Green River cases was that the killer left town or stopped when the enhanced task force was formed. Why else
would the killing appear to stop in March 19847 Up until August of 1983, there were, at various times, as many as 15 investigators working on
the cases on a regular basis. On a couple of occasions, the investigation involved the efforts of over 20 personnel while investigating a “hot”
suspect. Just prior to January 1984, only three detectives were assigned to catch the Riverman. Throughout the course of the investigation, the
police force was inundated and therefore only nominally effective. A bare-bones team was trying to maintain the course of the investigation
when, boom, 43 people were added and the official Green River Murders Task Force was formed. | asked Ted, “Is that enough to scare him off,
for him to get out of town, or would he consider that another challenge?”

Confidently, Ted responded, “l don’t think it'd be enough to get him out of town. | don’t think it is enough. On first glance, when I first saw this
lucent, it appeared things just seemed to stop around October of eighty-three. | mean, on paper. He hasn't stopped. Okay. He’s obviously
somewhere else or doing this thing in a different way in Pierce County, King County, or western Washington. Aw, no! That's not enough to
scare him.”

Ted provided an interesting but weird analogy. “Because he knows, he’s like your boyfriend. He knows he still has an edge. And he reads the
newspapers like everybody else, probably has one in his pocket. Recently, | read an article—I got all my back issues of the Tacoma News
Tribune after being released from disciplinary confinement—well, here’s what happened. | read an article about the Kapowsin find. [A
murdered female was found near Lake Kapowsin in rural Pierce County.] Just the initial find. At the time, I'd say the Kapowsin victim is not a
Green River victim. | say, shit, you know, there he goes again. Like an asshole, | say, hey, | figured something out here. | see that this is the
Green River task force. It doesn’t want to have any more publicity than necessary. No more details in the papers, wants to keep the amount of
stuff that goes in the papers to a minimum. And that’s kind of fascinating because it cuts both ways, as you know. You need the public to help
you, but I think this guy does not like—he does not like the task force.”

Grinning with pride, Dave stated, “Obviously.”

Unaware of what Reichert was thinking and not skipping a beat, Ted continued. “He doesn’t want to get caught. So he’s going to make
changes in his behavior to stay ahead of you and avoid publicity. Because the best thing he has going for you and himself is a lack of publicity.
The less the public is looking for him, has their eye out for him, | know that means a lot to him. It creates problems having a lot of people out
there giving leads, but the less publicity, the better for him. And | quite frankly think the task force simply made him reevaluate what he’s doing
and changed in some ways to improve his chances of avoiding detection. He may not be a sophisticated type to sit down and analyze this, but
he knows it, like a fox knows stuff. He knows it like any predator seems to know his victim, not in an analytical way but in a sensory, an intuitive
way. And he knows that the kind of victims he’s looking for are difficult to trace and not reported right away. Except for a couple cases, they
were investigated way down the line and hard to investigate. So he’s just taking advantage of that in a different way, in my opinion.”

Anxiously, Dave was concerned about the content of certain news reports spurring the Riverman to kill. He asked, “Do you think that certain
news articles and TV reports could set him off to kill?”

That question appeared to puzzle Ted, but he wanted to warn us about emotional broadcasts. With his head cocked down and a coy smirk
on his face, Ted said, “l don’'t know. That's a good question, one | can’t answer. m sure if you analyzed, for example, last weekend, when the
TV stations in Seattle had a half-hour special on the task force. | was interviewed, and some other people were interviewed. One of the
comments | heard was ‘We’re not giving up.’ And you will catch him, or somebody will catch him. In time. Aw, but you can’t tell him that. He’s not
the type, to me, he’s not a show-off in that respect. | mean, he’s not like the Hillside Strangler. He’s not dumping his bodies on the hillsides.
He’s not doing it in a spectacular way. | think he’s still very concerned about hiding people. He's hiding his people, his victims.”

Dave informed Ted that the day after the broadcast about the task force, we got a telephone call, and somebody said, “You're never going to



catch me.” It was the only phone call like that we got. Would the Green River Killer have called?

Ted believed that the Riverman at all costs did not want to draw attention to himself, especially by calling the police. Therefore, he assumed
that the caller was probably some crank. Ted warned, “Well, it's not inconceivable. It's entirely possible he’s getting an ego charge out of
beating you people, staying ahead of you. | mean, that cannot be dismissed all the time. But that's not what's motivating him.”

Killer’s Motivation

Ted had opened a door to a place we wanted desperately to explore. What motivates a serial killer? Dave and | sounded like we were
singing the same song when we asked simultaneously, “What do you think is motivating him?”

Ted prepared himself for his long answer by clearing his throat and placing his finger alongside his head as if he were winding up for a long
lecture. This was something he wanted to talk about, at least in the third person. “He’s an active killer,” he said, almost as if it were a
proclamation. “In his own way, he knows, in the detail recesses of his mind, how this particular behavior pattern evolved. He obviously did not
start on July the seventh, nineteen eighty-two, and he was feeling like he wants to kill. | could speculate more—and some speculation might be
useful in terms of your investigation, but some of itis purely academic.”

Ted hesitated because he knew that we knew he would be talking about himself and his motivations for murder. But Dave encouraged Ted to
continue about the Green River Killer. “Go ahead. 'm interested in what you have to say.”

Ted shrugged. “Oh well, sure. | mean this would be purely speculating. Just looking at his victims. There are an infinite number of ways to
explain how a man can come to the point where he destroys human life as this person has. And | suppose the only way to really know,
someday, is to have the man studied. Even then, who knows. You get some verification from the killer. He’s killing because there’s some link,
obviously, between sex and violence. Look at the number of prostitutes that were found nude more often than not; the fatal link between sex and
violence has been made. | don’'t know whether it's anything anybody can rationally describe or explain, except the fact that sometimes our
society promotes that link between sex and violence unknowingly through the media and whatnot.”

Ted volunteered that he had a couple of ideas about developing suspects by exploiting the possible sources of motivation if we really want to
stretch it, but didn’'t want to talk about it at that time. He continued, “I think for whatever reason, however, he got to the point of killing prostitutes
because he made a deliberate determination that those were prey. It may be that he has something specifically against prostitutes. What really
confounds me in this case is the number of black prostitutes. | mean, this guy is an equal opportunity killer. And that fascinates me. He doesn’t
seem to have a preference racially. That's kind of odd. | don't know if it's odd in the whole scheme of things, but it certainly did puzzle me.
Obviously, he did not shy away from black prostitutes. And | don’t know if, looking at the data on teenage prostitutes, he might not be seeking
out a greater share of blacks or not. | don’'t know. There certainly are a number at the moment. Whatever inner drives are motivating him now,
it's sort of like it's sort of obvious that it's either a preoccupation or an obsession. He is influenced by a number of factors, both internal and
external. Internally, 'm sure his desire to kill ebbs and flows, as you can see, generally, by your list of victims. Externally, there may be any
number of things influencing him: publicity, the formation of the task force, car trouble, job trouble, iliness, you know, a whole host of things,
everyday stuff that everybody goes through.

“There are some interesting gaps in the series. For instance, he skips November eighty-two, if your list is complete. He skips January and
February of eighty-three, again, assuming your list is complete. Sometimes these gaps are significant. He might have been sick or had car
trouble. The gaps may have been just an anomaly, or maybe an accident. Perhaps he did get somebody you don’t know about. Or maybe, in
fact, when he did Colleen Brockman, somebody saw him or did something that scared the shit out of him. Because he really put himself out on
the line and was at risk. Therefore, he pulled back to see if anything would come of it. Also, your gaps can be explained by the fact that he left
some loose ends and he’s going to sit back and see if anything materializes. And once he gains confidence...”

Once in a while, Ted needed to be interrupted because he sounded as though he was just rambling. Realizing he was loading up to babble
on, | quickly asked, “What do you say about his pattern?”

“Ummm, what?” Ted muttered as if he were just awakened from a sort of trance.

| was more than impatient. “What do you say about a pattern? Do we have an erroneous assumption that there even is a pattern?”

Shaking his head to clear his mind, Ted emphasized, “Oh, sure. You shouldn’'t lock yourself into a pattern. I'd hate to restrict my own analysis
of any problem by saying, ‘That is the pattern.”

| decided it was now appropriate to verbally acknowledge Ted’s statements more frequently. He needed affirmative confirmation, so |
occasionally said yes.

Ted continued. “Because that limits your options, and you don’t want to limit your options. Anybody could be doing this. Whoever the
Riverman s, he is fairly well composed and, generally speaking, a normal guy.”

| silently choked on Ted'’s reference to the Riverman as a “normal guy”’ even though | knew that Ted meant he was normal-looking to the
outside world and did not look like a wild-eyed, chain saw-wielding mass murderer. Still, it was shocking to hear anyone call a serial murderer
normal.

Unable to detect my feelings and wanting to assert some of his own ideas on killing, Ted said, “So, yeah. There are patterns, but that may be
imposing my own hit stuff on what's already there. That might not be what is actually going on. And so there’s some interesting things | think
we’re talking about: location of the bodies, how he progressed from area to area, and how he seems to jump around from dump site to dump
site and so forth. But as far as his pattern goes, 'm just looking here at frequency—how often he does it—and just trying to get a feel for his own
inner intensity. What is driving this guy, you know, from the inside out? And how often does he have to satisfy that, notwithstanding his desire to
be cautious and avoid detection? And this guy, again relying on these lists as pretty accurate, he does one a week in July, does five in August,
settles down to two and three a month until next May, when he gets four. That's pretty damn active. He’s going Sunday through Saturday,
generally speaking, not showing a preference for weekends. He's going all days of the week, spreading them out. Two and three a month is
pretty intense, even after some of the bodies have been discovered. But like you say, the task force wasn’t formed until January, and the bulk of
the bodies weren’t found until early eighty-four and I think that’s probably what's motivating him.”

With Ted’s suggestion that the publicity and the formation of the task force motivated the Riverman to move out of the area, Dave got the nod
from me that it was time to change the subject. Ted would only say so much about a killer's motivation before he realized he was talking too
much about himself. So Dave changed the subject by asking, “Do you think this might be the type of person who would have to tell someone?
Say he’s married; 'm not sure he’ll tell his wife. But let's say he’s got a friend, a close friend; would he talk about it to somebody? Would he
have a partner in this or do you think there’s just one person?”

Does the Killer Share His Confidence?

Ted appreciated the new question and turned to answer it with the confidence of complete understanding. “Good question. My best guess



is that | don’t think he has to talk to anybody about it. Again, | would not want to assume that if he had, nobody would come forward, but quite
frankly, it's not too probable that he’ll ever want to talk to anybody about it. He’s well composed. This guy has gone for over a year and a half.”

“He’s keeping it all inside,” Dave offered.

“You can’t use labels,” Ted admonished. “He’s got himself under control, a certain amount of control.”

“How long can he keep that up, do you think?” retorted Dave.

“Until you catch him,” Ted stated, sarcastically.

Trying to maintain order in the interview and not play word games with Ted, Dave came back with, “Do you think that he’s going to be able to
control himself indefinitely? Will he ever lose control or make a mistake somewhere?”

Apologetically, Ted recognized his flip attitude and simply commented, “Oh, | see what you mean. Good question. Sure, he can make
mistakes. And—he has made mistakes.”

“Severe enough to get caught?” Dave asked.

“Oh, well. You know what law enforcement is. It's oftentimes luck.” Ted was instructing us. He’'d been there, he was there, a convicted killer
who was highly experienced in the subject. “There’s no question in my mind that you have eyewitnesses all over, people who saw this guy and
just don't know what they've seen. The place is covered with eyewitnesses, people who saw him walk up to them, and it went right in through
their eyes and right out the back of their heads. He is not a phantom. He is good. He is well composed, and he knows how to approach those
people. He knows how to limit the risks, but there’s not a way to eliminate the risks. And, he’s able to do it. The main reason he’s been so
successful, apart from his own canniness and wariness, is the fact of the kind of victims he’s dealing with. If he were snatching high-school girls,
he would not have gotten as far as he’s gotten because of the nature of the victim. He’s successful because of the kind of victim he’s choosing.
Again, if he decides to change his victim class, he’s going to have a lot more trouble. And the reason you don’t have a lot of eyewitnesses, |
assume, you may have something along those lines. But the reason you don’t have anything really reliable is, because any time you have a
space of days or weeks before the victim is reported missing and no publicity about the disappearance, there ain’'t nobody coming forward.
No, I don’t think he would have to tell anyone, and he will continue to do it. He will make mistakes, but he’s obviously covered his tracks.”

Since Ted was on a roll, | felt that it was time for him to tell us how to catch the Riverman. Seizing the moment, | cautiously asked, “Do you
think there’s something that we can do to draw him to us, draw him out of the woodwork?”

Strategies to Catch the Riverman

As if he were just waiting for the chance to discuss this, Ted said, “Yes. Yes.” Then he explained, ‘| think there are a couple of things that
may sound a little bit strange. But I'll offer them to you for what they are worth. And my opinion about my ideas has changed radically and
significantly. That is, | feel that if you find a fresh body—the likelihood of that happening is somewhat small—and if it looks like it's a Green
River victim, I'd put that site under surveillance. | wouldn’'t move in. | think that that sounds a little bit odd to you. | got a twenty-page outline on
why | think surveillance should be done and how it would be done. And, let me see if | can back up a little bit and try to make this sound a little bit
more reasonable. First of all, | thought the guy was active as hell in eighty-four because there was all this stuff in the media about bodies being
found. Well, now | understand that the bodies [showed that] the victims actually disappeared in eighty-three and eighty-two. So, on the surface,
at least, he’s not as active in the same way as he was in eighty-two and eighty-three. That’s a fair statement.

