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​The Chameleon Killer: Terry Rasmussen and the Twenty-Five-Year Hunt for a Hidden Name 

In November 1985, a hunter in the New Hampshire woods found a rusted drum containing the remains of a woman and a child. Fifteen years later, a second drum surfaced a hundred yards away, holding two more victims. It would take investigators nearly forty years, and a scientific revolution nobody could have predicted, to answer the question those drums posed: who were they, and who put them there? This is the definitive account of Terry Peder Rasmussen, the "Chameleon Killer," who lived as five different men across four states for over two decades, murdering the women who loved him and the children who called him father, protected at every turn by a law enforcement system that could not talk to itself. It traces his life from a wartime Denver birth through a Navy electrician's training that became the tool of his evasion, and follows the investigators, forensic scientists, and genetic genealogists who finally unmade him, not through confession or capture, but through DNA databases built for hobbyists tracing their ancestry. Rigorously sourced and unflinching in its judgment, this is a story about how a fractured system let a monster hide in plain sight, and how patient science, decades later, gave his victims back their names. 
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​Chapter 1: The Man Who Vanished Four Times
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On the ninth of May, 2000, a New Hampshire state trooper walked a stretch of wooded ground off Deerfield Road in Allenstown that had already, in a manner of speaking, given up its secrets fifteen years before. He was not looking for anything new. He was retracing old steps, doing the quiet, unglamorous work of revisiting a cold case in the hope that a fresh pair of eyes might see what earlier searchers had missed. The ground here was uneven, thick with second-growth pine and the kind of low scrub that swallows sound and light in equal measure. Somewhere beneath the leaf litter, roughly a hundred yards from the spot where a rusted fifty-five-gallon drum had surfaced in 1985, the trooper found a second drum.

It had been there the whole time. For fifteen years, through every season, through every subsequent search of that patch of forest, it had sat just beyond the edge of a search perimeter drawn by investigators who had done everything reasonably expected of them and had still, by the thinnest of margins, failed to find it. Inside, wrapped in the same degrading plastic that had preserved and betrayed the first drum's contents, were the skeletonized remains of two more human beings, young girls, their bones the only remaining testimony to lives that had been erased so completely that, in the year 2000, nobody could say who they were, who had loved them, or who had killed them.

This is a book about the man who put them there. It begins, deliberately, at this moment of discovery rather than at his birth, because the discovery is where the case as a solvable mystery actually begins. Everything before May 2000 is prehistory: a killer operating with near-total impunity across half a continent, protected not by any special genius but by the ordinary, structural blindness of an investigative system that had not yet learned to see him. Everything after is the story of that blindness being cured, slowly, expensively, and only through the convergence of dogged human patience and a genuine revolution in forensic science. The four names that would eventually be attached to the bodies in those drums, restored across a span of nineteen years, from 2019 to 2025, form one of the longest identification efforts in the history of American criminal justice. The man responsible for their deaths would himself be identified only in 2017, through a chain of genetic inference that reached back, indirectly, to a discarded child abandoned at a California trailer park more than three decades earlier.

His name, when it finally surfaced, was Terry Peder Rasmussen. It is not the name most of the people who crossed his path ever knew him by.

​A Man of Many Names

Between 1978, when his second marriage collapsed and his legal identity effectively ceased to exist in any documentation his family could trace, and 2002, when he was arrested for the final time in Richmond, California, Rasmussen lived as at least five distinct people. He was Robert "Bob" Evans, head electrician at a New Hampshire textile mill, arrested for passing bad checks and diverting electric current, and companion to two different women whose lives would end in his custody. He was Curtis Mayo Kimball, an electrician in Los Alamitos and Cypress, California, arrested for driving under the influence with a small child in the car and never returning to face the charge. He was Gordon Curtis Jenson, a handyman at a Scotts Valley RV park who walked away one day in 1986 and left a five-year-old girl behind at a neighbor's trailer, never to return for her. He was Gerald "Gerry" Mockerman, caught driving a stolen vehicle in San Luis Obispo under circumstances that would, decades later, provide the fingerprint thread connecting him back to Kimball. And in the final chapter of his free life, he was Lawrence "Larry" William Vanner, an unassuming Richmond, California, man whose domestic partner would be found dismembered in the basement of the home they shared.

