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			Every unpunished murder takes away something from the security of every man’s life.

			—Daniel Webster, 18301

			
		

	
		
			
			
				
					[image: 63702.jpg]
				

				
					Penn State University campus in 1969.

				

			

			
		

	
		
			
			Contents

			
			Copyright

			Introduction

			Part I: The Murder

			Chapter 1: The Library in Happy Valley

			Chapter 2: Somebody Had Better Help That Girl

			Chapter 3: The Long Night

			Chapter 4: Trying for a Do-Over

			Chapter 5: Miss Marple Arrives at the Library

			Chapter 6: Bringing Her Home

			Part II: Searching for the Killer

			Chapter 7: The Running Man in the Core

			Chapter 8: Hypnosis

			Chapter 9: Frustration on the Road

			Chapter 10: Dragnet

			Chapter 11: Trouble in Old Main

			Chapter 12: Here Sits Death

			Chapter 13: Sleep Mode

			Part III: The Good Girl and the World Outside

			Chapter 14: Betsy Who Dreamed

			Chapter 15: Way Station to the World

			Chapter 16: A Desirable Young Woman

			Chapter 17: In the Shadow of a Killer

			Chapter 18: Making the Best of Things

			Chapter 19: Dangerous Attraction

			Chapter 20: Murder

			Chapter 21: The Night Visitor

			Part IV: Flight from Justice

			Chapter 22: Bad Seed

			Chapter 23: Death Valley

			Chapter 24: Left Behind

			Chapter 25: Hiding in Plain Sight

			Chapter 26: Downfall

			Chapter 27: Kill Me the Way You Killed Her

			Chapter 28: Miscarriage of Justice

			Chapter 29: The Philadelphia Lawyer

			Chapter 30: Penn State Drops the Ball

			Part V: Monster

			Chapter 31: Revenge

			Chapter 32: Paranoid and Agitated

			Chapter 33: Suing His Own Lawyer

			Chapter 34: Thinking about Ted Bundy

			Chapter 35: A Life Destroyed

			Chapter 36: Neighborhood Menace

			Chapter 37: Hole in the Desert

			Chapter 38: The Road to Rick Haefner

			 

			Epilogue

			Acknowledgments

			Photographs

			Notes

			Selected Bibliography

			Index

			About the Author

			
		

	
		
			
			Introduction

			
			This is not a tidy true crime narrative of the sort in which a murder occurs, the police labor to solve it, and the murderer is tried and punished. The stabbing death of twenty-two-year-old Betsy Ruth Aardsma of Holland, Michigan, in Pattee Library of Penn State University on November 28, 1969, went unsolved for more than forty years, and remains officially so as of this writing. But the identity of who killed her is no mystery. Indeed, I have written a dual biography of the victim and her killer, revealing who they were, how they came together, and why the murder went unsolved for so long. Their fateful encounter in the library had long seemed like a collision at a dark intersection between an innocent and a drunk driver. But in truth, it was far less random than that. 

			There was nothing in Betsy Aardsma’s life that marked her for murder. She graduated near the top of her high school class and was full of the spirit of the 1960s—an early feminist, a woman with a yearning to help the less fortunate. She was among the best of her generation. Her killer, on the other hand, while extremely intelligent and book-smart, was a dangerous pedophile with a violent temper that could be triggered by a woman doing something that threatened or annoyed him. Both were graduate students at Penn State and from striving middle-class families. 

			This story begins in State College, Pennsylvania, the home of Penn State, and makes stops in Holland; at the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor; in Chicago; in Lancaster, Pennsylvania; and in the Death Valley region of southern California and Nevada. All of the names in the book are real, although a couple are shortened to just the first name. I came to this story because Betsy Aardsma was from my hometown of Holland, Michigan, and went to my high school, graduating six years before me. I didn’t know her, but I remember well when her murder was front-page news in the Holland Evening Sentinel. The hauntingly beautiful portrait of her that ran with those stories and for years thereafter accented the horror. It was a murder that seemed to make no sense whatsoever, standing out even in a year, 1969, when brutal and bizarre murders, such as those committed by the Manson Family, seized the headlines. 

