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PROLOGUE

The farmhouse and surrounding area looked like something from the set of “Little House on the Prairie.” 

The house on Harvey Farm stood nestled in between tall pine trees, peaceful streams, and wildlife. 

A place where you don’t expect to find scenes that would be given an “X” rating if it were a horror movie. 

The police arrived at the home while conducting a search for a missing young man named Kenneth Countje. They did not have to search far to find evidence of criminal activity. In the front of the property, lay a mattress burning alongside a smoking garbage barrel. 

Their first inclination was to believe that the resident was burning garbage. A citation was due, maybe, but they had more pressing matters to attend to. 

But upon closer inspection of the barrel, the officers saw a bone sticking out of the garbage.

A femur?

A mass of fleshy goo remained at the knob of the bone and the smell of the charred remains made the policemen gag. 

They both gave each other a look of horror. Here in a town where the most serious crime would be a speeding ticket or jaywalking, the police were about to enter a whole world of horror beyond their wildest imagination. 

CHAPTER ONE 

Epping, New Hampshire. 

Population = less than six thousand. 

Epping is a rainy, small town that has been sarcastically nicknamed “The Center of the Universe”. That has not stopped the residents from hosting parades, canoe races and music festivals. But when Sheila LaBarre arrived, the tiny hamlet soon became known for murder. 

“She was a smart woman,” forensic psychologist Paula Orange said. “Not book smart but intuitive. She could read people.”

Sheila was born Sheila Kaye Bailey in Fort Payne, Alabama in 1958. 

She was the youngest of six children. Her first marriage with a man named Ronnie Jennings would last less than two months. Jennings would find out that Sheila had been locking his child from a previous marriage in a closet to punish her. Jennings would divorce Sheila but she would find herself a new man in short order, tying the knot with John Baxter and moving to Chattanooga, Tennessee. Even though married, she would secretly fantasize about being swept away by a rich man. Sheila’s mental illness would come to bear in her second marriage and that would end in divorce as well. Despondent, Sheila tried to kill herself and was sent to a psychiatric facility. She would be raped by an orderly inside the hospital. 

Now single in Tennessee, the cash-strapped Sheila was forced to live in a local YMCA. She attended a church service and had a private talk with one of the preachers as she wanted “spiritual guidance.” She would later claim that the reverend asked if she wanted to “sit in his lap.”  She then went to a psychiatrist who asked her if she had anal sex with any of her former husbands. The doctor then called Sheila at home and asked if “what she was wearing” and if she “was touching herself.”

“If what we are to believe all of Sheila’s stories,” Orange said. “Then literally all of her interactions with men have ended with them as the pervert and her as the victim. Her sister would later testify that Sheila was molested by her father when she was young. Then her abusive marriages, the rape at the psych facility segues into a spiritual search where she meets a preacher who shows her the tent in his pants. Crazy.”

CHAPTER TWO

Sheila turned to personal ads after her failures in marriage.  She didn’t like the normal courtship process of going to bars and meeting men there. She used the personal ads to cherry pick the men she wanted, men she could dominate. 

“Whether on-line or off-line, Sheila behaved like a woman who was in complete control,” Orange said. “She would develop a strange kind of power over men. It was almost as if she knew which men would be vulnerable to her feminine wiles and which ones would fight back. But when it came to Dr. Bill LaBarre, it was more of a case of getting the money.”

While in Tennessee, Dr. LaBarre decided to take out a personal ad. He would get a response from Sheila who immediately sought to separate herself from the other paramours of the rich doctor. 

She sent the doctor nude Polaroids of herself. 

The strategy worked. 

“She showed no shame in flirting with the older man and soon had him in the palm of her hand,” Orange said. “He’d buy her fancy clothes, necklaces, the whole nine yards.”

Wilfred “Bill” LaBarre was a successful chiropractor but lonely. Overweight and bespectacled, he had little to offer aside from his wealth. He was in his sixties and recently widowed. 

Dr. Labarre was considered a good man by all who knew him. He had been the “Chiropractor of the Year” in 1983 but that would be the same year his beloved Edwina would pass away from cancer. Eager to salve the loneliness, he married another woman named Leona but she abandoned the doctor after a few years. He had two children from his first marriage; Laura and Gregory. 

Now alone and widowed, the doctor wanted to spend his golden years enjoying his wealth. 

And a young woman. 

He would look at the nude Polaroids of the curvaceous Southern Belle, becoming obsessed. 

“Here was a lonely, older man who all of a sudden had a 27-year old woman sending him nude photos. He thought he hit the jackpot.”

Dr. LaBarre soon invited Sheila to come live with him at his farm in Epping, New Hampshire. The farm was a spacious one, a 115-acre horse ranch that according to LaBarre, “needed a female hand.”

Sheila would become enamored by life on the farm, at least at first. She “never heard a June bug before” and the isolated country home gave her a peace that she never experienced. 