Beneath all of these names sat a supplemental alias, Jerry Edwards Gorman, used during the transient interstate movements that connected one identity to the next, a kind of connective tissue between personas, a name for the spaces in between. Each of these identities was not simply a false name scrawled on a form. Each was a fully inhabited life: an employer who trusted him, a landlord who rented to him, a woman who loved him, in several documented cases children who called him father. He did not merely lie about who he was. He became, with what can only be described as a disciplined and durable commitment to deception, someone else entirely, as many times as circumstances required.

It is this capacity, not merely to lie, but to reconstruct an entire social identity from the ground up, repeatedly, across a working life of more than two decades, that earned Rasmussen the name by which true crime writers, podcasters, and eventually the investigators who finally caught up with him would come to know him: the Chameleon Killer. It is a vivid label, and like most vivid labels applied to real human monstrousness, it risks flattening something that was in fact methodical, almost bureaucratic in its patience. A chameleon changes color instinctively, as a reflex of biology. Rasmussen's transformations were closer to a craftsman's work: deliberate, practiced, improved with each iteration. He learned, across the span of his criminal life, which mistakes had nearly exposed him and adjusted accordingly. The man arrested for a stolen vehicle in 1988 was more careful, in certain respects, than the man arrested for diverting electricity in Manchester a decade earlier. He was, in the most literal sense available to criminology, a serial offender who treated his own detection as a problem to be engineered around.

This book takes seriously the proposition that Rasmussen's success, if that grotesque word can be permitted here, success measured only in years of evasion and lives destroyed, was not primarily a triumph of individual cunning. It was, rather, a systemic failure with a human being sitting at the center of it, exploiting gaps that had been built into the American law enforcement apparatus long before he was born and that would persist, largely unaddressed, until long after his crimes had already claimed at least six known victims. Understanding Rasmussen requires understanding those gaps as clearly as it requires understanding the man.

​The Country That Could Not Talk to Itself

It is difficult, from the vantage point of the present, to fully reconstruct how disconnected American law enforcement jurisdictions were from one another for most of the twentieth century. A man arrested in Phoenix in 1973 as a fugitive from justice, and again in 1975 on charges of aggravated assault, generated paper records that existed almost entirely within the filing cabinets of the agencies that produced them. There was no unified national database cross-referencing arrest records, no automated system flagging that a Gordon Curtis Jenson pulled over in California bore fingerprints matching a Curtis Mayo Kimball wanted on an outstanding warrant from three years earlier and four hundred miles away. The Federal Bureau of Investigation maintained its own repositories, and by the 1980s computerized fingerprint matching existed in embryonic form, but the practical reality on the ground was that a man who moved between states, changed his name, and avoided drawing sustained attention from any single jurisdiction could effectively vanish and reappear as many times as his nerve and his practical skills allowed.

Rasmussen's particular practical skill, and it matters that we take this seriously as a biographical fact rather than as incidental detail, was electrical work. Trained during his service in the United States Navy in the early 1960s, this trade provided him with something far more valuable to a man in his position than money: legitimacy on arrival. An electrician does not need extensive local references. He needs tools, competence, and a willingness to work. Construction sites, textile mills, and rural properties across the country needed electricians in the 1970s and 1980s, and none of them were in a position to conduct the kind of background investigation that might have revealed the gap between the name on his application and the man standing in front of them. Every new town was, for Rasmussen, a blank page. His trade ensured he could always find work quickly enough to establish the appearance of a stable, respectable life within weeks of arrival, precisely the appearance a single mother or a suspicious neighbor would find reassuring rather than alarming.