			Nearly all Penn State graduates since 1969 have heard about the girl who was killed in the library—it quickly became a campus legend—but few know more than a couple of details of what happened, which are often wrong. The failure to apprehend Betsy Aardsma’s killer would have consequences for many innocent people. One thinks of the phone call to the state police that could have been made by more than one person at Penn State University and weeps for the victims. 

			No murder should go unsolved. No murderer should go unpunished. The Pennsylvania State Police tried mightily to solve this terrible crime, but in the end, it was citizens who cracked the case.

			

		

	
		
			
			Part I: The Murder

			
			That place was a jungle up there. The way it was situated, just everything.

			—Sergeant George H. Keibler, Pennsylvania State Police2

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 1

			The Library in Happy Valley

			It was a university library but also a dark alley, a place of dread.

			Pattee Library on Penn State University’s main campus in the community of State College was mammoth, overwhelming, and confusing to newcomers, as important libraries often are. But it was also scary, which most are not. Scary because of the crime inside that nobody—neither the university administration nor the undermanned and ill-trained Campus Patrol—seemed able or willing to do much about. The year 1969 had included bomb threats, arson, and sexual assaults, and W. Carl Jackson, the director of libraries, worried that something terrible was about to happen.1

			It was nothing anyone on the outside might have expected in a small town and university nearly universally described, without conscious irony, as Happy Valley. Penn State had almost 26,000 students on its main campus in 1969, just about all of them white. Once known for little more than the study of agriculture, mining, and engineering, the university had made great strides in the liberal arts since World War II. English professor Harrison T. Meserole, for example, was the principal bibliographer of the Modern Language Association, which put him in the upper ranks of worldwide literary scholarship. You could do far worse than to complete your undergraduate or graduate studies in State College, whether in English or most anything else. Under President Eric A. Walker, Penn State had completed a massive building program between 1959 and 1969, had met all the enrollment targets set by the board of trustees, and would soon do away with its historical quotas for women students.

			The town of State College seemed to jump straight from an Archie comic book; rarely was a town more aptly named. It never had much raison d’être apart from the university. Less a real community than a collection of classroom buildings surrounded by postwar housing developments, if you went looking for “historic” State College, you wouldn’t find much.2

			A longtime joke was that Penn State, which had become the state’s largest and most prominent public university, was equally inaccessible from all parts of the state. Indeed, students in Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, Erie, or Scranton, the four urban corners of the state, could look forward in 1969 to hours of travel, much of it over two-lane highways, before arriving in Centre County, in roughly the geographic center of Pennsylvania. The region north of Penn State was so forested, mountainous, and thinly populated that in 1967, Columbia Gas Co. advanced a serious proposal to use an underground nuclear explosion to carve out a storage cavern for natural gas. It would have been near where Route 144 crosses the Clinton County line, about twenty-seven miles due north of State College.3

			Most who did their four years at Penn State, in what was once described as “a village lost in the mountains,” ever after called it Happy Valley.4 They reveled in the glory of the football team, the Nittany Lions, who were coming off an unbeaten season in 1968 under Coach Joe Paterno, and were already 9-0 in the fall of ’69. And they loved student life. They could go a little wild in the bars on College Avenue and depend on the grace of the university and the State College borough authorities not to get in too much trouble.

			Yet Happy Valley was an outlier in Centre County, a modern, scholarly island in a very white, traditionally conservative and rural sea. The rest of the county viewed the university with suspicion, if not thinly disguised hostility. Penn State was not multiracial in the modern sense, but did have a few minorities, very few, which most of Centre County in 1969 did not. They were different worlds with different ways. Happy Valley often felt besieged, both by politically and socially conservative members of the Legislature in Harrisburg, and by the very different world that began at the boundary of State College. 

			But, from the outside, everything in Happy Valley looked rosy. Pattee Library crowned a gentle hill at the upper end of the Mall, a picturesque walkway lined by stately elm trees that the university went to great trouble and expense to protect from the blight that killed most American elms elsewhere. The Mall began at College Avenue downtown and continued gently uphill, past old and stately academic buildings bearing the names of long-forgotten professors or, in one instance, of steel magnate and über-philanthropist Andrew Carnegie. Even on November 28, 1969, with the leaves gone and winter fast approaching, it was a beautiful walk.