“But let’s say, assuming sometime down the line you start to find more fresh bodies, you find a fresh body, somewhat fresh anyway. | would
move in, secure the area, try to keep everything off the radio, and set up. | know it's a lot more complicated than this, but set up a surveillance
network on that area. Now you might want to move the body under cover of darkness, because, let’s face it, by the time your man comes back
to that site, by the time he gets on top of that body, he’s already to the point where the body was and you've already got his number. You're
already going to be in on him. So the body doesn’t have to be there. If it has to be removed, 'd remove it. And | know the instincts that the police
system moves in. Everybody is called in and scours the site. The explorer scouts crawl on their hands and knees, and this always fascinated
me and appalled me, because | said, ‘Jesus Christ, if they'd only waited, they'd [have] found somebody. The guy would have come right up to
them.” In my opinion, the best chance you have of catching this guy red-handed is to get a site with a fresh body and stake it out. And | realize
that you fight a lot of people who have conventional ideas, and they would object to that.”

Amazingly, while Ted was on a roll, talking profusely on a subject, a totally abstract question didn’t faze him. “How about computers?” | asked.

Dave was so enthralled with Ted and his steady flow of advice that he was oblivious to my question. Dave inquired, hypothetically, “How
about this? You said there were probably several victims still out there on Highway 410 east of Enumclaw, and they're going to be skeletal. Do
you think he’s going back to the site of those three or to another site?”

“He’s not going back up on 410,” Ted reassured us.

“At all?” Dave questioned.

“No. Idon’t think so,” Ted said. “Please don’t rely on me. But | think this guy is not going back up there, not for a while, not for a year or two.”

Knowing that Ted was ready for a question to reaffirm his beliefs, | posed, “You don't think he has some curiosity as to what the police did to
the area where he dumped those bodies?”

“Sure he does, but he’s a very wary character. | don't mean to tell you that, but | don’t think he’d go back up there, not for a while. He'd
balance out the risks first versus his curiosity,” Ted explained.

“In some cases, we found just a skull. We haven’t found the whole skeletal remains. Maybe he wants to find out if we actually found where he
placed the body. Would he have that kind of interest?” Dave inquired.

“You got a point there. | would tend to say no because there are lots of other sites where there are remains which haven’'t been found,” Ted
explained. “if he wants to get his rocks off, he’ll go to those sites. He’s not a thrill-seeker in terms—I don’t think—of trying to tell the police. You
may have information to the contrary. This guy doesn’t want to be caught. He doesn’'t want to play around. He’s not Son of Sam and he’s not
even the L.A. Hillside Strangler. He doesn’'t want notoriety. That's why he’s going to all these lengths to dispose of these people in the way that
he has. Some people might read him entirely differently, and I'm just saying what | feel.”

Trying to give Ted the lead, | suggested, “I'm sure you understand what his instincts are.”

“l understand every single one,” Ted replied. “I believe one hundred percent, if this guy was still active and you were still finding fresh bodies
in eighty-four, why, there’s no question in my mind if you staked out that site, you would snare this guy. There’s no doubt in my mind. Now he’s
not as active. My opinion is slightly different, because you don’t know. All you're finding is remains, and | doubt that he’s going back just to see
bones. | have been referring to finding a fresh site, one that he’s actually using.”

Ted was hesitant to talk about what the Riverman might be doing at the site where a body was dumped. | wanted to press him, so | asked,
“What do you mean when you say ‘using’? What's he doing there? Is he just coming there to lay the body out and leave? Or is he there for a
period of time?”

Temporarily, Ted avoided answering the questions completely but responded to them partially by saying, “It's hard to say. My guess is that he
is not there for a period of time. He’s coming back from time to time. | don’t say that he’s doing any elaborate ritual or anything, you know. 'm



not suggesting that. But | am suggesting he’s coming back to check out the scene. You asked the question, ‘Would he come back after the
police found the scene?’ And you cited some reasons why he might come back. Well, for the similar reasons, he would come back before the
body was found. Perhaps, even if there were just remains, he would want to check to see what the conditions of the site were.” In keeping with
his own necrophilic fantasies, Ted obligingly said, “Because again, he might be seeing if the body has been completely destroyed.”

“You think he talks to them when he leaves?” Dave pressed him with more things he might be doing at the scene.

Ted pushed his point aggressively as if he really were speaking from firsthand experience. “Oh, 'm not sure. But as far as coming back,
generally speaking, especially for the recently disappeared victim, that he’s going to be coming back, one, either to look at the scene for
whatever reason, like is that body still intact, or has it been disposed of by the predators in the area? Or two, for some other reason such as
personal gratification or to dump another body. And some of these sites, of course, are single sites like Pitsor and Brockman. And the two east
of Enumclaw are apparently single sites. But even so, | think he’s come and gone. It may be just nothing more than a drive-by, but Il tell you
what. | know that a surveillance of a site can be accomplished. This guy is not Superman. He can’t see through the trees. He’s good, but he is
not infallible. And | think you have the skill and the equipment to stake out a site for a period of time. You can sit on it and collect all kinds of
information. If it's just nothing more than just getting license plate numbers and makes and models of cars that drive by there that look kind of
funny. But my guess is that if it's a good site with a fresh body, you're going to get more than a drive-by. You're going to get the guy coming up
to the site, onfoot or in his car. | realize the stakeout is an enormous moral and logistical problem.”

At this point, Ted was focusing on bodies that were dumped in wooded areas, but the first five victims of the Riverman were found in or near
the Green River. | wanted to determine if water sites were as significant to Ted as land sites. So | explained to him: “Coffield was the first victim
found in the Green River in Kent police jurisdiction. The second one is Bonner, and she’s a King County police investigation. At the time we’re
finding Bonner on August 12, Chapman, Hinds, and Mills are probably upstream in or near the river already. When we discovered Chapman,
Hinds, and Mills on August 15, we set up a surveillance of the Frazier Road area, an asphalt road that borders the Green River. There was no
surveillance for Bonner or Coffield on that road. What I'm wondering about, considering your theory, were these fresh enough?”

“Oh yeah. No question there,” Ted responded.

“It was immediate publicity that we found the bodies,” | reported. “We obtained over a hundred license plates of people that used that road.
Channel Four Television’s helicopter crew filmed the surveillance crews and were shown on the five-o’clock news. What do you think the odds
are that the Riverman’s license number was in that group?”

Ted commented that those in the river were a “little bit different than our terrestrial scene—a land dump site. Nevertheless, it's a good
possibility he’s coming by just to check things out to see if there’s any unusual activity. All right. Now, how much publicity was there about
Bonner?”

“Well, there was a little more than usual because the news media had tried to make a connection between Bonner and Coffield since they
were found so close together,” | answered.

‘I mean, was it a big splashy thing? This guy is prone to attention,” volunteered Ted.

“lt wasn't headlines. It was probably in the Northwest section of the Times, at the most,” | replied.

Ted was almost patronizing in the way he brought us back to how to conduct surveillance. “About surveillance of that area. | think that | would
go back and look at all your license plates and try to figure out where these cars are registered. You know, and | don’t need to tell you basic
police stuff, but you know all this anyway. If there’s anything that's really out of that area, you might want to ask yourself, ‘Well, what's that car
doing here on that road?’

“If | was the guy and was reading the newspapers and | knew on the twelfth that Bonner had been found and | had been there on the twelfth, |
wouldn’'t go back. But let's say he misses that article—unlikely, but possible—if | were in your shoes, | would look at those hundred license
plates. I think there’s an outside chance. If | was in your position, that's what | would look at. And | might eliminate those that are the residents of
that vicinity. But somebody that’s out of Pierce County or Snohomish County that’s driving along that road in that three-day period, then | would
take a look at that person.”

| asked, “When we’re out at these sites processing the scenes, do you think when it's finally released to the news media and there are
broadcasts onradio and TV, he’d have the balls to get in his car to drive out there and drive by us?”

“That's a good point,” Ted replied. “If he’s as sure as | think he is, | don’t think he would. But, you know, there are the arsonists types that like
to light the fire and stand back and watch the people putting out the fire. You know, in terms of creating a situation where you might be able to
draw the guy to you, that's a good idea. But my guess is he wouldn’t come there. But | wouldn’t overlook it as one of the things he’d do.”

Ted was speaking now as if he himself had played the game he was telling us to play with the Riverman. Perhaps Ted had crossed paths
with police units going to and from the dump sites and | still didn't know it. But | believed he knew exactly what he was talking about as he
described the Riverman’s private game of tag with the police and his dead victims. “Let me tell you where 'm coming from,” Ted said. “My
emphasis is maybe too narrow, and | was saying surveillance of an undiscovered site that nobody knows about except for you and him. And
that to me would be just an ideal situation, perhaps beyond anybody's capacity to do. | don’'t know. Beyond that, if that can’t be carried out, then
an idea like you have might be next best step. Who knows, maybe he is a type that gets a kick out of driving a lot. The Riverman is not going to
want to get near you, unless he is a little bit off and a thrill-seeker. But he doesn’t look like a thrill-seeker in terms of talking to his victims. Do you
follow me?”

Of course | said yes.

Green River Killer's Fantasies

Given only limited information, Ted tried desperately to analyze the Green River cases prospectively and retrospectively. Not only were we
his only source of personal approval and validation at this point in his life, we were bringing hot information about a subject that absolutely
thrilled him: murder accompanied by sexual deviance. Therefore, because he wanted to please us as much as possible to keep this
relationship going, he volunteered his wildest notion. “I mentioned earlier that | looked at the Green River situation and tried to imagine what's
going through the Riverman’s head. There’s obviously the link between sex and violence. It was not a sexual act or a violent act, per se,
although there is a relationship here. And who knows what factors combine to cause a person to reach this point, where he acts out the way he
does. But I think it's safe to say that the guy fantasizes a lot. That is, he finds ways of vicariously experiencing the thing that gets him off, which is
killing young women in this case. One reason for doing it vicariously is, it's safer. It's a lot safer sometimes to read a book or go to a movie and
maybe a lot more convenient than to run out and actually do it. Let me give you an analogy. You have hobbies, and you're a skier or a
fisherman. | used to be a skier. My hobby is skiing, so when | read magazines, | read something about skiing. | subscribed to Skiing magazine.
| always watched the Warren Miller film that came out every fall. And so, that was one way of me vicariously enjoying something that | enjoyed
doing. But being able to watch or read about other people is part of the hobby, a fantasy satisfaction. So | think it's safe to say, in my opinion, if
you follow what 'm saying here, the guy who’s killing his women, it’s like a hobby to him.

“Well, it may be more than that. It may be an obsession. But just like anybody else who has an obsession, whether it be fishing, bowling, or



skiing, he has ways he can vicariously satisfy it. Maybe he is going to peep shows and reading detective magazines. | think there’s an excellent
chance that one way he gets off is by going to look at what they call the slasher films. And | know it sounds weird. Years ago | read about a
psychiatrist who said, ‘If you could only photograph everybody who came out of the Texas ChainsawMassacre, you would have a mug book of
all the active violent offenders against women in that particular area.” And | would have to say that he was right on the mark, generally speaking.
And, if I ran up against a dead end in this case and | was really looking for and developing some new exciting leads, first | [would say], ‘Well,
how will | take this idea that, in fact, people who want to act out violently also get a thrill out of indulging their fantasies through vicarious means,
through media, through books and magazines and films and TV? How could it be done to turn this into an actual technique for developing
possible suspects, in this case even?’And [then] | [say], you know, ‘Have a slasher film festival.”

Bang! The loud sound that startled us was Dave’s tape recorder hitting the floor. Dave had not noticed where the recorder was sitting and, in
astonishment at what Ted had very seriously proposed, had swung his arm around and swept the thing right off the table. Breaking up the
serious atmosphere of the room, Dave said, “We're still alive.”

The Slasher Film Festival Strategy
Ted laughed, but continued in all seriousness, “I'm trying to tell you something here that you might think is a little bit odd, but | really can tell
you I don’t think it is. Let's say that there’s a film in a can somewhere that hasn’t been distributed or released in the Pacific Northwest, and it's a
particularly violent film that appeals to Friday the 13th or Halloneen followers, that deals with death and young women, a violent murderer and
young women.

“There have even been a few out recently that dealt with the death of young prostitutes. | don’t know if you have kept up with that kind of stuff.
Hopefully going to all the trouble and not being too obvious about having five or ten of these movies playing all at once somewhere, | thought,
‘What would I do if I was trying to narrow down and bring this guy to me?’ | would try and get the bloodiest, coolest slasher movie that's out there
in a can which has never been broadcast or shown in the Pacific Northwest. | would pick two theaters, one in Seattle and one in the Tacoma
area, outside of the general vicinity where these girls have been disappearing. I'd find a certain theater that was out and away from other
activities so that people who came to the theater would have to park right in front of it. You know what | mean? As opposed to a downtown
theater, where they'd park away. I'd get the cooperation of the theater owner and the film distributor. | would see if | could find a really vivid, lurid
sex murder kind of flick. There are some pretty good choices out there, if you looked around for them.

“For a couple of weeks or so, I would assure that the film was well publicized in the Seattle/Tacoma newspapers, with the most lurid photos in
the film section depicting the girls being held with a knife to their throat and the whole thing. Kind of the glitzy, guaranteed to arouse those kinds
of passions, which, quite frankly, are unfortunately very unhealthy to arouse in people. | mean in the kind of sex and violence tendencies.

“Then for a period of a couple of weeks, | would photograph everybody that came in and out of those theaters. Now, | know this sounds weird,
but believe me, itisn’t. I'd photograph every male that came in there, and I'd try to correlate the guy’s photograph with the license plate number
of his car. Once he got out of the car, you'd have people in the lot. That's a lot of work, but just follow me and do what you want.