This is the first thread the book will trace across its full length: the relationship between Rasmussen's vocational mobility and his criminal mobility, and the way an entirely legal, entirely ordinary skill became the mechanical engine of an extraordinary and prolonged campaign of violence. It is not an incidental detail of his biography. It is, arguably, the single most important structural fact of his entire criminal career, more important in practical terms than any psychological trait we might be tempted to assign him.

​The Second Thread: A Method of Choosing Victims

If the first thread of this book concerns the systems that allowed Rasmussen to move undetected, the second concerns the far darker question of who he chose to destroy and why. Here the record is unambiguous in its pattern, even where it remains agonizingly incomplete in its detail. Rasmussen did not select victims at random from among strangers, in the manner that dominates the public imagination of serial murder. He did not stalk women he had never met, nor did he select his targets through opportunistic encounters with people who had no reason to trust him. Instead, across every documented relationship of his adult life, he pursued a single, consistent strategy: he sought out women who were, in one way or another, already socially isolated, single mothers, women recently estranged from family, a pregnant woman far from home, a woman new to a partnership after a difficult prior marriage, and he built, patiently and convincingly, the appearance of exactly the kind of stable domestic partnership such a woman might have every reason to want.

The criminologist Jack Levin, reflecting on Rasmussen's method, observed that this reliance on domestic intimacy as a hunting mechanism is strikingly rare among serial killers, the overwhelming majority of whom deliberately target strangers precisely because an intimate connection to a victim is the most direct route by which an offender is eventually identified and caught. Rasmussen inverted this calculation entirely. He seems to have understood, whether through instinct or through a colder kind of calculation, that a woman with few nearby relatives and fragile ties to her community of origin was less likely to be reported missing promptly, less likely to have her disappearance investigated with urgency, and more likely to have that disappearance explained away, by the very family members who might otherwise have pressed for answers, as a voluntary departure. A woman who leaves under financial pressure, or after an argument with her mother, or simply drifts out of contact during a difficult period, does not immediately register as a victim. She registers, to the people who loved her, as someone who chose to go.

This is why Denise Beaudin's family did not file a missing persons report when she vanished from Manchester's Hayward Street in November 1981 alongside her infant daughter and the man they knew as Bob Evans. They believed, not unreasonably given what they could see, that she had simply left under the weight of financial pressure. This is why Marlyse Honeychurch's mother, after a heated argument on Thanksgiving Day in 1978, did not raise an alarm when her daughter left the house with a new boyfriend and two young children rather than report that departure to police. In each case, Rasmussen did not merely commit murder. He engineered, in advance, the social conditions under which his crime would generate silence rather than investigation. The predation was not a single violent act. It was a project, executed in stages, across weeks or months, with the murder itself as only its final and most catastrophic phase.

This book will trace that project across each of its known iterations: the still-unresolved disappearance of Pepper Reed in Houston and the birth of the daughter he would eventually murder alongside her; the relationship with Marlyse Honeychurch and the deaths of her two young daughters alongside his own child; the abduction and presumed murder of Denise Beaudin, whose infant daughter he did not kill but instead kept, renamed, and raised for years under a false narrative of widowhood; and finally the relationship with chemist Eunsoon Jun in Richmond, California, which ended with her dismembered remains discovered beneath the family's basement in November 2002. Four documented relationships. At least six victims among them, not counting the four still-uncertain cold cases in which Rasmussen remains a serious suspect. A pattern this consistent, sustained across more than two decades and multiple states, deserves to be understood not as a series of isolated tragedies but as a single continuous methodology, refined and repeated with the discipline of a man who had learned exactly what worked.

​The Third Thread: Science Catching Up

The final thread this book will follow is the one that gives the story its resolution, and it is in many respects the most genuinely hopeful strand within an otherwise unremittingly grim narrative. For nearly forty years, the case of the unidentified victims found in the Allenstown woods, eventually known collectively as the Bear Brook murders, represented one of New Hampshire's most stubborn cold cases, a puzzle that traditional investigative technique, however diligently applied, simply could not solve. Mitochondrial DNA testing in the early 2000s established that three of the four victims shared a maternal line, confirming what investigators had long suspected: that they were a mother and her children. But establishing a family relationship among the dead is a very different matter from establishing who those people actually were, and for years the case stalled at precisely that threshold.