Neighbors were not shocked that Dr. LaBarre took in such a younger woman as his girlfriend. He reportedly had other girlfriends after his wife died. “Sheila ran all the other girls off,” one neighbor said.

But Sheila would prove to be a high-maintenance girlfriend. She would drain Dr. LaBarre’s finances, making him buy her gifts and prizes which included a brand-new Silver Mercedes. 

She also began to interject herself into LaBarre’s estate and business dealings. 

The farm that LaBarre owned was called the Old Harvey Farm. It was named after the original owners of the property who still lived in the area. But Sheila forced the doctor to change the name, she wanted it called something that reflected her personality. 

The Silver Leopard Farm. 

Sheila then had a sign made up and had it placed at the entrance. 

She was marking her territory.  

CHAPTER THREE

Despite the constant gifts and financial prizes, Sylvia proved to be an ungrateful sugar baby. The relationship would turn tempestuous after a few months. Sheila would claim that Dr. LaBarre often referred to himself as an “old fart” and looked the other way when Sheila began to have different men over for sex. 

“He just worried about me when I would date far from home. But he was getting old and his heart would stop beating sometimes.”

But the couple fought and police were routinely called to the residence to mediate their domestic disputes.  

“You would sometimes hear gunshots,” Bruce Allen, a LaBarre neighbor said. “You would hear her screaming, ‘I’m going to kill you, you mother fucker!’”

Sheila once pulled a gun on the doctor and forced him out of the home. The chiropractor hid behind a boulder as his girlfriend shot at him.  

LaBarre’s daughter also recalled that she heard Sheila screaming threats at her father. “I’m gonna kill the horses and I’m going to kill you too.”

Laura would later remark at how much her father changed after Sheila came into his life. He went from a normal, well-liked member of the community to a meek, submissive man. 

“Sheila was all about being an opportunist,” Orange said. “She had the ability to read a man, analyzing his weaknesses, size him up and then push the buttons. With LaBarre, she had a lonely man in front of her. He would tolerate anything in order not to lose her at first and then he simply became fearful of his life. These men in this small New England town did not have the wherewithal to deal with a violent sociopath like Sheila.”

Sheila didn’t stop with the renaming of Old Harvey Home. She soon took over the accounting duties at LaBarre’s chiropractic business. She began organizing the practice into a well-oiled machine. She would track down patients who owed the doctor money and file numerous small claims in the Hampton District Court. 

Concerned friends would advise him to dump Sheila before it was too late but it became apparent that the doctor either didn’t know how or was afraid to. Dr. LaBarre informed neighbor Bruce Allen that he “had to get rid of her” and that he wanted to “send her back to Alabama. Hopefully, she’ll stay there.”  

Her power over Dr. LaBarre increased to the point where he had given her power of attorney. She began rewriting his will, becoming the executor of his estate. The will stated that he was leaving everything to “a very special lady known as Sheila Kaye Jennings LaBarre.”

“The will was very carefully redacted from the original,” Orange said. “She kept a lot of the parts of the original and used her own typewriter to amend the little detail of where all the assets will go to. She was very astute and covered her tracks very well for someone who was supposedly schizophrenic.”

The two would live together (Sheila would move out briefly but claim to be his common-law wife) from 1987 until LaBarre’s death in 2000 at the age of 74. The coroner logged his cause of death as heart disease. There were suspicions among those close to the doctor that believe Sheila poisoned him to hasten the process.

“He was pretty old,” Orange said. “And according to the autopsy, the heart disease was significant. So Sheila didn’t have anything to do with his death despite the suspicions. The killings would come later.”

Sheila would inherit the farm, LaBarre’s Chiropractor office, two apartments and a rental home. 

This was all valued at over two million dollars in assets.  

Strangely, Sheila would marry a Jamaican national named Wayne Ennis in August of 1995 while living with Dr. LaBarre. Ennis drove a tour bus around Jamaica and Sheila made sure that when she toured the islands with Dr. LaBarre that they would cross paths with her Jamaican lover. She arranged for Ennis to obtain a visa and took him back to the farm with her. She would later claim that she and the doctor had stopped having sex and that she “had needs” which apparently Ennis took care of. She would later concede to pleasing the doctor sexually, “I’d use my hand,” she said afterward. 

Ennis would live in the farmhouse for almost a year. He had his own numerous encounters with Sheila which were violent and bizarre. One night, she ordered him to get in the car. The two then drove around the quiet town, Sheila’s voice taking on a conspiratorial tone. 

“I wish one of those damn horses would just kick him (Dr. LaBarre) in the head,” Sheila said. “Kick him in the head and kill his old ass. I’ve thought about strangling him myself. But now I have a better idea. I want you to kill him.”

Ennis was too frightened to say no to Sheila. The two would eventually divorce and the court records reveal that Sheila took out a restraining order against him. 

Ennis disputed the allegations and stated that Sheila was
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