“You have people in the lot, and they would be writing down makes and models of cars as they arrive. Basically, as they were coming in,
they'd be filmed, maybe even videotaped, coming in singly. Have them come through a turnstile or something. And later on, go back and
correlate the photographs with the car evidence. | think you could correlate the photographs with the automobile, because that would be the only
way you could link a face with something concrete which you could follow up on later, see? And that way you would have some way to follow up.
And, quite frankly, | really believe if you have the resources to do this, and any eyewitnesses at all, or if you in the future have any eyewitnesses,
you would have them look at photographs that you took of these people coming in. You would put them in a mug book of the males that were
coming in the theater. After a couple weeks of film showing in Seattle and Tacoma, you would have a collection of individuals that | would think
would truly amaze your Crimes Against Persons detectives. Not just you as a task force, but | think you could take that book of photographs and
show it to victims in unsolved cases of assaults against women, and you would have people coming out of the woodwork.

“Men who, generally speaking, are as normal as the day is long, who really are highly controlled individuals, but who indulge their violent
fantasies, not only in acting out but vicariously through the media. Their names are on no computer, their fingerprints are in no files, and the only
time you ever see them come out in public is to view some of these movies, a way for them to get off. There’s no other way you can reach them.
There’s no other way you could find them. It'd be like, you know, bees to honey.”

Ted repeated himself to emphasize his point. “And what you would have after a couple of weeks is a pile of photographs, and hopefully you
could correlate the photographs with the particular car or vehicles. You would have also a whole pile of suspect vehicles or you could go through
and see if you have any suspect vehicles you're interested in. Are any of these showing up in the lots? If you have any potential eyewitnesses,
are any of these showing up?

“‘Have a way of sorting the license plates of the vehicles showing up and see if any come from particularly a long distance away. If a guy
drives from Auburn to Bellevue to see this kind of a movie, what does it say about him? It says he’s really into sex and violence. And, hey,
there’s no better indicator of whether a man is capable of this kind of act, of killing all these women, than if he has that interest and goes out of
his way to indulge that interest. That is, if there’s any hook out there that predicts whether a person is capable or is disposed toward killing in
the way the Green River man kills, it's whether or not he is interested in sitting down and viewing all of these gruesome movies. | know that's a
generalization. But | can't think of a better way to tap into a whole reservoir of potential suspects who are interested, obviously, in sex and in
violent sex and murder when it comes to young women than that.”

“He may even have a VCR at home and rent those kinds of movies,” | added.

“That’s quite possible,” Ted said. “I mean that's another excellent idea, if he’s that well off. One of my feelings was this guy is staying, was
active so long in the same area, and perhaps one of the reasons was because he didn’'t have enough money to go further. Maybe he was stuck
to a low-paying job and didn’t have the bucks to range further. | don’t know. But he might be well off enough to have a VCR, and he might, in
fact, indulge his fantasy in that way. | know if Iwas in a Crimes Against Persons unit in any law enforcement agency, I'd love to be able to know
the name and I.D. of every male that would creep into this building. You know, the porn bookstores and peep shows. | would love to have their
photographs in my mug book. Because | know that the first persons | would show that mug book to would be the cases where | had an
eyewitness of some sort, but | didn’t have any suspects.”

“You don'’t think he’d go to any type of pornographic film? You want graphic sex murder, right?” | asked to clarify.

All the while Ted was talking about his strategy, he was becoming intensely excited, so we let him go on and didn’t suggest that what he was
proposing was entirely illegal. Even if we did learn who the killer might be, we’d lose our ability to deal with him because we’d have no probable
cause to pursue the investigation based on the killer's attendance at a slasher film festival.

Ted spoke faster and became more articulate. Emphatically, he replied, “Sure. Get right down to his basic instincts. It doesn’t have to be
prostitutes. This guy is not going to go to the Deep Throat type of thing. He may or may not vacillate, but the clear link in this case is that he’s
going to be on whatever kinky sexual thing he has; if he has anything peculiar, [it] has gone way beyond just sex. There’s that fatal link between
sex and violence. The key is here. And so, the kind of stuff he’s interested in is not just a skin flick, but he’s more into vicariously experiencing



what he loves to do, whatever he can do, and that's go out and kill young women. And, quite frankly, the closer the movie, the book, or whatever
itis comes to that, the more interested he’s going to be init.”

Sexual Totems

Following up on Ted’s theory that a serial killer would attend his sex-slasher film festival, | asked Ted about some of the unusual items we’d
found in the secluded and wooded areas of King County. “We have found clothing all the time where some sex freak has gone out in the woods
and used specially cut pantyhose or wears female clothes and discards them. It's all over. You can pick out any turnaround and it's there.
There’s also, at periodic points, pornographic literature. In fact, there’s a possibility that there’s been someone with literature in close proximity
of a couple of our finds. And it's not your sex murder-type pornography. It's just regular scenes of people fucking or whatever, you know, people
doing their thing. Is this something that would interest this guy?”

“It could be,” he said, and once again | suspected that Ted was talking more about himself than about the Green River Killer. “l| mean, 'm not
saying that this guy is one-dimensional. Sexually speaking, there are probably many levels on which this man relates to women. We hope
several, anyway. And, quite frankly, it's possible that he has normal relationships or at least has had something that approaches normal
relationships with women. You can't rule anything out. In fact, he may be a loner and hates women or he may not be. He may be single, he may
be married. And | wouldn’t rule anything out for sure.

“Therefore, he may get off on regular, say, mainstream pornography, whether it's Playboy or whatever. But | think obviously he’s gone beyond
that. He’s gone beyond that here. It's obvious to me that it's an ingredient of violent death. It's indispensable now to his fantasy, to his acting out.
And so while you may have found clothing, pornography, or soft pornography in the area where some of these bodies were found, | don’t think it
means that he was drawn to those areas because he found that stuff there, necessarily. You know that you find lots of stuff dumped, because
people dump stuff. You know, go around in those locations, the turnarounds and back roads. | guess there’s some people that think that is a
good place to dump. It's just garbage. No, | don’t think that finding that kind of material would necessarily mean anything to me, unless | found it
right on top of the victims. Then it would have been important, certainly.”

Important? Why? Was Ted revealing something about his own private necrophilic fantasies? Trying to get Ted to focus on this, | asked,
“What is significant about finding things on top of victims?”

Avoiding that question entirely, Ted replied, “I don’t know. It depends on what they are. If they were left there by the guy who killed the women,
then you'd have to determine what it was he left there.”

Necrophilic Fantasies

| proposed to Ted a slightly different approach to the same question. “Say you had a lot of bodies where you don'’t find or can’t tell that
anything is left, but you have one where there is obviously something left behind intentionally. And it's meant to be there such as—‘look what |
left for you'-type attitude.”

As if he were turning that image over in his mind, Ted slowly began thinking aloud. “‘Ummm. May have not left it for you, but left it for himself. If
it's something that you think is significant, he may have left it there because he got off on that and came back to find it there.”

“Do you see any religious aspect in this whole thing?” Dave Reichert asked. Maybe Ted had some false altruism that drove him or maybe he
could fathom something in the Riverman'’s fascination with prostitutes, street hustlers, and runaways.

Ted suggested that he once wondered if the Riverman was the “Charles Bronson type, getting rid of prostitutes for the good of the
community. | don’t think so, quite frankly. | don’t think that he might be doing the Lord’s work. Is this one possibility?”

“That's one thing that 'm trying to get at, yes,” muttered Dave.

Ted tended to lecture, but in so doing revealed that he was a seasoned sexual thrill-killer who understood the motivations behind the
mutilated victims he had left for us. He seemed to understand that we realized he had sexually manipulated his victims after he had killed them.
It was chilling just how much he did comprehend and accept without any apparent remorse. The Riverman seemed to be Ted’s objective
correlative for describing his own fascination with his kills.

“In examining some of those bodies,” he said, “if you find that they have been sexually mutilated in any way, he was not doing the Lord’s work.
If he was altruistic, he’d just go out there and knock them off and dump their bodies somewhere. But those murders are more than that. It's part
of getting away with it, not limiting him [from] having fulfilled his fantasies at the scene.”

“What would you say about mutilation?” Dave inquired, unaware, because he had not investigated him, that Ted was the supreme mutilator. |
knew, more than anyone else except Ted, about the level of sexual perversion that Bundy wallowed in, and thus | sat there transfixed by the
scenario that Ted unfolded.

“Well, if he’s in fact sexually assaulting the victims and mutilating them in some way, | doubt that he has any religious motives,” Ted said,
repeating himself to make sure that we understood what he was explaining to us. “Motivations here, they're seriously complicated with some
sexual and violent motivations, and you wouldn’t see him as one primarily motivated by religious drive. My guess is if he’s not picked these
victims because he knows they're accessible, easily picked up, and difficult to investigate as far as law enforcement is concerned, he’s picking
them because he has some particular grudge against them and a real hang-up, you know, beyond viewing them as young women. And | sense
in this [that] it's not a venting of religious anger or moral outrage, but a desire to kill and to harm these people. He will be doing that and
probably continue to do it. | can’'t imagine him stopping.”

Dave seemed to take the questioning deep into a speculative vein when he suggested, “It's been mentioned as a theory that the victims are
put in the river for some form of baptism.” But in reality he was probing Bundy from a different angle.

Ted seemed to have taken the bait when he shook his head in comic disbelief and replied, “No. Well, okay. My opinion is that this guy is a
straightforward individual who gets off on graphically kiling and sexually assaulting his victims, involving himself completely. For whatever
reason, who knows? Perhaps. | mean, anything is possible. My opinion [is] he was dumping the bodies in the Green River because he thought
that they wouldn’t turn up, and they did, so he changed. It's as simple as that.”

Serial Killer Diaries

Some killers were known to have kept a diary of their misdeeds. Dave asked Ted if he thought the Riverman kept a log of who he killed and
where.

Reflecting for a while, Ted answered, “| see what you're saying. Yeah. Over the years I've had an opportunity [that] 'm sure you've had, to

read about cases where a man accused of mass murders had his belonginags examined. Some of them had the effort, you know, newspaper



articles on the wall and everything. The Riverman is not flamboyant in the way that the Son of Sam types are. | mean, he’s not trying to be
sensational. He’s low-key, not only in the kind of victim he’s going after—and this is my own opinion—but not disposing of them in a way to
arouse sensation. He’s not going about looking for victims that would be a particular sensation. He seems to be going to great lengths to avoid
detection, and, quite frankly, even may have some mementos or photographs of his victims. 'm sure he’s keeping that to a minimum, if he’s
keeping anything at all. | wouldn’'t. But my guess is the time between when he picks up the girl and the time he Kkills her is fairly short. Relatively
speaking, there may be exceptions.

“He doesn’'t have an opportunity to collect a lot of stuff. He gets their clothing. | think he may or may not have the ability to photograph them or
get some other kind of information, which is another idea | have. Looking at some of the victims on your sheet there, | began to wonder if he
might be interrogating some of them before he disposes them, to find names of other prostitutes. That may be why, for instance, 'm moving
away from that question.”

Knowing Ted was now embarking on a subject we had previously discussed among task force members, Dave encouraged Ted to proceed.

So Ted continued. “That may be why you have a situation where you have a Cynthia Hinds taken on one day and Opal Mills the next. He may
have interrogated Hinds before he killed her and found out the names of several other girls in the area. That may account for his success in
hunting down prostitutes aside from just taking whoever was available. But anyway, getting back to your question, | would tend to doubt that he
would keep much in the way of elaborate things around, because he might get caught. So much of this is pure supposition. And it’s interesting
to speculate. My strong feeling is, from your point of view, you want to catch him, and there are all sorts of speculation that doesn’t get you any
closer.

“What | tried to think about were the possibilities you had with those sites, perhaps ones you've already located. Maybe he will be drawn
back to those. But any you locate in the future, you know, | can’t urge you more strongly to devise a technique of securing those sites and
keeping them under surveillance some way. | know it's tough. But boy, 'm just absolutely certain that if you have an opportunity, in terms of a
good site, that the man will turn up.”

Categorizing Serial Killers

Picking up a previous reference Ted had made, | decided to confront him and press him about what he meant. | said, “You mentioned a
while ago a typical serial murderer. What are you talking about when you say that?”

Ted really wanted to answer the question, but to do so would have violated his canon of not categorizing serial killers and, in so doing,
becoming one of the profilers. Ted’s attitude was that profilers put the emphasis on psychological categories rather than solving the homicides.
Now, however, he had fallen into the trap of categorizing the killer types himself. He said humbly, “ don’t know. | shouldn’t have used that, should
I7 1 don’'t know that there is a typical type. In fact, | should be critical of myself for saying that because | think there is no typical type, from what
I've studied over the years. | mean, you have your type of mother-hitting homosexual to the apparently normal marriage heterosexual, and all
different versions in between—the other guy who is mad—that is, insane—and then you have those who are apparently normal. You have those
who hate women, those who love women, generally speaking. So you have a lot of the gamut. You have drifters, regular guys, upper-middle
class, lower class, so I don't know that that's a fair statement. | know that that's not a correct statement to say typical serial murderer.”

Ted’s feeble attempt at classifying his “guys” struck me as being a remarkable mixture of denial and absurdity. On the one hand, Ted refused
to define them and on the other, his deductions were uninformed and general. He knew very well that his “type” differed from others, but he
declined to face the difference. So | reminded him of the serial-murder research done by the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit, which Bundy had
followed closely. “Have you read some of the articles the FBI has published on their serial murderer theories?”

Sheepishly, Ted said, “I've read one in Psychology Today several years ago. It wasn’'t much, but | felt they were right on track.” Trying to
avoid the discussion, which undoubtedly would have included his crimes, Ted answered abstractly, “I can’'t remember what it was about that
article that made me feel anything about what they were up against. It was some statement someone made that they would kind of base their
understanding of this kind of behavior on the facts. And | know that’s a cliche, but | think sometimes when you get too much into profiles and try
to understand why and speculate why people do this, why people do that, what kind of person is he, and you get away from the hard-core facts,
then you really lose something. From what I've seen, they start to limit their options. They start to believe profiles. Then if somebody doesn't fit a
profile, they may dangerously eliminate the real suspect. Obviously, a lot of these girls here knew that there was somebody out there who was
looking for people like them. Those prostitutes along Pacific Highway South were disappearing for a year and a half, and they continue to
disappear, because the guy who finally approached them did not fit their profile or anybody's profile.