The eventual breakthrough did not come from within the case itself. It came from a five-year-old girl abandoned at a California RV park in 1986, a child who would spend years known only by the pseudonym her father had given her, "Lisa", until a retired patent attorney turned genetic genealogist named Dr. Barbara Rae-Venter took up her case in 2015. Rae-Venter's method, which would within a few years become one of the most consequential developments in the history of American forensic science, involved uploading an unidentified person's genetic profile to public genealogy databases and reconstructing, branch by branch, the family tree that profile implied, until documentary records could be matched to the emerging pattern of relationships. It is a method that owes as much to the patient labor of an archivist as to the technical apparatus of a laboratory, and it is a method that, applied to Lisa's case in 2016, identified her as Dawn Beaudin, the daughter Denise Beaudin had been carrying in her arms the night she disappeared from Manchester in 1981.

That identification did not merely give Dawn Beaudin her name back. It supplied, almost incidentally, the first thread that would eventually unravel Rasmussen's entire concealed identity, because a routine paternity test administered after his 2002 arrest had already established that he was not her biological father, a discrepancy that, once Dawn's true identity was known, pointed investigators directly back toward the man who had raised her under a lie. From there, across a further decade of patient genetic and genealogical work, the full architecture of Rasmussen's crimes would be reconstructed: his true name confirmed in 2017 through Y-DNA testing from a son of his first marriage; the identities of Marlyse Honeychurch, Marie Vaughn, and Sarah McWaters confirmed in 2019; and finally, in September 2025, nearly forty-five years after her murder and a full quarter-century after the drum containing her remains was pulled from the New Hampshire woods, the identification of the fourth Bear Brook victim as Rea Rasmussen, his own daughter, born to a woman named Pepper Reed who had herself been missing from the historical record since 1975.

This is the arc the following chapters will trace in full: a life that begins in wartime Denver in December 1943 and does not end, in any meaningful sense, until a DNA laboratory somewhere in the United States confirms a genetic match eighty-two years later, in the autumn of 2025. It is the story of a man who understood, correctly, that a fractured investigative system and a series of vulnerable, isolated women constituted an opportunity, and it is, in equal and eventually triumphant measure, the story of the scientists, detectives, and genealogists who spent decades proving that no opportunity of that kind can remain open forever.

​A Note on Method

A book of this kind carries an obligation that is worth stating plainly at the outset. Rasmussen's victims were real people, not narrative devices, and the temptation in true crime writing to render victims primarily through the lens of their killer's pathology is one this book will actively resist. Wherever the historical record permits, the chapters that follow will reconstruct the lives of Pepper Reed, Marlyse Honeychurch, Marie Vaughn, Sarah McWaters, Denise Beaudin, and Eunsoon Jun as fully as the evidence allows, on their own terms, before and apart from their contact with the man who killed them. Where the record is genuinely silent, and in several cases, particularly regarding Rasmussen's earliest and most poorly documented years, it is very silent indeed, this book will say so plainly rather than filling the gap with invented texture dressed up as narrative color. The uncertainty in this case is not a stylistic inconvenience to be smoothed over. It is, in several instances, the entire reason the case remained unsolved for as long as it did, and it deserves to be treated with the same seriousness as the facts that are firmly established.