			Pattee Library5 had been built in stages beginning in 1937. The main floor of the library held its large and busy card catalog—endless drawers of index cards bearing the names and locations of books—along with study rooms and attentive librarians. Unlike many large libraries, however, Pattee’s stacks, which occupied two floors beneath the main floor and five above it, were open, and had been so since the summer of 1964.6 This meant students were not required to ask a librarian to retrieve a particular book for them. Instead, they looked up the call number in the card catalog, then went to a small door near the circulation desk and descended narrow stairs more suited to a lighthouse than a library. At the bottom was the gloomy underworld of the stacks, a claustrophobic, dimly lit maze of seven-foot-tall, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves separated by aisles too narrow for two people to pass without one turning sideways. It was easy to get lost. The crazy layout was a result of pasting the 1953 addition onto the original 1937 building, without ever truly rationalizing the combination. The 1937 stacks, which had no windows, became known as the Core.7 No librarians were stationed here, nor were there any security cameras, which were available even in 1969. There was no regular sweep of the stacks, even at closing time. Carole L. Stoltz, a senior from Flint, Michigan, spent a lot of time studying down in the stacks, and dozed off one night during the fall of 1969. When she awoke, the building was dark. The librarians had turned off the lights and gone home at midnight.8

			Because people tended to be quiet in libraries, it was not unusual in the stacks to be startled by a fellow student materializing with the scary abruptness of a spectral figure in a carnival funhouse. It was also quite possible to be unaware of someone on the opposite side of a row of books, just inches away. Here and there, one might stumble upon a student in one of the carrels on the periphery of the Core. Carrel, like stacks, was another odd word from the library lexicon. It referred to an individual desk, a mini cubicle, really, with back and side walls rising up from the table and a half-shelf about eighteen inches above the writing surface.9 They were highly coveted and assigned to individual graduate students, who all but lived in them at certain times of the year. 

			Students complained about Pattee’s inadequacies, and library director W. Carl Jackson did not disagree. The library had a small staff, much smaller than similar university libraries across the country, and its holdings were not all located in the main building. Some were in specialty branch libraries scattered across the campus; for example, in the Earth and Mineral Sciences Library in the Deike Building.10 It was fine if you knew you needed something at one of these distant biblio-outposts, but annoying if you discovered that fact while in Pattee and now faced a hike across campus or a long wait for it to be retrieved. Pattee held about 1.3 million books in 1969, which might sound like a lot but made it only the fourth-largest library in Pennsylvania. Nationwide that year, it was far down a list topped by the Library of Congress, with 14.8 million books, and Harvard University, with 8 million. Among state university libraries, the University of Michigan had nearly twice as many books as Penn State, 3.4 million.11 Jackson would sometimes boast that in 1956, Pattee Library had ranked only 50th in the nation in terms of holdings, but was now “in the mid-30s.”12

			Yet, despite Happy Valley’s remote location, the outside world was closing in fast. Neither the university nor Pattee Library had escaped the political and social upheavals of the late 1960s. The Vietnam War had, by the beginning of 1969, killed nearly thirty thousand American soldiers and nearly half a million Vietnamese troops on both sides, plus an uncounted number of Vietnamese civilians in a conflict that seemed pointless and endless. Male college students could still get military draft deferments, but these were about to end. Republican president Richard M. Nixon, who took office at the beginning of 1969, had persuaded Congress to replace the old method, in which local draft boards had the last word on who would serve, with a national lottery and no college deferments. Nearly every American campus had a dedicated corps of antiwar student activists who were outraged at the carnage committed in their name in Indochina, and who feared they would soon be asked to take part. Penn State’s aggressive chapter of Students for a Democratic Society, or SDS, and its faculty advisor, Wells Keddie, marched and conducted sit-ins against the war, against Dow Chemical (maker of napalm) or military recruiting, or in support of black students at Penn State. 