“When I read that article about the FBI, | said the only thing they can go on is what people actually do. And maybe later on, a psychologist can
try to get into his head. If | was in your shoes, | would try not to put too much weight on the profile and all the psychological mumbo jumbo,
because all you got is the hard-core facts, and that's the only thing that’s going to catch him, sooner or later. Or he’s going to catch himself.”

Profiling

It was time to lure Ted into a more detailed discussion of the value of profiling because we wanted Ted, the only true, seasoned expert we
had in serial murder on this case, to give us his profile of the Riverman. | sensed that Ted did not appreciate the so-called behaviorists who
placed other killers in his class. So it was to our benefit to vilify efforts to profile killers. | reported, “We have the FBI profile, a psychological
profile, an active profile, and profiles that we could read for days and still not get through them.”

“Yeah,” muttered Ted.

“I'm kind of [of] the same opinion that we’re working at the wrong end. What can police do to actually attack this problem? We always look to
the experts, who have been historically like psychiatrists and anthropologists. We ask them questions about ‘What is the guy like that does
this?” And they lend absolutely nothing toward telling us how to catch him,” | commented, looking for Ted’s approval.

“Exactly,” Ted asserted, pounding his fist on the table.

“The experts tell us a bunch of bullshit about the killer and what his background might be like,” | continued, “but for cops trying to catch him,
there’s no contribution. Now, what is the give and take? If the FBI is really serious about profiling, what should they be looking for?” | stopped
talking because | could see that Ted was in a hurry for me to stop so he could begin.

Appreciating the opportunity to offer some significant insight, Ted started by saying, “Well, there are a lot of questions there. It's a good
question. And | think if the experts can give you some kind of background from which you can take concrete steps in your investigation, to
locate someone, to help you understand a man in such a way that helps you focus your investigation, that's one thing. But some of the profiles
I've seen were wrong, and if they're wrong, they're taking you down the wrong path. Let me put it this way: the only thing that's not wrong is the
names you have on this list, general dates when the bodies were found, where they were found, and where you are working with hard-core
facts. That's what you got. Who knows what the guy's like? And | know that's approaching it from a backwards point of view that says, ‘Well, we



want to know what's going through this guy’'s head because that'll help us understand him better.’ That's true. But on the other hand, that tends
to lead you down the wrong road. It could lead you away from your man. You may have him right under your nose, and the profile says, ‘Well, this
is the kind of guy he is.” And there’s some people in law enforcement who don’t even know of somebody who’s right there in front of them. And
this guy is normal as the day is long. At least normal generally speaking. And what are you going to do? Arrest everybody? Every man who has
been sexually assaulted or abused when he was a young person or hates his mother or whatever? Or everybody who walks out of a porno
shop? You can’t do that.”

Ted was now on a roll, making his points, supported by what | believed to be his core beliefs. The mentor had transformed from one who was
feigning knowledge of profiling to the clever psychopath who had intensely studied every aspect of profiles, especially those that pertained to
him. “These profiles,” he continued, “I've seen them over the years. I've seen how they work, and | think, quite frankly—my understanding is they
tend to mislead. They can help, but they can only help if they give you a direct focus on your investigation, just like my idea about using that
movie.” Disingenuously, Ted admitted, “You know, 'm not an expert. | mean, | don’'t have a degree. | do have a degree in psychology, but that
doesn’t make me an expert in human behavior, certainly.”

But before Ted could talk himself into being the expert he already said he wasn't, | interrupted. “In that article you read, there were several
proactive strategies. Do you know what | mean by proactive? They are the things that the police can do to catch the killer in the act.”

“Affirmative steps,” Ted said to clarify.

“Right. There were several proactive things that they suggested have been done in the past.” Ted didn’'t remember them because when he
first read the article, he probably focused on the antecedent behaviors of the murderers whom he was so desperately trying to understand, not
how they were caught. He was always more interested in the killers themselves. Therefore, | suggested, “Okay, one of them that they mentioned
was that some killers have a tendency to come back to the gravesite.” Ted muttered as though he understood. | clarified the strategy by
explaining that the victim was now buried and the police could make a public display, appealing to his emotion.

“And hope to draw him out,” Ted offered. Ted pushed his previous discussion of staking out fresh crime scenes as a preferred proactive
method, rather than struggling with one he had not considered. “l don't remember that proactive technique that you mentioned. | wouldn’t want to
say that wouldn’'t work. | don’t know. That's an interesting idea. | do know that | can say that the other thing would work. And that a person is just
as likely to come back to the site that hasn’t been discovered, especially a fresh one, as he is to one that has been found. In fact, if you have
somebody who’s clever and as vigorous as the Riverman is at attempting to avoid detection and apprehension, it makes sense to me that he’s
going to do what he can to avoid coming in contact with law enforcement. And, yes, the dump sites where the bodies were left are significant.
There’s no underestimating that. In fact, that’s really all you have right now. All you have are the burial sites. You don't have anything else. The
only places you know of for sure that the Riverman and the victims were at were those sites. There may be some other evidence, but these are
certainties, no question that the victim and the guy were there. That's a tremendous advantage. That's where | would focus. Someone sitting
where I'm sitting, that's where | would focus my investigation. Not all of it, but certainly a significant portion of it. Perhaps there would be some
curiosity on a murderer’s part once it's been discovered. But what if it isn't? What if he doesn’t come back to a fresh site because it's under
surveillance? Well, it's a risky take. But | think they’re good risks, considering what you're up against.”

Supercop

Another proactive measure recommended by the FBIwas creating a supercop image, somebody coming into the investigation who's going
to crack the case. And then, it was hoped, the suspect would communicate in some way with him. “What do you think of that?” | asked.

“‘Ummm, well,” muttered Ted, as though the supercop technique was absurd. “What dummy would fall for it? In terms of a good understanding
of what's going on, this is what | would start with. And what | see here is when you formed your task force and most of the bodies had been
found. 'm not saying he stopped, but it would be fair to say that he’s not as obvious as he was in eighty-two and eighty-three. You're not finding
them the way you were, anyway. That's not to say he’s not putting them out there, but it doesn’t look like it to me, unless there’s something going
on beyond the scenes and you are in fact in contact with somebody who sounds like he’s taunting you or getting off on something.”

“Boy, we can tell you about the cabdriver who was a suspect. Have you read any of the articles about him? This guy has been in the news. He
calls Channel Seven all the time, and they interview him,” | said.

Ted said he heard something about a cabdriver. He said, “You don’t have any fibers? No. It's no question to ask, but you must not have much
because I'm sure you've done what you can to pin him down. It sounds like he’s a little weird.”

Polygraph Tests

Sooner or later we were bound to get to the subject of the polygraph. It seemed like a good time, since the Green River investigators had
used it on several suspects. | asked, “What do you think about the polygraph? Do you think that a guy like the Riverman could pass a
polygraph? Could a guy flunk a polygraph that wasn’t the killer or, conversely, could a guy who was a suspect pass?”

Ted’s polygraph experience was limited. For his responses to those questions, one could surmise that he had been given a polygraph about
his murders at one point and flunked. He said, “l used to watch the F. Lee Bailey program. It's on late at night. And | know a little bit about
polygraphs. You can have experts coming out of the woodwork, but | can tell you, if it's properly administered, | don’t think they can be beaten.
But they tell me innocent people can flunk. But Bailey’s theory is if you have a good person, they should be able to figure that out. And that's
probably the bottom line. If your man is good enough, | don’t think that the person who'’s killed all these people will pass.”

Riverman’s Hiatus

Ted mentioned on more than one occasion that the Riverman might have stopped, moved, was hiding bodies better, got sick, died, or got

himself locked up for something else. | asked him, “If he’s locked up, what’s he locked up for?”

Surprisingly, Ted said, “Unrelated or something that only went so far but didn’t end. | mean, like burglary. Or car theft. That's just a wild guess.
He could be locked up for something else.”

Additionally, linquired, “Is there another reason he could stop, such as [being] born again?”

Emphatically, Ted replied, “No. As far as the radical personality change, whether it be a religious experience or a moral reformation or
whatever you want to call it, it's not out of the question, but highly unlikely, to the point of being impossible that he stopped of his own accord.”

While Ted was making notes, | saw that he wrote down to check out the triangle of Bellingham, Spokane, and Portland, cities over 300 miles
apart. | asked him if he saw some special significance in that.

Ted explained, “If | was in that position, compelled to range further because | felt that things had just gotten too hot close to home, then | would



go to areas further away like Portland, Spokane, Bellingham, Everett, or the nearest metropolitan areas of any size. He’s still focusing on the
same types of victims, so that was the only reason | mentioned those three. Going all the way to Spokane might be a little bit out of the question.
That's a several-hundred-mile drive. And this guy might not have the time or the money to be doing that very much. Spokane’s out of his
territory. And | think he’s successful in Seattle and Pacific Highway South because he just knows it. He’s been up there enough that he knows it
and has a feel for it. When he starts to range far afield, he’s more likely to make mistakes because he doesn’t have that sensitivity to what's
going on, to the scene, to the presence of police, and who's supposed to be where. And so if he goes to Portland, he hasn’t the experience of
being in the area.”

| told Ted, “If you want to compare prostitute areas, Spokane is nothing like Portland. Portland is rivaling Seattle as does Ponders Corner in
Tacoma or the downtown area in Tacoma of Pierce County.”

With a high degree of certainty, Ted made a prediction. “Well, | think the Pierce County people are missing a bet. | just get the feeling the guy
is working out of Pierce County. Don’t ask me why. It's the pattern of where the bodies are. South King County is like north Pierce County.
Somebody should look over their shoulder, because this guy could very well be working out of Tacoma and just coming up to an area which is
so notorious as Pacific Highway South. Even though he’s trying to stay out of his own backyard, I'll bet you from time to time he can’t help
himself. Just a matter of circumstances might prevent him from some period of time getting up to Seattle or up to Sea-Tac. He might see a
situation in his own area that he can’t ignore, that he can’t overlook, something too good to refuse. What perplexed me about the Green River
listis, there’s only one from Pierce County, Wendy Coffield. | had the feeling that there should be more.”

Surveilling Pick-up Points

Ted focused heavily on the body recovery sites, so | asked him what creative things we might do at the pick-up points. He said, “I think
Pacific Highway South is pretty well played out. Sometime in the near future he’s going to move, like you say, to Ponders Corner, maybe even
Portland, if he feels like he’s played out the Seattle area. So you might want to look into cooperation with other agencies. You might want to do
the obvious things. There are decoys. | don’'t know what else you could do. And | doubt that simple surveillance, writing down the license plate
numbers of every weirdo which stops and pulls out a pair of binoculars would be an effective proactive technique.

“If he’s coming into an area, he’s coming in there often, even though he may not be taking anybody out. He is conditioning himself to be very
familiar with the place. He’s working with what he’s up against, and he’s looking for surveillance. He's looking for cops. He’s looking for
plainclothes. He’s looking for anybody who seems to be out of place or is hanging around. He doesn’t want anybody watching him.”

Offering Reward Money

Rewards for any information leading to the capture of a killer are one way for the public to participate in the investigation. | wondered what
Ted thought about rewards. So | asked, “How about the significance of a reward fund? How do you feel about something like that?”

Almost too obligingly, Ted said, “Well, it gets you a lot of information. | don’t think this guy’s talked to anybody. It's unhealthy, if he’s talked to
anybody. So you would get a lot more of what you got already, a lot of people whose boyfriends or guys they picked up in bars did something
weird to them, talked weird to them, looked strange. They call in about Hustler centerfolds hung up in the bathroom. 'm sure you cannot
underrate the value of having citizens calling in and expressing their fears to you about different individuals, because, of the five, ten, or twenty
thousand reports you get, one of them might be your man. But how do you know that? Well, what I'm saying is the reward fund by itself wouldn’t
give you what you want. | think you're going to get the same stuff you're getting already. If somebody’s going to talk to you, they're going to talk
to you. This is not a situation where anybody knows something and is holding it back for money or waiting to come forward. The reason no one
has come forward is because nobody knows. And, sure, it will get you more stuff, but it gets you so much more stuff, would you really be ahead
of the game? It gets you more people calling. You don’t need that. You might get lucky, and maybe it's the politically wise thing to do. | wouldn’t
overlook it, though. My opinionis it's not going to give you a better quality of information than what you're getting already. Just like anything else,
it wouldn’t hurt.”

In the case of Canadian serial killer Clifford Olson, Olson’s own family was paid $10,000 for every victim that Olson confessed to killing. This
prompted Dave to ask, “Do you think if the reward was high enough, this kind of person might come forward and say, “ ‘Okay, I'll take the
money as long as my family gets it.”

Ted eagerly clarified what he’d just said. “That’s a horse of a different color. You said ‘reward’; | thought you would have meant rewards for
somebody other than the man to come forward. That might be a proactive technique of a different kind. It might not get him to come forward, but
it might get him thinking. it would put the pressure on him of a different kind. It would get him wondering that you think he might be weak enough
or disposed towards doing something like that. I think that would be answered.”

Troubled, Dave inquired, “Would that make him mad?”

“l think it might insult his intelligence or his own opinion of himself for someone who goes out of his way to not get caught. And if the police
are saying, ‘Call and turn yourself in, we’ll give you some money.”

Pressuring the Killer to Kill

Then Ted moved into a new area of proactive strategies. “I think the more you can disturb this guy—well, | have two opinions of it. On the
one hand, it sounds kind of callous, but maybe the best thing that could be done is to get this guy to start killing again, at least openly. And you
start finding something. | know that's hard, but if he goes underground, you're really up a creek. So, it depends on the kind of guy he is. Now, if
he’s the kind of guy who loves for things to be quiet, he doesn’t like any publicity. He wants things to quiet down. Then the lack of publicity over a
period of time would quiet his nerves and bolden him to the point where he would start killing again. | think the publicity and the activity of the
task force does intimidate him. On the other hand, he may be just unstable enough where if you fuck with his mind, either with proactive
techniques you mentioned about the supercop or some other things, or something like a reward, you could make him more disordered, make
him less capable of covering his tracks, and make him more nervous. Because a nervous man is going to make mistakes, a complacent man
is going to make mistakes.”