What follows, then, is not merely the biography of a killer, though it is that. It is an account of a particular failure of twentieth-century American institutions, and of the particular scientific triumph that eventually corrected it. It begins in Denver, in the final winter of the Second World War, with the birth of a child whose family could not possibly have known what he would become, or how long it would take the country he grew up in to catch him.
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​Chapter 2: The Anatomy of Relational Predation
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Criminology, like every discipline that attempts to impose order on human behavior at its most extreme, depends on typologies. It needs them the way a physician needs a diagnostic manual: not because any single patient perfectly matches a textbook description, but because a shared vocabulary of categories allows investigators, researchers, and clinicians to compare cases, transfer knowledge from one investigation to another, and build a cumulative body of understanding rather than starting from zero with every new offender. The most enduring of these frameworks, developed by the Federal Bureau of Investigation's Behavioral Science Unit in the 1970s and refined across subsequent decades, divides serial offenders into two broad camps: the organized and the disorganized. It is a framework that has shaped four decades of profiling, media coverage, and popular imagination, and it is a framework that the case of Terry Peder Rasmussen exposes as fundamentally inadequate to the range of human predation it claims to describe.

The organized offender, in the classical formulation, plans his crimes methodically. He selects his victims with deliberation, brings his own tools rather than relying on whatever is available at the scene, conceals evidence with care, and often maintains an outwardly conventional life, steady employment, a stable residence, a plausible social presence, that shields him from suspicion. The disorganized offender, by contrast, acts more impulsively, leaves a chaotic crime scene, frequently knows little or nothing about forensic countermeasures, and often displays visible signs of social or psychological dysfunction that make him, eventually, easier to identify once investigators begin looking. The dichotomy has always been something of a simplification even for the cases it was built to describe, and criminologists have spent decades pointing out that most real offenders exhibit a mixture of organized and disorganized traits rather than falling cleanly into one camp. But Rasmussen does not merely blur the line between these categories. He inhabits both of them so completely and so simultaneously that the framework itself begins to look like the wrong tool for the job.

​Two Men in One Life

Consider, first, the case for classifying Rasmussen among the organized. Across more than two decades, he sustained a sequence of long-term domestic partnerships with women who, by every available account, believed themselves to be in stable, if sometimes difficult, relationships with a working man. He secured legitimate employment in every location he settled, using a trade, electrical work, that provided not merely income but the specific social credibility of a skilled tradesman, someone neighbors could ask for help, someone employers could vouch for. He disposed of the remains of at least four of his victims with sufficient care that they went undiscovered for years, in one instance for a full decade and a half. He moved, when circumstances demanded it, with enough foresight to establish a new identity, a new employer, and a new domestic arrangement in a new state before anyone in his previous life had cause to look for him. This is not the profile of a man acting on uncontrolled impulse. This is the profile of a man executing a plan, refining that plan across multiple iterations, and adjusting his methods as he learned from near misses.

And yet set beside this picture of calculated control is a second, harder to reconcile set of facts. The same man who so carefully constructed new identities was arrested repeatedly under those very identities, for passing bad checks, for driving under the influence, for driving a stolen vehicle, for diverting electrical current from the mill where he was employed. The same man capable of maintaining the appearance of a stable domestic partnership was, according to family testimony from his first marriage, prone to outbursts of severe physical violence, including the documented abuse of his own infant son. The same meticulous planner who evaded detection through five separate assumed identities left, in 1986, a five-year-old child at a stranger's trailer and simply walked away, an act of abandonment so casually executed that it reads less like the calculated risk-management of an organized offender covering his tracks than the impulsive discard of a disorganized one who had simply grown tired of an inconvenience.

This coexistence of discipline and volatility within a single offender is, in fact, the central criminological puzzle that Rasmussen's case presents, and it is worth pausing on because it clarifies something important about the limits of typological thinking generally. The organized and disorganized categories were built primarily around crime scene behavior, what an offender does at the moment of the killing and immediately after, and they say comparatively little about what an offender does in the months and years surrounding that moment, in the long social project of building and inhabiting a false life. Rasmussen's genius, if the word can be permitted for something so morally repugnant, was not situated at the crime scene at all. It was situated in the months before it: in the patient construction of trust, the strategic selection of a victim whose absence would draw minimal institutional attention, and the practical machinery of employment and relocation that made his repeated disappearances possible. A typology built to classify crime scenes will always struggle to capture an offender whose most important work happened long before any crime scene existed.