			Race relations at Penn State in 1969 were a major problem. The university was nearly all white. There were just under three hundred black students, some of them foreign, amid nearly twenty-six thousand whites. The 1970 federal census would show Pennsylvania to be 8.6 percent black, which, one could argue, should have resulted in at least 2,236 black students at the state’s largest public university. Penn State’s excuse was that it could find few qualified black high school graduates in the state. After Reverend Ralph David Abernathy, who became president of the Southern Christian Leadership Conference after the Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s murder, delivered a civil rights speech in Schwab Auditorium at Penn State on March 8, 1969, black students implored him to help, asking what he thought of a state university in the liberal North with so few black students. Could not the SCLC help here? University students had demonstrated against casual, everyday racism in State College since at least 1960, when a barbershop that refused to serve blacks (there was no black barbershop) was picketed. Later, there were protests against university tolerance of State College landlords who specified racial preferences in ads for student tenants. It had become clear to black activists on campus, as well as their white supporters inside and outside SDS, that at a northern university, bringing about change would be up to them.13 

			Pattee Library soon became caught up in the struggle. In the summer of 1969, Penn State began work on a $4.75 million (more than $29 million in modern dollars) addition, called a “research library,” to the east end of Pattee Library. A ground-breaking ceremony on July 5 drew noisy and mainly white protesters from SDS, led by their president, Jeffrey Berger, a bus driver’s son from New York City. They held placards proclaiming more blacks, not books, and decrying $4.75 million for books, none for blacks. One protester yelled, “How about some black students to read those books?” Carl Jackson spoke to the demonstrators afterward and thanked them for their generally orderly behavior—they hadn’t become violent, after all. President Eric A. Walker and most members of the Penn State board of trustees, on the other hand, were not amused. Work continued on the research library as if nothing had happened.14 

			But civil rights and antiwar protests were not what gave Jackson sleepless nights. The most fragile of Happy Valley illusions in 1969 was that Pattee Library was safe, a temple of learning where students could go to find scholarly books without fear that the scary outside world would follow them inside. This was the murder year in America, a time of grotesque crimes against young Americans, and especially college women. What set 1969 apart was the shocking instances of serial and cult murders springing not from politics, but from some demonic miasma that had been stirred to life. The Zodiac Killer murdered at least five, and possibly as many as nine, young people in the San Francisco area between December 1968 and October 1969. The Manson Family committed the Tate–LaBianca murders, butchering eight people in Los Angeles on August 9–10,1969, and John Norman Collins murdered as many as six young women, most of them students, around the University of Michigan and Eastern Michigan University in Ann Arbor and Ypsilanti between July 1967 and July 1969, with most dying during the spring and summer of 1969. It was unprecedented and terrifying.

			Jackson’s fears might not have extended as far as a murder taking place inside Pattee Library, but he was facing growing security concerns. One of the first memos about security problems in Pattee Library was dated July 12, 1968, and addressed what to do about complaints from students concerning incidents in the stacks and reading rooms, “which, for lack of a better word, could be called ‘nuisances’ [emphasis in original].” The writer defined this as “problems of boisterous conduct or language and similar unusual situations” but did not elaborate on what the “unusual situations” might be. The library staff was reminded that the Campus Patrol was on twenty-four-hour call, would respond to these incidents, and that calling them would allow for quicker action and “help reduce the number of phone calls to department heads and supervisors during the evening and weekend hours.”15 But it was not so easy as that.

			The Campus Patrol and the auxiliary Student Patrol in 1969 were unarmed security guards, not “sworn” police officers, which meant they could detain suspects but not jail or prosecute them. “They were not a bona fide police department,” said Howard “Buzz” Triebold, who at the time worked with Colonel William B. Pelton, director of the Department of Security at Penn State. If a crime occurred on campus, they eventually had to call in the real police. But not the State College Borough Police, even though much of the campus was within the borough, and the local police could be on campus from their downtown station in two minutes. Instead, the Campus Patrol referred criminal matters to the state police at Rockview, who were headquartered a little over six miles from campus in the former warden’s house outside the state penitentiary, also called Rockview. It took them ten to fifteen minutes to get to campus, and they did not patrol there in any regular sense. No one today seems to have a solid explanation of how and why this bifurcated jurisdiction developed, though it might have been because, in terms of training and resources, the state police of that era were far better prepared than local police to investigate crime on the Penn State campus, not to mention the rest of rural Centre County.16