Dave was interested in how Ted would put pressure on the Riverman to make a mistake that would lead to his capture. He asked, “Do you
have any suggestions on how to make him more nervous?”

Ted thought before answering. “Well, publicity makes him nervous, but perhaps in a way that you don't like. It makes him inactive. Or he may
change. | was thinking last night—I had a note to myself, trying to think of some way to manipulate him. | guess you guys got to be honest with



him. But what could you put in the paper, if you're going to put anything, that would make this guy react in some way that you could exploit or
detect?

‘I haven’t given that a lot of thought yet. And 'm going to put a note down on my list of notes to think about that some. Because | know publicity
has a powerful effect on somebody in that situation. He wants to know what you know. But, on the other hand, he may assume that if there’s no
publicity, it means you don’t know anything, things are cooling down, and people are forgetting about the cases. Everything is cool.”

I reminded Ted, “One of the things that we talked about before was the fact that the bodies in the river didn’t work. He went on to land. But
they had worked before in other cases. Do you think that probably he has dumped in the river before someplace?”

Confidently, Ted said, “My answer to that is yes. | think there’s a good chance he has. It's not a novel way of disposing of a body, but, like I'd
say, anybody who follows the search-and-rescue news over the summers in the Pacific Northwest, when people are searching for hunters,
fishermen, and rafters and such who've been swept away in a river, knows that there are times when they don’t find those bodies. And he
dumped them in there for a reason. He dumped Coffield and company in there because he didn’t think they'd be found. He must have had
some reason for believing that. Maybe if he dumped them up north of Enumclaw, in that stretch of water, there was a better chance they
wouldn’'t have turned up. I'd only be guessing there. But | think it's either something he either heard of somebody else doing, or he did it himself
and was successful. My impression was since he did it five times, and did it four times even after one had been discovered, he was evidencing
some kind of belief that that kind of disposal technique worked. And that indicates to me that he’d done it before and it worked. Sometimes, the
rivers will swallow people up.”

Frequently, Ted mentioned that the Riverman was from a city south of Seattle. | said, “You keep mentioning south. Do you think he could have
started farther south, like Olympia? Does it look like he’s heading in a direction?”

“He could have started anywhere in the Pacific Northwest,” Ted claimed, “anywhere between Olympia and Bellingham, or even Portland. It's
hard to say. But because he shows a preference to range in such a restricted area, and because it's quite possible he didn't just start with
Wendy Coffield, then, sure, any kind of related disappearances of young women prior to Coffield. If the guy had school or work, Olympia is an
easy drive. Bellingham is even an easy drive. Portland’s a little far.”

Serial Killers in the Pacific Northwest

| saw that Ted made a note that serial murderers are active in the Pacific Northwest, even without the Riverman. “Which ones do you know
of?” | asked.

At first, Ted rambled on, but then he became very informative by saying, “That's an unsupported supposition on my part, based mainly on the
fact that over the years when | receive newspapers or clippings from the Pacific Northwest, | read of the bodies of young women turning up with
relative frequency. And | don’'t know what it is. I don't know if it's just because I'm paying so much attention to the Pacific Northwest or if there’s
something about the Pacific Northwest that seems to encourage this kind of activity, because | know it doesn’'t seem to be as frequent down in
this part of Florida as it is up in SeattlerTacoma. The mountains of Washington offer some excellent terrain for hiding bodies. So you're not
finding a large number of the bodies. That statement of mine about there being other serial murders is just something intuitive. | just sense it. |
know about how difficult it is sometimes to detect a serial murder. And how some serial murderers tend to be very aware of how to cover their
tracks, change their M.O. They're studying things all the time. So you might find one victim in one place and another victim in another kind and
another way in another place.

“By varying an M.O., a highly controlled, intelligent, and alert serial murderer can go on for years and years. And he might only get two or three
a year. Or there are others, like the Riverman, who just go hog wild. You cannot go for long doing four or five murders a month without drawing
attention. It's just a sense of the whole problem of serial murders or multiple murders. There are a whole mess of serial murderers out there who
are undetected because the way they go about it is so low-key, and they're not frequently exposed. And as in your case, a number of
anomalies, a number of exceptions, people who were clearly killed by other individuals. Some of them you know and some of them you don't
know who the perpetrator was. | just made that statement from my own judgment, just off the top, because | feel like you've got more up there
than just the Riverman.”

How to Profile a Killer

Bundy had studied all of the information available to him on this serial-killer case and had thought a lot about what the Riverman was like.
He said he believed that an understanding of what type of personality the Riverman has may lead to avenues that would reveal his identity. In
addition, Ted had read all of the literature produced by the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit and their methods of profiling an offender based on
crime scene dynamics. Because he had a special perspective to bring to a profiling effort, namely that of an experienced killer, Ted fashioned
himself as the only expert profiler of murderers. Realizing that Ted relished just such a spotlight, | asked, “What do you think that the profile of a
serial killer should include? What are profilable items? What are the real categories—tangible things—about the killer that are not just general
subjects or psychological bullshit, but things that are going to tell us who he is?”

It was obvious from his detailed answer that Ted had prepared himself for this question in advance, even though he started his response by
complaining about his lack of information. Completely understanding the question, he confidently said, “Oh, yeah. Of course, I'm working with so
little, but even, like you say, you might have a room full of information, but a lot of it is reduced right down to this: when they were last seen,
where they were last seen, where their bodies were found, and some of the characteristics of the victims themselves.

“My opinion about the Riverman hasn’'t changed a lot. Some of my impressions of this case have changed quite dramatically since | got this
little bit of information that you sent me. My initial impression was this guy is young. He is more or less in the same socioeconomic strata that
these young women are associated with—lower-middle class, let's say. He’'s between twenty and thirty, probably closer to twenty. He's young.
He probably has a low-paying job that restricts his movement. He doesn’t have a lot of money. He can’t move around.”

“What race is he?” Dave inquired.

Without pausing to contemplate Dave’s question, Ted said, “White. These are just impressions. Just impressions, just impressions.”

“How young is young?” | asked, trying to pin Ted down to a more specific age.

Ted provided a fairly good account of why he thought the Riverman was “Twenty, twenty-five. That's only because he is not much older than
the girls. My gut reaction is these girls are being approached by somebody who really puts them at ease. And they don't trust anybody over
thirty.

“Have you ever sat down and asked these girls, ‘What kind of person do you think the Green River guy is? What does he look like? How old
is he?’ Have them give you their profile. I'll bet you the guy would turn out to be old, maybe wearing a business suit or with an unshaven face,
staring out of tunnels, you know, the Henry Lee Lucas type. But | bet you the last person they would expect to be the killer would be one of their
own peers.”



“What do you think some of his habits are?” Dave grilled.

With seasoned assurance, Ted resumed. “I think he’s into, you know, pornography. He’s into violence. That is, | don’t think he may have
beaten his ex-wife or his girlfriend or assaulted his teachers or anything, but | think he’s into violence media. You probably would find that from
time to time, like | say, in the pornographic bookshops, some of the more violent flicks.”

“What about smoking, drinking, drugs?” Dave asked.

“That’'s something | don’t know. | don’t get any feeling for it. You know, drugs might be one of his hooks. Drugs might be one of his things he
uses with these women. That fascinates me that once he gets ahold of them, he doesn't let go. He doesn’t lose them. You're talking about
young women who are streetwise. We’ve even talked about some young black women who must know the streets and who probably beat the
crap out of a lot of white guys who try to do anything to them. So he’s throwing down on them real good. And it could be he’s using drugs to sort
of take the edge off of some of that retaliation. 'm sure you've looked at their autopsies to determine that. But even that's not conclusive, 'm
sure. Agh, you know, he lives alone. Not married,” Ted predicted.

“Does he have girlfriends?” Dave asked.

“Possibly. But when he’s as active as he is, it's certainly going to put a strain on any relationship he’s trying to maintain. And there are
probably times when he doesn’t have a girlfriend.”

Dave asked, “Do you think that his girlfriend might be able to detect the strain and wonder what's bothering this person? Or is he so well
controlled that he’s utilized that?”

Clearly lamenting his own plight in his relationship with Liz Kendall, whose report to our Ted task force ultimately led to the exchange of
phone calls between Salt Lake’s Ben Forbes and Kathy McChesney, Ted said, “Well, it's possible that he’s been hiding it all his life. It's just
become part of his nature to conceal what he can from the people around him, as much of that as he can. Certainly, someone around him might
notice that he’s not showing up for work, or he’s tired or restless. He doesn’'t make appointments that he tells people he’s going to make. He
doesn’t seem to have any money. He’s always working on his car ’cause he’s using it so much. As far as bizarre behavior is concerned, if he’s
acting out toward his girlfriend in any aggressive way, well, 'm sure you have a whole pile of reports from suspicious people who say that their
boyfriend or somebody has mistreated them.”

“Do you think he’s athletic?” Dave asked cautiously, aware that Ted might think we were talking about him because he was such a skiing
enthusiast.

Ted responded as though he didn’t notice that Dave asked a question that was intended for him. “Well, that could explain his ability to
overpower or otherwise subdue these girls. I'd imagine that he has to have something more than just physical strength, because somebody
might think they’re fighting for their lives. They will produce a kind of strength that he might not be able to handle. | almost think he has to have
some kind of weapon to throw down on them with. Let’s talk about girls like Williams, Antosh, Naon, and McGuinness, who disappeared in mid-
eighty-three. Now, they should have known that there was somebody out there hunting them. And at some point in time, they knew he was right
there. They were in the hot seat. They were going to fight for their lives, and yet they didn’'t get away. So even though he may not be killing them
with a weapon, he’s got to use something to intimidate them pretty effectively. Or has some kind of vehicle that they can’t get out of, you know. It
might be interesting to check that out someday. Any guy whose passenger door does not unlock at any time, you might want to check that.”

Dave and | wanted to move the conversation in a new direction from here, and discuss the kind of control certain serial killers wielded over
investigators. One way for them to do that was to insert themselves directly into the investigation. Ted knew very well that some guys like him
sustained control of their need for continuing the excitement of the murder by taunting the police or trying to throw them off the track. By pursuing
that concept, we would get some idea whether Ted ever actively involved himself in the investigation of his murders. So | asked Ted if he
thought there was any chance that people like the Riverman would offer information on their own case.

Without hesitation, Ted answered, “Yes. Sure there is. It's hard to figure, unless he felt like somebody was getting close. That’s the only thing |
can imagine. If this man has been active in the area since 1973, and then all of a sudden he takes off with Coffield and company, doing three,
four, five a month, that shows such an intense drive. To control it over that period of time and then just unleash it and then control it again, it
would be an extraordinary individual you're dealing with. It's unbelievable to be so controlled and avoid detection for ten or twelve years at least
and as intense as the person who did the Green River case was and then shut it down again. It certainly would be very, very unusual.”

Since Ted had examined the possibility that a suspect like the cab-driver would have been around since 1973, nine years prior to the
beginning of the Green River cases, Dave followed up by asking, “Do you think that this guy could have started as early as seventy-two,
seventy-three, seventy-four, by placing the bodies of his victims on land and then gone to water and then back to land again? | noticed in your
notes last night when Bob and | were going over them, you indicated that you were pretty sure he used the river once before. It worked for him
or at least somebody had told him about it, and he thought it'd be a good idea, it'd probably work. But do you think as early as seventy-three or
seventy-four he could have used the land?”

Clarifying his notes, Ted explained, “Oh, sure. For some reason he started with the river because he’d heard about it or tried it as a variation
of something he read about. Yeah. All through the years, he’d have to be pretty good to survive that long and be very well controlled. But the guy
in the Green River case just explodes sometimes. That's not to say that people with that kind of acting-out behavior don’t go through changes
over time—periods where they're more intense than others—because they do. But, you know, we’re talking over several years.

“Well, if the cabdriver is the Riverman, he’s been doing it for a number of years, and so it's quite clear that he’s pretty good at it if he’s been
doing it for that length of time. But what | see with the Green River man is somebody who’s experimenting. | mean, you'd think that the cabdriver
would have it down after ten years or so. Who knows. But by trial and error, if he survived that long he’s got to have a good technique, and he’s
got to have a good way of disposing of the bodies. And after ten years he should have had a favorite technique or two.”

Ted just eliminated the cabdriver as a suspect by emphasizing that the cabdriver should have been a more efficient killer after so long.
Showing his frustration at not being able to conclusively eliminate the cabdriver, Dave was eager to suspend the investigation of the cabdriver,
and supported Bundy's statements by saying, “He should have known with Coffield, Bonner, Mills, and Hinds to go out in the woods and dump
them, rather than throw them in the river right there in the middle of Kent.”

Ted agreed, “Right in the middle of Kent, where, you know, 'm sure that over the years, it may have occurred to him to dispose of a body in
the river. And maybe it worked. But he should have known, being so close to civilization, that it was a good chance the bodies would be found
in the river.”

Killer's Souvenirs

Another personality quirk found in some killers was to collect some item of the victim’s clothing and keep it as a souvenir. Some killers used
an item as a way to engage their fantasies. They seemed to transfer the sexual thrill of the hunt, the kill, and the activity with the corpse into the
item itself as if it were a totem. To others, these items were trophies representing the ultimate possession of their victim. Ted knew that his
girlfriend told us she found a paper bag that contained women’s underwear that was not hers. Therefore, we had to be careful how we asked
about the subject. Instead of asking about underwear, | inquired, “Is he a collector, like a shoe fetish guy? There was Jerry Brutos in Oregon,



who collected not only many shoes but also his victim's feet. Does the Riverman knock them over, take their shoes, murder and rape them, and
then weight them down in the river? Is that a necessary part of his framework?”