​The Levin Observation

It is this insight, that Rasmussen's predation was located primarily in the relationship rather than in the moment of violence, that the criminologist Jack Levin identified as the single most distinctive feature of the case, and it is worth dwelling on why this distinction matters as much as it does. The overwhelming majority of serial killers studied across a century of criminological research have targeted strangers. This is not incidental to their method; it is central to it. A stranger offers an offender no prior social connection that might later be traced by investigators working backward from a body. A stranger's family has no reason to suspect a particular man, because that man was never introduced to them, never brought home for a holiday dinner, never given a name that anyone else could later supply to police. Stranger predation is, from the offender's perspective, a strategy that trades the practical difficulty of locating and approaching an unfamiliar victim for the considerable safety of anonymity. It is why serial killers so frequently target sex workers, hitchhikers, and other populations whose disappearance is less likely to generate immediate and sustained investigative pressure, and why they so often strike in locations far removed from their own homes and daily routines.

Rasmussen inverted this calculation almost entirely. Levin's observation, distilled to its essence, is that Rasmussen used domestic intimacy itself as his primary hunting mechanism, that the courtship, the shared household, the appearance of a genuine partnership, functioned for him not as an unfortunate complication to be managed around his violence but as the very apparatus by which his violence became possible and, crucially, became invisible. Every one of his documented victims was a woman with whom he had established what appeared, to the outside world and quite possibly to the woman herself, to be a real and committed relationship. He did not abduct Marlyse Honeychurch from a parking lot. He met her, courted her, was introduced to her family as her boyfriend, and moved with her and her children across the country under the banner of a shared new life. He did not stalk Eunsoon Jun as a stranger. He built a domestic partnership with her substantial enough that the couple held an unofficial wedding ceremony.

This method carried genuine risks that a stranger-predator does not face, the risk, above all, that a victim's family or friends might identify him by name, by face, by the specific and traceable fact of having met him. That Rasmussen ran this risk repeatedly, and got away with it for more than two decades, testifies to just how effectively he compensated for it through the second half of his method: the careful selection of victims whose social position minimized the very traceability that intimate-partner predation would ordinarily invite.

​The Logic of Isolation

If domestic intimacy was the mechanism by which Rasmussen gained access to his victims, social isolation was the criterion by which he selected them, and the consistency of this criterion across every documented relationship of his adult life is difficult to read as coincidental. Pepper Reed was pregnant and far from her Houston family when she met him in late 1975. Marlyse Honeychurch had already lived through two marriages, a custody dispute over her first daughter, and multiple relocations across California by the time she introduced Rasmussen to her mother in 1978, a woman whose relationship with her own family was evidently fragile enough that a single heated Thanksgiving argument was sufficient to sever contact for the rest of her life. Denise Beaudin was a young single mother on Manchester's Hayward Street whose family, when she vanished, found it entirely plausible that financial pressure alone had driven her to leave without a word. Eunsoon Jun, though established professionally as a chemist, had entered a new and relatively recent domestic partnership with Rasmussen in a city, Richmond, where the couple's social circle appears to have been limited enough that it took her friends time to grow sufficiently alarmed by her absence to contact police.

None of this is to suggest that these women were somehow deficient in the social connections that might have saved them, and this book will resist, at every point, any framing that shifts responsibility for their deaths onto the circumstances of their own lives. The isolation that mattered here was not a personal failing. It was, in every case, an ordinary and unremarkable feature of modern life, the kind of distance from extended family, the kind of fresh start after a difficult relationship, the kind of quiet self-sufficiency that a great many people navigate without incident. What made this isolation lethal was not any quality inherent to the women who experienced it, but the presence of a predator sufficiently patient and attentive to identify it, and sufficiently calculating to understand exactly how it could be exploited.