			That the Campus Patrol was unarmed was a consequence of state law and university policy. Officers had little formal training in police methods and procedures, unless they had gotten it somewhere else before joining the force. Campus Patrol officers tended to be middle-aged or older men, while the Student Patrol, which mainly provided traffic and crowd control at football games, were, as their name implied, students. Both patrols were under the jurisdiction of Colonel Pelton, a retired army officer who had once headed Penn State’s Reserve Officer Training Corps (ROTC) program. He was generally respected by the state police, if not by the SDS, who called him “Pig Pelton.” The problem was that Pelton was a rigid bureaucrat who resisted giving the library any special status when it came to security, despite the unique and mounting threats it faced.17

			Compounding the situation was the latitude Penn State gave to students—anyone on campus, really—who engaged in socially or sexually erratic behavior (political dissent was another matter). At the beginning of 1969, a library memo discussed staff concerns about a mentally ill student who spent a large amount of time in Pattee Library, even during term breaks, behaving in a “weird,” unpredictable manner that disturbed and worried some people. One staffer who interviewed him for a part-time job remembered the “far-out” look in his eyes, and that he appeared to be “high.” Others were concerned about his apparently rapid physical and mental deterioration. The memo writer commented that some guidance might help the young man, who appeared from all accounts to be intelligent. No one suggested barring him from Pattee Library.18

			Charles L. Hosler, dean of Penn State’s College of Earth and Mineral Sciences from 1965 to 1985, saw many examples of misbehavior at the university that went unpunished. “I think the spectrum of people in academia is a little broader than in society at large,” he said. “You have a lot of people who feel sheltered here. Their behavior would not be approved in the average country town. And there is a reluctance to punish anybody, or to turn anybody in. I saw it in many respects.”19 

			Politics and protest compounded Jackson’s security problems in the library. The late winter and early spring of 1969 was a time of intense political conflict at Penn State, with black students and SDS members demanding greater black enrollment and greater student freedom, including the freedom to publish an SDS underground newspaper called the Garfield Thomas Water Tunnel. It was named after a testing facility of the navy’s Ordnance Research Laboratory at Penn State that had helped to develop the submarine-launched Polaris nuclear missile.20 Penn State president Walker, an admirer of FBI director J. Edgar Hoover, tried to suppress the underground newspaper.21 Meanwhile, radical student activist Jerry Rubin gave a speech in support of the Penn State students on February 13, 1969, wrapping himself in a Vietcong battle flag. Five weeks later, Rubin and seven other left-wing activists, including Abbie Hoffman, Rennie Davis, and Tom Hayden, were indicted by a federal grand jury for allegedly crossing state lines to incite riots at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago the previous summer. 

			Yet other Penn State students, led by white fraternity members, were vocal in their support for Walker and President Nixon. During a seven-hour sit-in by 400 black and white students at Old Main, the university administration building, on February 24, 1969, an estimated 1,500 counterdemonstrators stood outside, heckling, some shouting, “Bring out the coons!” Several hundred students assembled at a field near Beaver Stadium to welcome President Nixon on March 6, 1969, when he arrived by helicopter with First Lady Pat Nixon to attend the funeral of his uncle, Ernest L. Nixon, a retired Penn State agriculture professor. Walker, who despised student protesters, supported a bill being considered in the Legislature in Harrisburg that would have sharply increased penalties for students who engaged in campus protests, whether violent and disruptive or peaceful.22

			Whether directly connected to the troubles on campus or not, Pattee Library became the target of repeated, anonymous bomb threats and at least two arson fires in March 1969. None of the bomb threats proved real, but they were troubling and disruptive to staff and students alike. The fires could have been catastrophic. On March 9, a blaze was set in a section of the stacks housing government documents; Penn State was a federal depository library and received copies of many government documents. Only a quick report of the fire by students, and the concrete floor slabs of the stacks, prevented the blaze from spreading to other floors. The arsonist struck again on March 13, first calling in three bomb threats and then setting another fire in the stacks that was found and extinguished by library employees. Additional small fires were set in April, but again were found and put out by the staff. The arsonist had sprayed lighter fluid onto books and set them ablaze.23 

			As scary as they were, the bomb threats and fires were overshadowed by a more pervasive and disturbing problem in Pattee Library. The stacks were a haven for a variety of sexual activities that the state police termed “vice.” They were a popular place for gay cruising, especially among gay teenagers who couldn’t get served at the My-Oh-My Bar downtown.24 And it wasn’t just teenagers; adult male gays, some of whom were teachers and professional men, traveled here from conservative small towns around the region, seeking sex in the safer confines of the library, where they were less likely to be recognized, beaten up, or arrested if caught. Gay sex was still against the law in 1969. Pattee’s stacks were intended for scholars, but anyone could go there for any reason. There was no gatekeeper to bar the door to those who came to satisfy their sexual urges.