Clearing his throat as though he was shocked by the nature of a question that seemed to be so close to the core of his own fantasies, Ted
cautioned, “l would say it's not necessary. Certainly, that's not to say that people don’t have their fetishes, don't collect things, and maybe clean
house every once in a while. But | don’t think it's necessary. Every guy is different. And when you finally run up on your man, and if you found a
houseful of stuff, then you've really got it. If you don’t find it, that doesn’t mean he’s not your suspect. Just 'cause he doesn’t have anything may,
in fact, mean that as it appears here, he’s somewhat fastidious. At least as fastidious as he can be. But he could easily have a fetish with
underwear or stockings or shoes. | mean, that's something of a true wild guess.

“We’re dealing with such a unique individual, who knows what it is that sets him off, specifically? Generally, what sets him off are the young
teenage prostitutes. But beyond that, whether he likes to keep a photograph of them or collect newspaper clippings, whether he gets off by
going back to the sites and molesting corpses or whatever, any number of different things that it might be part of the pattern, I'd say it’s a ritual. |
only mean that in the most general sense, nothing religious necessarily, but part of his syndrome that he’s caught up in, which is evolving over
time, too.  mean, changing as he changes. Everybody changes. But it may be a fetish, it may be necrophilia or any number of peculiar things.
More importantly, is there any indication that the man is, has been back to the sites we’ve found whole bodies to see if the bodies have been
disturbed postmortem?”

Control Fetish

“The reason | ask is this guy is responsible for twenty or thirty or more deaths at least, and there’s a certain aspect of possessiveness in
that. | think that's one way of describing it in rather bland terms, a possessiveness where the corpse could easily be as important as the live
victim, in some respects. | mean, it's that physical possession and ownership, a taking, if you will, that is just part of the syndrome. | think that
sense of power and ownership is one of the reasons why | think in certain cases—not all, certainly—is why | think he might be individually
intending to return to the scene to either view his victim or, in fact, even interact with the body in some way.”

Stunned that Ted would suggest that a killer would want to phys-ically possess and “interact” with a dead body, Dave stammered when he
asked, “And you're saying that this would occur before we find them?”

Ted continued by slightly changing the subject. He stated, “Generally speaking, yeah. But | thought about it last night and you definitely have a
good point. There are the arsonists who just burn down buildings and run off, and then there are the arsonists who like to watch the fire
department put out the fire. And, who knows, there might be a side to the Riverman’s character where he gets off seeing you guys’ cars parked
beside the road, and, you know, crawling on your hands and knees in the bushes or something.” Then, clearly tracking my expressions, Ted
asked pointedly, “You seem troubled. Am | boring you?”

Ted fell for my staged body language just as | had hoped he would. Dr. Berberich was proved right once again. He had advised that when
Ted got off the track, yawn and look in another direction. Try to make him think, without saying it, that you were bored. Most psychopaths
constantly try to keep your attention by involving you in their fantasies. One way to get them back on track is to look bored and, with that, they will
be more specific as they try to draw you back into their world. At this point, Ted was treading on thin ice. He wanted desperately to talk about
necrophilia, but was afraid that in doing so we would discover too much about him. Sensing he had no choice, | pressed him, saying, “l was just
thinking about postmortem activities. You seemed absolutely sure that he’s not going to come back once we’ve found the body. Our capability
of monitoring a dump site long afterwards is really possible.”

Eagerly, trying to please, Ted said, “Yes.”

Previously, Ted had elaborated on his favorite method to catch the killer, staking out the body recovery site. | felt we probably had more
capability to stake out a site long after the body was recovered. So | asked, “And | just wonder how fruitful you thought that would be?”

“Let me understand what you just said. Monitor it afterwards?” Ted asked, trying to define my question.

Monitoring Dump Sites

I gave him an example of what | meant. “We discovered a site along a roadside. We have been there, processing the area, and then we
leave. That's a different concept than staking the body out and him driving by while we’re there. What are the odds of his coming back in this
area, several months later, thinking we’re not there?”

Ted reminded us, “And, of course, there’s a good chance in some of these areas that you haven’t found everyone. | mean, it's obvious you
haven't found everyone. And there’s a good chance that where you've found only one that there are probably more than one. And you said
yesterday that you found one buried where the others were aboveground. It may be very well that the reason you haven’t found some of the
others is because they, in fact, are buried. And it's more difficult, obviously, to find them, but if the animals haven’t dug them up, it'll be more
difficult to find. He might want to come back to an area. So | would look at your list and see where the most likely sites are that might have
somebody there you haven't discovered. For instance, it occurred to me, and | don’t know why, | was just looking at the maps and | saw what
would have been the site where Naon and Meehan and an unidentified individual were found. They were all pretty close together. But there’s a
good chance there are some more down by Star Lake and maybe, even better, down by Auburn, where you only found one. So it would be a
matter of just picking a site that you felt had some potential, where you just didn't want to spend days on your hands and knees trying to find
something else, and monitoring it. | think there’s a fairly good chance that if there’s somebody left, he would be back. If there’'s somebody left
and you're long gone, as opposed to actually trying to get in your face while you're at the site, there are some people who get off on doing that,
but I don’t think this guy would.”

Pursuing the thought, | asked, “How about if we hadn’t found them all up along 410?”

Anxiously, as if he were actually in the Riverman’s mind as he tried to play Battleship with people looking for the guy’s kills, Ted continued,
“Oh, yeah. Right now, it appears he’s spread them out up there. They're not all in one place. For instance, it's not that he won't return to an area
once it's been discovered. You found Loworn in September of eighty-two, and yet he came back just about ten blocks away to dump three
more. No telling he won't come back to an area, but the exact same spot—that might be something else again. You got ski season coming up,
so you're going to have a lot of traffic along Highway 410 in the not-too-distant future. It's going to be hard to separate the wheat from the chaff,
let alone those folks going up there skiing.

“But your fellow might not be so smooth as to put the skis on top of the car. The thing is if he puts his skis on top of the car and drives by at
seven in the morning and comes back down at nine, he’s not going to hang around up at Green River or wherever for the next ten hours just to
come down and see what you are doing. He's going to get cold. He’s not a skier, and he wants to get back to business. Your people might see
him pass at seven or eight and come back at nine or ten that same morning. Even with the skis on his car, that would look a little bit weird. And
if you start to see that same car do that over a period of a couple of months, then you might have something. But it'll take a little bit of work.”



Flaunting his knowledge of the area, Ted explained, “I think the sites east of Enumclaw have the most potential for that kind of proactive
technique because there are more bodies out there. They may be all between Enumclaw and Greenwater. There’s a lot of space up there, but
not so much you can’t handle, because the road-way is between the river and the mountains on the left (as you're going up). And there’s not a
lot of room to move around except off the side roads. Some of them have gates across them, don’'t they? And some of them don’t. Like up past
the town of Greenwater, there used to be a section where there were summer homes. And the mountainsides are honeycombed with second-
growth timber when | was last up there. It may be ready to harvest by now, I don’'t know. But there are lots of side roads up north of Greenwater.”

Ted was aware that one of the main problems in serial-murder investigations was how to link bodies found as murders committed by the
same person. How far back in time or far away in distance did one go to find cases that might be related? Could a woman found raped and
stabbed in a county 60 miles away over nine years previous be a case related to the Green River murders? Better, could a case that might
have been one of Bundy’'s own crimes bring him closer to the Green River Killer and get him talking about his own cases?

| had previously spoken to Drs. Berberich and Liebert about showing Bundy a crime scene photo as a method of attraction to keep him
talking whenever | believed his enthusiasm or attention was flagging. Both predicted Bundy would be invigorated by the photo and think, by
explaining to us precisely what's in it, that we were participating in his fantasies. It was hard to believe seeing one photograph could fuel his
long-interrupted lust for dead females. But, at this point in our interview, | believed it was worth a try.

The Case of Kathy Devine

Rather than pick just any case as an example to discuss with Ted, we purposely chose the case of Kathy Devine, who was murdered in
December 1973. Her murder was never solved, but the case was one in which Ted himself was a great suspect. Devine was last seen getting
into a green pickup truck driven by a white male with a beard near 90th and Aurora avenues in north Seattle. At that time Ted owned a green
pickup in addition to his Volkswagen bug, and was sporting a full beard. Devine’s body was found near a camp-ground in southern Thurston
County about 15 miles south of Olympia, the capital of Washington, where Bundy worked. | obtained permission from Lieutenant Mark Curtis of
the Thurston County Sheriffs Department to use photos from the Devine case since it had not been under active investigation for years.
Certainly, Bundy’s facial expressions and psychological reaction to evidence from this case would help us assess whether our hunch that Ted
was a good suspect in her murder was correct.

I had to approach this phase of our talks in a way that didn’t alert Ted to the fact that we were carefully observing his body language and the
manner in which he was answering our questions. Even though the temptation was there, | couldn’t immediately plop down Devine’s crime
scene photo and ask him if it could have been committed by the Riverman. This might have signaled to Bundy that | had just violated his request
not to discuss crimes for which he was under investigation. So | started out talking about a different subject and drew Ted into a position of
wanting to see the photograph.

A curious aspect of serial-murder investigations was whether the killer had come into any type of contact with the police before his arrest.
Many experienced detectives believe that information about the killer they are seeking is somewhere in their files, but they just don’t see it. It
was a topic | knew Bundy would talk about. It was close to Ted’s heart because he had said on previous occasions that some police officers
had mistreated him. | carefully chose my next words to conceal my real intent. | commented, “Seems inconceivable to me that the Riverman,
who was very familiar with the strip area, wouldn’'t have been hassled, rousted, or something by the local uniformed patrol officers.”

“Field-carded?” Bundy asked. This was Ted’s phrase for field interrogation or interview report. Patrol officers completed those reports when
suspicious behavior that did not lead to an arrest was recorded in police files for future reference. “Sure. Check the field cards for what kind of
behavior? Lurking behavior? Which is ex-actly what he’d be doing if you'd be field-carding in the area. Maybe he’d look out of place. 'm not
saying he’d be peeking in windows or anything. He's more than likely gone far beyond that stage.

“We’re talking about a patrolman, out in the field and is a hot dog, and he doesn’t like anybody hanging around his area that he doesn’t know.
He'll field-card them just for spitting on the sidewalk. And sometimes those contacts by police officers are the most valuable. Someone will
catch this guy entirely by surprise,” Bundy explained like a man of vast experience.

“But if he’s just lurking around and trying to observe the behavior of these women, it's not like him to be doing anything illegal unless he’s
hiding in the shadows. The Riverman certainly uses shadows, you know, from time to time. So check your field cards for single males with
suspicious behavior, suspected prowler, burglar, or whatever. A young man, twenty to thirty, hanging around Pacific Highway South and field-
carded. And that is a little bit far out. Fm sure you checked all your arrests for indecent exposure or prowling or window peeping and all that kind
of stuff, right?”

Bundy had just given a list of what a serial killer would have been stopped for when searching for victims. Ted continued by asking, “Do you
have names? You have your computer running, right? It's possible your man is going to appear on more than one list. There’s an excellent
chance your guy has already been reported, too. But where do you start? You know how | feel. So, if you can start developing alternative lists
and matching them and working through a computer to find him, then you start to have something: field card here, arrested there, reported over
here, car license plate number shows up over here. You know, the kind of stuff like you're talking about, things that contain people’s names—
maybe a little bit more sophisticated.”

It was ironic how Ted went right to the very way the task force had identified him from the thousands of names in our computer. | don’t think he
ever realized how close we were to him even before the Utah arrest, even though he knew what the typical methods of police investigation
were. But now, no matter how fruitful this line of questioning was, it was time to redirect Ted. As | placed a black-and-white photograph upside
down in front of Ted, | said, “Whenever we’ve gone through our records, we found cases similar in nature to the Riverman’s.” Ted obviously
understood that the photo was turned so he couldn’t see it, and he didn’t hesitate to grasp and rotate it until he was looking at the photo
correctly.

Immediately, the contortions of Ted’s face told us that he was morbidly transfixed by the Devine scene. His jaw protruded, and his pupils
were hideously dilated. His pulse bulged and radiated through his carotid artery like a huge water bump in a garden hose. | felt suddenly as if
he were alone with his thoughts, replaying an internal video of his murder, even with us there.

In a droning voice, Dave reported the facts of the case while Ted stared down. My guess from his reaction was that Ted didn't need the
explanation. He patiently waited while Dave explained what he already knew. “She was actually found in Camp Margaret McKinney. Later in
nineteen seventy-four another girl, Brenda Baker, was found nearby in Millersylvania State Park. And you're kind of aware what our M.O. is.
We’ve got prostitutes, some in the river and some on land. And | just picked out a few photographs that were taken back there in seventy-three
of this young lady. And that's one of the reasons | asked you the question about whether or not he could have started putting these bodies on
land, then the river, as far back as nineteen seventy-three.”

“‘Ummm,” Ted said, licking his lips while searching for the relevance of that particular photograph to the Riverman and not himself. Groping
for some quick relationship to the Green River cases, | said, “We’re interested in her case because Ninetieth and Aurora is an area frequented
by prostitutes.”

Coyly, Ted reminisced with himself and kept the photo in front of him. He asked, “Now, where was this body located?”



“She’s about ten miles southwest of Olympia. Five miles west of I-Five,” Dave answered.

Ted interrupted as if he wanted to take over the description of the locale for us and came tantalizingly close to a confession of a detail only
the killer could have known. “Off a dirt road,” he said in a voice that seemed to indicate that a deep memory had been evoked. But he caught
himself and desperately tried to revert to a third-person narrative. He asked, “How far off the road?”

“Found near the parking area at the park,” Dave quickly responded. “He didn’t have to carry her too far. She was within about ten feet of the
parking lot.”