That exploitation operated on two levels simultaneously, and both deserve to be stated plainly because they explain the specific mechanics by which Rasmussen evaded detection for as long as he did. The first level was practical: a woman with few nearby relatives has, quite simply, fewer people positioned to notice quickly when she stops answering the phone, misses a family gathering, or fails to appear for a scheduled visit. The second level was interpretive, and in some respects more insidious. A woman whose family already understood her life as unsettled, recently divorced, financially strained, prone to sudden decisions, geographically distant, is a woman whose sudden disappearance will be interpreted through the lens of that existing narrative. She has not vanished. She has left, again, as she has perhaps seemed capable of doing before. The family does not need to be told this story by anyone. They construct it themselves, from what they already believe about the person they love, and in doing so they perform the crucial work of non-investigation that protects the offender more effectively than any active concealment on his part ever could.

This is why Denise Beaudin's family did not report her missing. This is why Marlyse Honeychurch's mother, estranged after an argument, had no immediate cause to alert authorities when months passed without contact. Rasmussen did not need to silence these families through threat or violence. He needed only to select victims whose disappearance would already make sense within the story their loved ones were prepared to believe, and then to say and do nothing that might disturb that story's plausibility. It is a form of predation that requires no confrontation with the people left behind at all. It requires only patience beforehand, and silence after.

​The Pregnant Exception and the Widower's Mask

Two variations on this pattern deserve particular attention, because they reveal the specific calibration of Rasmussen's method to the particular vulnerabilities a victim presented. The first is his apparent targeting of Pepper Reed while she was pregnant with his child. A pregnant woman recently connected to a man, far from her established support network, occupies a position of heightened dependency that a predator attentive to social dynamics could recognize as especially advantageous: her body, her immediate future, and in a practical sense her physical mobility are all bound up with the relationship in ways that make an early exit more difficult and a family's eventual acceptance of her "relocation" more plausible. That Reed's own family believed, for decades, that she had simply moved to California with Rasmussen, never suspecting murder, never pressing for details, speaks to how effectively this particular calculation worked in his favor.

The second variation is the case of Dawn Beaudin, and it complicates any account of Rasmussen's method that treats the killing of every accessible victim as inevitable. Rasmussen murdered Denise Beaudin, by every reasonable inference available to investigators, somewhere between New Hampshire and California in November or December of 1981. He did not kill her infant daughter. Instead he kept the child, renamed her Lisa, and for the next several years presented himself to the world as a grieving widower raising a daughter alone, a persona that, far from drawing suspicion, appears to have generated exactly the kind of sympathetic social credibility that further insulated him from scrutiny. A single father, ostensibly widowed, evokes concern and assistance from a community rather than suspicion. It is difficult to imagine a more effective camouflage for a man who had, in fact, murdered the child's mother, and difficult not to read this decision as a further data point in the argument that Rasmussen's predation was calculated with a coldness that extended even to the specific emotional register other people would extend to him as a result.

Detective Roxane Gruenheid's later observation, that Rasmussen likely accepted a swift no-contest plea in the Eunsoon Jun case specifically to prevent a paternity test on Lisa from prompting deeper investigation into his past, suggests that this calculation persisted for more than two decades, right up until the final months of his freedom. He understood, apparently better than most investigators of his era, exactly what kind of scrutiny his history could not survive, and he organized his choices, across more than twenty years, around avoiding it.

​What the Typology Misses

Returning, then, to the organized and disorganized framework with which this chapter began: Rasmussen's case illustrates a gap in criminological thinking that has received less attention than it deserves, precisely because most serial killer research has focused on offenders who killed strangers and therefore left crime scenes as the primary evidentiary record of their behavior. Where a stranger-predator's method can be substantially reconstructed from what happened in the moments before and after a killing, a relational predator like Rasmussen conducted the majority of his offense long before any violence occurred, in a register of behavior, courtship, cohabitation, the performance of ordinary domestic life, that leaves no crime scene at all. The organized-disorganized dichotomy was built to classify what offenders do to bodies and evidence. It has comparatively little to say about what an offender does to trust, to families, to the ordinary social fabric that most people assume will protect them from exactly this kind of harm.

A more useful framework for understanding Rasmussen, this book will argue across the chapters that follow, treats his predation not as a single act repeated with variations but as a sustained, multi-stage process, a project executed over months, sometimes years, with the killing itself constituting only its final and most visible phase. That process recurs, with remarkable consistency, across every relationship this book will examine in detail, and it is worth setting out its structure plainly here, before the narrative chapters that follow trace its specific application to Pepper Reed, to Marlyse Honeychurch and her daughters, to Denise Beaudin, and to Eunsoon Jun.

​The Four-Stage Cycle

The first stage is target selection. In every documented case, Rasmussen identified a woman already positioned at some meaningful distance from a dense, actively engaged support network, through recent relocation, through estrangement from family, through pregnancy, through the aftermath of a difficult prior relationship. This selection appears to have required no violence and no overt deception at all. It required only the kind of patient social observation that, in any other context, might be mistaken for ordinary attentiveness.

The second stage is the establishment of the domestic unit. Rasmussen did not rush this process. He courted, he moved in, he presented himself as a provider, invoking, in every documented case, his genuine skill as an electrician to establish immediate practical credibility as a working, capable man. This stage often included the deliberate cultivation of a public persona as devoted partner or father, a persona convincing enough that it survived, in the case of Dawn Beaudin, for years after the underlying relationship it depended on had already ended in murder.

The third stage is geographic displacement, the severing, often gradual and often disguised as ordinary life circumstance, of whatever remaining ties connected the victim to her family and community of origin. Honeychurch was moved from California to New Hampshire. Beaudin's disappearance took her, by the best available reconstruction, somewhere between New Hampshire and California. In each case, the relocation served the dual purpose of removing the victim from anyone positioned to notice trouble and providing Rasmussen with a fresh community in which his own history remained entirely unknown.

The fourth and final stage is the violence itself, followed immediately by concealment methods sufficiently careful to prevent discovery for years or, in the case of the Bear Brook victims, for decades. The consistency of blunt force trauma to the head across the confirmed victims, and the consistency of methodical body disposal, sealed drums, careful placement on land connected to his own employment, suggests a method refined rather than improvised, a final stage executed with the same deliberateness that characterized everything that preceded it.

It is this cycle, repeated with variations across a documented span of more than a quarter century, that the chapters ahead will trace in detail: first through the fragmentary, painfully incomplete record of Rasmussen's early life and first marriage, where the seeds of this pattern are visible without yet being fully formed, and then through each of the four relationships in which the cycle reached its complete and fatal expression. Understanding this cycle is not merely an academic exercise in classification. It is the foundation on which the rest of this book's argument depends: that Rasmussen's crimes were neither random nor irrational, but the product of a coherent, learned, and repeatedly successful method, one that a fragmented investigative system proved unable to interrupt for the better part of thirty years, and one that only a fundamental transformation in forensic science would eventually be capable of exposing.
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​Chapter 3: Denver, 1943
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Denver in December of 1943 was a city living two lives at once. Above ground, on the covered platforms of Union Station and along the wide diagonal sweep of Colfax Avenue, itself an ordinary enough American city was carrying on with rationed sugar, victory gardens gone dormant for winter, and the particular restrained anxiety of a nation two years into a war whose end was not yet visible. Below that surface, in the laboratories and machine shops scattered across the Front Range, Denver had quietly become one of the more improbable engines of the American war effort, home to ordnance plants, a growing military logistics apparatus, and the kind of wartime industrial expansion that had, since 1941, pulled workers from across the country into a city that suddenly needed hands far more than it needed pedigree. It was into this city, on the twenty-third of December, 1943, three days shy of Christmas and in the depths of a war that had already reshaped the fortunes of nearly every American family, that Terry Peder Rasmussen was born to Peder Rasmussen and Anita Berwick.

There is a temptation, in accounts of men who go on to commit terrible crimes, to search their infancy for portents, to read backward from the horror of what a person eventually did into the earliest available facts of where and when they were born, as though a wartime birth or a fractured household might somehow prefigure the violence to come. This book will resist that temptation throughout, and it is

​Two Lines of Arrival



​A City Built on Arrival




​The First Displacement
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