Ted regressed quickly back to his first-person version, “But there’s no attempt to conceal the body. And there are clues, there’s clothing here.
Pretty strong individual to be able to rip those—or cut, possibly cut—those jeans like that.”

| was astonished by Ted’s observations since | could hardly decipher from the photo what condition the clothing was in, let alone how the
jeans were cut. He had to have been there. He was there, right then, in his memory.

Reading my mind, Ted denied any connection to the photo. “Ummm, | don’t think 've even been there—that is, to the park. When | was a kid
my parents used to go there all the time. Found a picture of that area once, Millersylvania State Park.”

“Well, Devine was found in Camp Margaret McKinney, southwest of Olympia, not Millersylvania Park,” Dave reminded him. “She was picked
up in Seattle. That's where she was last seen.”

“That would have—that was seventy-three?” Ted responded, like he knew nothing about the case and was avoiding any reference that he
might have murdered Brenda Baker, too. Ted mixed up the facts of his murders.

“Yeah, Ninetieth and Aurora on December seventh,” Dave volunteered when he didn’t need to. | would have pulled his plug if | could have to
keep him from giving Ted any information.

Glancing at the photo of the Devine body, Ted reverted to his mode of speaking hypothetically, like he usually did when we got too close to
his cases. “Well, the obvious presence of clothing. 'Course, this was ten, eleven years ago, and they're apt to change and will change as he
discovers what works and what doesn’t, and studies—but the way the jeans are cut, that's kind of unique.”

Cautiously, Dave continued by asking, “What are your impressions of the kind of guy that would have done something like this as compared
to what we’re looking at?”

Ted was about to reveal an important concept, yet to be written up in any homicide literature at the time. This concept would upset modus
operandi purists, those who believed that the characteristics of one murder must be replicated in another in order for both to have been
committed by the same person. Ted said, “If he’s capable of it, he’s had ten years to change his M.O. and his—whatever you call them—
fetishes or his rituals or his fantasies will change every time, too. So he might be taking the girls’ clothes over one period of time or not. He
might be subjecting them to a certain type of abuse at one period and changing the next time. There’s no question about that.”

Dave sustained the hypothetical tone by stating, “But let's say that our Green River person did this one, but, as you said, his M.O. is different.
What was going through his mind back then, you know, just from your impressions of the photographs you looked at? | know it's kind of difficult
when you're looking at black-and-white photographs, but what do you think his mind is doing then?”

“Well, that's not much to work with,” Ted pleaded.

“You got the torn or cut pants,” Dave added.

“Oh, yeah. The whys of the cut pants are bizarre. And | don’'t know what the autopsy revealed in terms of the presence of semen or any other
marks on the body. The cut pants are really odd, boy. You know. Why? Why they're cut? | don’t think they're ripped. | think they are cut, unless he
performed some sort of sex act right before or right after he left her there and came back and ripped her pants in order to do that. But that's a
little hard to figure.  mean, he didn’t have to hurry. He obviously had control of the situation. So, that’s a little bit bizarre.”

Up to this point, cutting pants and mutilating bodies were classified by Ted as bizarre. But what was most bizarre was the sight of a serial
killer in captivity looking at a photograph of what might well have been one of his own kills. From somewhere deep in the recesses of his
memory and driven by the still-living sexual lust within him, Ted seemed to be projecting his own motive and patterns onto a phantom killer who
was lurking, even then, in the shadows of the Northwestern forests over 3,000 miles away.
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“The River Was His Friend”

Ted Bundy was downright exhilarated as he described how the Green River Killer might have dumped his victims. When Ted talked about
dump sites, he had a fire of excitement charging through his body that was not there when he was talking about abduction sites. His
lightninglike hand gestures and his shifting body movements made to emphasize his points reflected his intense pre-occupation with the dump
sites. It was almost as if he were there and enjoying every minute of it. These moments illustrated that Bundy and the Riverman shared a
common fascination with the corpses of their respective victims. It was from sharing a similar experience that Bundy was able to sense how the
Riverman had preselected his body recovery sites as a function of his own common sense, choosing them only after extensive trial and error in
sampling many sites.

Theories of Dump Sites

Ted began the conversation about dump sites by coyly explaining that he did not want to talk about what we had already considered.
“Generally speaking, it's hard to say. It's all speculation. 'm sure you've gone over this a thousand times. But for prostitutes missing from
downtown Seattle, there isn't an obviously good, close site where he can just drop them off. He’s got to go somewhere. Therefore, he has
driven to Interstate Five, more than likely heading south. Then he easily dropped off victims on the roads that intersected I-Five as he did with
Delores Williams along Star Lake Road.”

It seemed that the killer’s direction of travel was an important point in the case for Ted, especially since heading south fit Ted’s pet theory that
the killer lived in the Tacoma area, south of Seattle. Ted supported his point by arguing, “He dropped off Pitsor on the Mount View Cemetery
Road and Colleen Brockman on Jovita Road, both locations on the way from Seattle to Tacoma. Also, he had traveled east on Interstate Ninety
and dropped off Agisheff on Highway 18 and Yates along I-Ninety near exit 38. Other victims were deposited in that same general vicinity. And,
of course, Snoqualmie Pass along Interstate Ninety has gotten a reputation for that kind of activity, and perhaps that's what attracted him there.”
Ted had often said that killers learned from previous experiences, and based upon this fact, the Green River Killer would know to dump his
victims along I-90 just as Ted had.

Ted had analyzed the dates when each victim was dumped in a specific location. He particularly noted that Abernathy’'s and Bello’s remains
were found “way out along Highway 410, over thirty-five miles from where they were last seen in downtown Seattle. They were missing toward
the tail end of nineteen eighty-three, one in September and one in October. That was about the time that task force members found several
bodies that autumn in locations where the Riverman had previously dumped victims, such as along the Star Lake Road and from around the
airport strip.” So Ted surmised that the killer would naturally change locations, because he never returned to dump a victim in a location that
had previously been found by the police. It was too risky.

With the keen perception of one who had evaded police for years, Ted said, “And | bet he was getting nervous. He said, ‘God damn, they’re
starting to find my bodies again.” Ted seemed to love speaking as if he were the Green River Killer. It was eerie, particularly after the years we
spent on his trail, to hear him speak in the killer’s voice. Ted didn’t want to confuse us with his eagerness to explain and he hastened to add,
“It's kind of fascinating to see how this unfolds, and I'm probably running ahead of myself. If I'm confusing you, please ask me questions, but just
looking at how this unfolded—I see here by the dates that you found the first five real quick—Coffield, Bonner, Chapman, Hinds, and Mills.” Ted
was desperate to answer our questions at this point and responded to them rapidly, without a moment’s hesitation.

Ted tried to prove his point that as the Green River Killer progressed, he became a more efficient killer. “You can see, he changes. Due to
the five discoveries, he’s obviously not going to use the Green River anymore, at least not for a while. It was his friend for a period of time. He’s
looking for something that's more effective, so he goes back to dry land with his sixth victim.”

After August 15, 1982, the date Opal Mills was found on the bank of the Green River directly above two other victims who were in the river,
the Riverman dumped Giselle Lowvorn, his next victim, on dry land. Ted said, “And Loworn is found in September, but still he sticks to these dry
land sites with his subsequent victims.” By continuing to dump victims on dry land, the Riverman, Ted believed, had learned that the victim’s
remains were not immediately discovered, like those found in the river. Also, when the victims were found, they were nothing more than
skeletons and the killer surely took note that this type of dumping provided less physical evidence that could link him to his kills.

Ted was somewhat patronizing when he spoke of his analysis of the cases, saying, “l was able to more deliberately analyze it in my notes
here. What 'm saying is, between September of eighty-two and May of eighty-three, you didn’t find any bodies. So, in his mind, he was
effective, and he killed how many between those months? You got a whole mess of them that were not found until much later.

“He started back to dry land, knew you couldn’t find any bodies for seven or eight months, anywhere. And this guy is starting to get bold
again. “Yeah. I finally found the ticket, you know, when they're not finding my bodies.” And we didn’t find the next one until May. He went from
September to May. And the Riverman had changed, changed his path.”

Ted enjoyed the hypothetical question because it gave him a chance to make us think that he was guessing, so | asked him, “Let’s say he’s
still in the Seattle area and is continuing to kill. Okay? And we found Abernathy and Bello out there, great distances from where they were last
seen. What do you think the Riverman’s next step will be?”

Without hesitation, Ted responded, “Well, go with what was working. And, you know, he moved up east of Enumclaw, thirty-five miles from
Seattle, to dispose of victims. He’s going deeper into the mountains. He’s trying something new. He’s trying something different. You found
three up east of Enumclaw. He probably won’t be going up there anymore, assuming he has been going up there. Obviously, he was up there
for a time, and l'll bet you'll find another or more up there. At least, in my opinion, four or five more.”

Ted never gave us the credit for finding all the victims dumped in a particular location. According to him, there were always more. Eerily,
Ted’s predictions were correct for the dump sites near the Intersection of 90 and Highway 18 and at the south airport area. More bodies—
presumably those of additional Riverman victims—were found in those areas long after our conversations with Ted had ended.

Dave Reichert was concerned about where the Riverman would dump future victims. He asked, “You think he’ll go further east on [-907?”

Ted’s response was somewhat of a surprise since the Riverman had murdered at least 40 women. “Who knows? This guy is learning! He's
trying to find the best way to dispose of those bodies he can think of. He’s just been dumping them in one way or another. He’s burying some,
but God forbid someday he finds a secluded well somewhere that no one can stumble across and starts dumping them all down the well, or
finding some other effective way, such as burying them in a basement like the gentleman Gacy.” Ted referred to his fellow serial killers as
gentlemen, apparently holding them in high esteem. “Because, quite frankly, | think we get a chance to catch him if we can start finding fresh



bodies again without him getting the wiser.” Ted sometimes talked as though he was now one of us.

“Let’'s see now, you found three bodies in October of eighty-three. And that bothered the hell out of him, 'm sure. ’Cause you found Antosh,
Naon, and an unidentified set of bones, all in different locations. So, you know, 'm sure he was starting to get a little bit edgy about leaving any
more bodies around in similar locations. | think that's obvious enough. And it's no accident that your next bodies, in terms of chronological
disappearances, start to turn up near Enumclaw, a location far from your most recent discoveries. No doubt you have more remains in the
recent area you haven't discovered, but they're your early victims you haven't found.”

As it turned out, Ted’s predictions on this matter were way off base. He had just told us who we would find east of Enumclaw. But the
Riverman’s early victims were not found there, but were later discovered near the Sea-Tac Airport strip.

Choosing Dump Sites

Feeling that Ted probably revisited the Issaquah and Taylor Mountain dump sites with bodies long after his first dump, | asked, “How
familiar is he with his dump sites? Do you think they're accidental finds?”

Emphatically, Ted proclaimed, “Oh, no, no, no, no. | think he’s pretty sure. The Riverman may not select his dump sites with the precision of a
geographer or surveyor, but it's clear that he’s searched down and looked them over in daytime and nighttime. They are places he’s been back
to many times after, obviously—places he’s been back to many times.” At this point, | felt Ted was telling us that he, himself, returned many
times to his own disposal sites. The excitement in Ted’s voice was a clue, perhaps, that body disposal sites were the location of his violent
exhibitions. They were places where he believed he could commit whatever sexual acts he wanted on the bodies of his victims and not be
discovered. No wonder he was so excited at the thought of secure dump sites. They held for him the thrill of a honeymoon cabin.

After we took time to flip the tape, Ted tried to systematize his thoughts. He was striving to express himself clearly. “This is just sort of a
spontaneous dialogue we’re having here. Fm not approaching it in any organized fashion, and I'll go over my notes later to see if | miss anything
that I'd like to talk to you about,” he said.

| wanted Ted to refocus on the dump sites and tell us what the Riverman would be doing when he returned to them. Ted repeated my
question by saying, “He does. He is returning to the dump sites, not just to bring bodies back, but probably in the interim. | think it's a high
probability that he’s returning, if only to drive by. He’s returning to check those dump sites out after he’s dumped a body there.”

Dave wanted to know if he would return after we found a victim. Resoundingly, Ted declared, “Oh no. He wouldn’t touch it with a ten-mile pole.
You see, that's the problem. Again, that's a whole new subject on surveillance, and we’ll have to get back to that later. But the interesting thing
about his dump sites is he uses more than one. He doesn’t put subsequent victims at one site all together and then move to another. Like, |
have it in my notes somewhere, not all the girls who were found at one site disappeared sequentially, | don't believe. They disappeared at
different times. So he might dump one here and one there. He didn’'t use some, you know, one, two, three, and then go over here one, two,
three. He jumped back and forth. Why he did that, | don’t know. It seems a little bit inefficient, but that's what he was doing. But he’s still coming
back to them, obviously. And | think he’s coming back to look at the possibility for returning with more bodies. He’s also coming back to check
out and see, you know, the condition of the body. He may be going back for whatever kick he gets out of it. You know, obviously, what he is
doing is not normal, so you cannot apply normal standards to it. But my guess is he’s coming back, if just nothing more than just check the site
out and drive by or see if it's been discovered or see if it's been disturbed. Okay?”

The Bodies Are Clean

Many of the dump site crime scenes offered no more tangible clues than anthropological digs by the time we got to them. Bones were the
only remains found of most victims. Some bodies were stripped clean, either by animals or by the Riverman. There was no clothing, no jewelry.

Ted asked his own question. “Why is he doing that? He’s keeping it to a minimum amount of items found, I'd say. No fibers, no hairs. He may
have a thing for clothes, but more than likely this guy doesn’t want to be caught. Leaving a victim nude is the best way to leave the least amount
of evidence.”

Dave asked, “Do you think he’s saving any of that?”

Ted responded, “Who knows? That's too hard to say. If he’s being that careful, probably unlikely, unless he really has some sort of thing. But
he doesn't seem like a mentally disturbed individual, somebody who’s just really bizarre. And he’s going about it in a very businesslike, very
efficient, way. And | don’t think his type is going to keep anything, if he’s being so meticulous as to leave bodies without any clothing and to try
to dispose of bodies as best he can, and he’s learning all the time how to do it better. The Riverman is not the kind of person who’s going to
leave stuff around the house, | don’t think. | mean, that’s just my guess. He doesn’t want to get caught. He’s learning more and more. And I'd be
fascinated to read a collection of news clippings over this time to see when the publicity, the intensity of publicity built up and receded, or when
it intensified, and try to plot his activity, his intensity, his activity level with the publicity. Because the Riverman understands the difficulty of trying
to do something when the public is aroused. And maybe that's the one reason why in the past eight months or so you just really haven’'t heard a
lot from him.”

The last known Green River victim was Cindy Smith, missing in March 1984, nine months before we met with Ted. | was curious if the
formation of the Green River Murders Task Force two months earlier had any affect on the Riverman’s intensity.

“Oh, sure,” Ted answered. “And you found all those bodies in March and April. And that is the thing he does not like. And it caused him to
reevaluate his entire strategy. If it didn’t make him move, it certainly made him rethink what he’s doing. It doesn’t make him stop. It just makes a
difference.” Ted felt strongly about this, voicing throughout our conversations that the Riverman would never stop, no matter how many officers
were trying to catch him.

Looking for Dump Sites

With that, Dave continued, “To find these sites that are really way out, how does he search for them? Do you think he’s got a reason to be
out there? Do you think he’s found these sites before he picks his victim? Or do you think he’s picked up a victim in Seattle and then he’s driven
off trying to find a spot?”

“Oh, I think the chances are in favor of him having been there at least before, probably looking for them deliberately,” Ted answered. “Well, |
did some analyzing of the mass gravesites that you have on some maps | was sent. Looks like he certainly has returned to one site over and
over again and that would lead me to believe that he’s looking for good places. And once he’s found one, he will keep going back to it.
Generally, in fact, you see him changing all the time, like east of Enumclaw. He’s starting to spread them out rather than going back to one
place again and again. But my quess is he has a type of area in mind. If he hasn’t picked it out before-hand and has a body in the trunk, then he



knows what he’s looking for. If it's not a specific area, like the Star Lake site that he already was leaving bodies at, and if he’s just completely at
a loss as to where to drop the next one off, he may just start hunting on his own. But he has an idea of what he’s looking for. Like you say, the
turnaround, the deserted areas, the dirt road, or whatever. I'd say that he certainly has in mind what he thinks will be an effective place to leave
his victims’ bodies.”

Ted’s idea of the Riverman looking for a particular type of site, rather than one he had been to many times, was an intriguing concept. We
knew that serial killers were very familiar with their body disposal sites. But if a killer found a site that resembled his favorite type of site, that
might satisfy him, even if he had never been there before. For example, a serial killer who is a long-haul truck driver may be very familiar with
his hometown area. He is also familiar with freeways and off-ramps along his route of travel. Commonly, off-ramps resemble each other no
matter where they are. If the truck driver picked up a prostitute at a truck stop and drove for over 100 miles, he would be just as acquainted with
the off-ramp area 100 miles down the road as he would be with the one 300 miles farther ahead. So any off-ramp, any secluded guardrail, is a
type of site that the trucker feels comfortable dumping a body over. In other words, the killer does not have the pressing need to be in a
preselected location where he is totally familiar with the entire surroundings—just the type of site in general.

Pretexts for Scouting Dump Sites

We next wanted Bundy to talk to us about the likelihood that someone might have interrupted the Riverman at any of his dump sites. Bundy
had a lot of experience ferrying his victims to secluded areas and spending time with them there. We wondered if Bundy had any experiences
with uninvited guests. And along those same lines, we were curious as to what someone might have seen who spotted the Riverman and either
didn’'t know what he was seeing or who simply chose not to come forward unless he was asked. If this had happened we might actually have
had an informed witness without ever realizing it.

“Do you think that he’s thought far enough ahead to come up with an excuse for himself in case he gets stopped searching for his body
disposal site?” Dave asked Ted. “What 'm getting at is, does he have a reason? Let’s say you're an officer up there, and you see this guy in a
wilderness hunting or fishing area. There’s no fishing pole. No rifle. Do you think that he might be a fisherman or a hunter or do you think he
might try to pose as somebody else?”

Ted’s answer indicated that he had surely thought about what he would do if he ever was caught at the scene. He answered, “It's not unlikely
he might try to pose as a hiker; that's a good cover.” We knew Ted was a hiker, and hiked in areas where he dumped bodies. “A hiker or a
fisherman. Or [ would think that a mushroom hunter might be a good one. Then you don’t have to worry about being out of season or by a lake.
You're just out enjoying nature. Who knows? | don’t imagine that has escaped his imagination because | may have underestimated the amount
of thought he has devoted to this. Again, he makes mistakes. He's not perfect and probably does a lot of things on impulse. But | think there are
a lot of things he does do to try to cover his ass. And one of them is having a reason to be up there. Now, it's not going to be the best reasonin
the world. | mean, he might have a knapsack over his back or something like that, saying, ‘I'm just hiking around.’ But, Jesus Christ, if officers
are out there, and you find anybody in the area of those dump sites, then they're at the top of your list, no matter what excuse they give you. |
mean, if you found anybody on foot within a couple miles of those bodies, you know they'd be right at the very top of your list.”

Burial Versus Disposal

Ted once said that a preferred method of disposal was burial. One of the Green River Killer’s victims found at the south end of the airport
was completely buried. It was a mystery why one victim was left on top of the ground, another covered with twigs, and another buried. | asked
Ted why the Riverman might have chosen to bury only one victim at that location.

It seemed that the variance in techniques also confused Ted, because he said, “Depends on whether they were close. | mean, if one was
buried at the south end, | would expect that to be the last one. Assume that maybe he thought it would be an improvement over dumping them in
plain sight. If it wasn’t, | couldn’t explain it. | think clearly from his point of view, burying is more effective than just dumping on top of the ground.”

Dave pressed Ted, knowing that Ted didn’'t feel any emotion toward any woman, by asking, “Could that mean that maybe she had some
special relationship with the Riverman?”

Ted’s belief in the lack of remorse a killer feels for his victims was about to surface. Ted answered, “That he felt anything and that burial had
some ritualistic or personal significance apart from disposing of the body itself? I'd say no! And | ask you this, how many of those twenty-seven
victims you found were buried or partially buried?”

“Less than five.”

“That's interesting. That's a cover-up, isn't it?” Ted argued.

I injected, “Well, let's define what burial is. You said buried or partially buried, okay? There’s one here in the dirt, all right? Then there are
probably three others who are covered with twig-type branches and maybe a little bit of dirt. And then there is something unusual about the two
victims in the river, who were held down by large rocks. The Riverman did not want them discovered, either. They're not the normally dumped
victim. You know, he’s not Wayne Williams. He’s not throwing them into a river from a bridge. Right? Something else special he’s done to the
girls.”

“But not all.”

“Not all. No,” l agreed.

Ted went on to say, “You know, look at yourself, nobody’s consistent. They don’'t do everything the same every time. Why he would do
something to one victim as opposed to another—sometimes it may be baffling, maybe even to him. fit's a him.”

The way Ted ended this response led to a broader question—who was the Riverman? Was he one man? Were there two people acting in
concert? Ted covered all his bases by saying, “You know, when you say something like that, it raises the possibility of maybe two people. Like
one guy buries them; the other guy just drops them off. You asked me earlier if | thought it was one or two and —or even women or anybody—I
mean, | certainly wouldn't want to limit my own possibilities there. | mean, my guess is it's one, but when you start finding variations like one
buried, one not, or some of the bodies mutilated in ways that others aren't, then you have to start thinking about more than one, | guess. But I'd
say that if he’s just raking stuff over some of them and burying others, that may be just the fact that he just happened to have a shovel in the car
this time. And the other times he forgot it. | mean, you might say, ‘Well, this guy is more competent than that.’ Perhaps. But perhaps not. | think
that the last thing that he’s thinking when he leaves the house is, ‘Is a shovel in the trunk?’ Maybe he doesn't like carrying the shovel in the trunk
because it looks dirty, or only puts the shovel and the pick in the trunk when, you know, he really got his head together when he was leaving the
house.”

Ted had read the material published by the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit about buried victims having some emotional attachment to the
killer. So | pressed him. “How about any compassion and emotion for the particular victim that was buried?”

Ted replied, “I see what you mean. | don’t know. 'm not saying that a person is devoid of compassion or might have more compassion for



one victim or the other. But | think, my guess is when it comes to disposing of the victims, he’s doing the best he can to dispose of them as
unattractively as he can. Given what he knows about, which is rudimentary, he learns by trial and error. And, you know, sure, there may be some
ritualistic significance by burying that one body, but my guess is there is no more ritualistic significance than the past. He just happened to
decide to bury that one that day as opposed to not burying the others. But in all cases, it's obvious he’s trying to hide them. And, you know, | bet
you, if he's started burying them all, a lot less of them would have been found. You know, if he had been burying them properly. So, this is just
one man’s opinion. Right? And I'd say anything is possible, but my guess is it's just an exception to the rule. One of those nagging
inconsistencies that 'm sure, you know, keep you awake at night. Right?” Ted chuckled.

“Keeping” the Victims

Knowing that some killers keep their victims for a period of time before disposing of them, | asked Ted, “Is he keeping one? Do you think
he’s keeping them for any length of time at all?”

Finally, | had struck a real nerve with Ted. Instead of just cooperating with us from the perspective of an expert, things suddenly got personal.
Ted himself had kept victims in his possession for different lengths of time after he had killed them, and talking about this subject suddenly
invigorated and excited him. He responded, “Good question, and | have asked that throughout my notes. You know, | felt when | got this data
you sent me the other day that | might get some handle on or some feeling about how long he is keeping them. And my guess is, considering
the fact you see these burial sites all over the place, a concentration of burial sites in the Kent valley between 5 and Star Lake and that area,
he’s doing a lot of hunting around. His victims disappear Sunday through Saturday, like | said. My guess is he doesn’t have a family, like
probably, in many cases, your typical serial killer. He has a lot of time on his hands without worrying about who’s asking where he is. And ... |
kind of lost track of where | was. Excuse me. Oh, as far as ... So, | said there’s a good possibility, let's say he lives alone, that he could well
take them home. Right?”

When Ted would get excited about what he was talking about, he frequently lost track of what he was saying. It was almost like Ted was
talking about himself and then was thrown off his line of thought when he realized he was talking to us.

Ted continued, “And keep them for a while. And perhaps some of your evidence would show that. In fact, the girl disappeared definitely at
this particular time and place, and her body was found seven days later, and she’d only been dead for two days. Now, it doesn’t look like you
have very many fresh bodies that can be analyzed like that. You have a few in the Green River that are close and the Christensen girl was close,
between five days. Between the time she disappears and the time her body is found. Right? Well, that gives you something to work with. But
when | started looking at where the girls are being found and where they disappeared from, my feeling is generally he’s killing them shortly after.
You know, he’s not taking them a great distance. That is, he’s not taking them home.”

“You think he’s probably doing it in his car, then?” Dave asked.

“I would guess that whole thing is taking place in a car. He’s picking up in the car, [then] they're being killed in a few hours in the car, and
dumped. You know, the most efficient way he knows of and as quickly as he can. And he’s not lugging them all over, either dead or alive, and
keeping them for a few days. There may be exceptions. There are always exceptions to the rule. I'd say you can’t count on this guy doing it the
same way every time. I'd say the pattern that showed itself to me, here, where the bodies are found so close to where they disappeared and
even there up along Interstate Ninety, just indicated to me that once he’s killed them, that he’s getting rid of them. And let's say every once in a
while he may just—if he has someplace he can take them, if he lives alone in a house or in a private apartment that he has a private entrance—
he may take them home. But it doesn’t look like it to me.” We don't know if this was indeed what the Riverman did, but we did know that Ted
had just explained what he himself did with his victims.

Breakins

According to Ted’s description, the Riverman had used the river and then the woods, farther south and southeast, as disposal grounds for
his victims. But | wanted Ted to discuss whether the Riverman had entered a residence to attack victims, as he had done. Would the Riverman
have begun his series by breaking into someone’s house in the middle of the night and strangling her? There were unsolved murders involving
females who were attacked in their own houses, apartments, and condos in the years preceding the first river victim we had located. Would the
Riverman enter a building or would he think it was too risky?

Eagerly, Ted asked, “And their bodies were left there?”

I responded, “Yes.”

Ted’s expression indicated his perplexity as he said, “Were they prostitutes?”

| clarified that the women had questionable morals. “They go to bars and get themselves picked up for a one-night stand.”

Speaking as someone as efficient in different modi operandi as the Riverman, Ted said, “Well, he did not start with either Agisheff or
Coffield. | feel that very strongly. He didn’t just work up to committing four or five murders a month without extensive practice.” Ted likened it to
“somebody who is looking for the right hole to fish in. And he was fishing here and there and maybe not catching much, but taking too much of a
risk in the meantime. And it very well could be that someone like this would break into a house and kill a woman—you can’t rule it out—and then
subsequently find it so risky, unnerving, and difficult, quite frankly, that he would look for something that was maybe perhaps easier. And then
when he smartened up, he just sort of blossomed with all those younger women on the streets, if you will. He became much more active. That's
one scenario.” That was Ted’s own scenario. Having done everything from entering and removing Lynda Healy's body from her rooming house
at the University of Washington and bludgeoning the coeds inside the Chi Omega Sorority House at Florida State University, Ted knew that a
very active serial killer was capable of performing any type of murder, inside or outside a building. Therefore, not surprisingly, Ted said that if
he were us he would definitely consider that murders indoors might also be part of the Green River series.

Trying to raise Ted’s dignity and confirm h