			Not all of the sexual activity was consensual. Male flashers, masturbators, and gropers in the stacks were a continuing problem. Librarians might admonish anyone they caught but tried to avoid confrontations or being the sex police. Penn State administrators sent mixed signals on how far they were willing to go to clear out vice. That fall, Colonel Pelton had ordered the doors removed from the stalls in a men’s restroom near the Level 3 Core, hoping to deter their use for gay sex. But after a few days, higher officials in the Penn State administration ordered him to put them back in the name of privacy.25 

			Director of Libraries Carl Jackson considered 1969 to have been an awful year, marred by an excessive number of incidents. There had been occasions of men exposing themselves to female students, engaging in voyeurism, and “otherwise molesting female students. . . . We have had excrement on stairways, have been concerned at gatherings of men students (and some who may not be students) who are suspected of engaging in acts of perversion in our basement areas and in the various men’s rooms in the library,” he wrote in a memo to Paul M. Althouse, vice president for resident instruction.26

			Jackson had seen the impact of the sex crimes on women students and was deeply frustrated and angry that he could not get a permanent Campus Patrol presence in the library. He had sat with shaking, weeping young women in his office, waiting for the Patrol to arrive. “When they finally get here,” he told Taft Wireback, a writer for Focus, a student-run magazine serving the Penn State campus, “the girl would be so upset that she couldn’t even remember what her assailant looked like. And, needless to say, there was no chance of apprehending the criminal.”27 

			Pelton rejected Jackson’s request for a permanent Campus Patrol officer in the library. He argued that with a force of forty-five to fifty officers and 300 campus buildings to patrol, it was impossible to detail an officer only to Pattee. “Just as it is impossible to keep a full-time physician in every residence hall in the event of an emergency,” he told the Daily Collegian, “so it is also impossible to have a patrolman everywhere.” Robert Barnes, a retired state police trooper who worked under Pelton as director of investigations, told Wireback much the same, but without the attitude. “We were aware of the deviation in the library but had a manpower problem. [There were] times when the perpetrators were able to escape before we were able to to respond.”

			Jackson and Pelton had angry confrontations about increased library security, but the director of security would not back down. Finally, after the fires in March, Jackson used library funds to hire two part-time security guards, one of whom patrolled the library, and especially the stacks, every night from 8:00 p.m. until midnight, when the building closed. That left twelve hours, from 8:00 a.m. to 8:00 p.m., without any security presence, but it was the best he could do with the money he could wring from his budget in an especially tight year. The increased surveillance resulted in several men being caught in sexual acts. “To our surprise, many were not students, but family men,” Jackson told Wireback.28 

			Pelton presided over the Safety Council, a monthly meeting of departmental representatives at which safety problems of any sort could be addressed. At the beginning of the 1969–70 school year, the Safety Council arranged for fifteen thousand copies of a pamphlet, “Women Alone: Target for Trouble,” to be printed and distributed to female students. But more-typical problems addressed by the Council, including at the November 19,1969, meeting, ranged from traffic hazards to the fire danger posed by unattended hot plates, immersion coils, and coffeemakers. Much time was spent on the hot-plate issue, with talk of an ad hoc committee being appointed to make recommendations for reform.29

			During the last week of November in 1969, the Pattee sexual deviants were unusually busy. On Monday, November 24, a man exposed himself to a young woman in the Level 3 stacks. Another coed was accosted by an exhibitionist on the following evening. He ran when she screamed for help and was not caught. Later that evening, a third young woman looking for a book in the Level 5 stacks rounded a corner and was shocked to see a man masturbating in the dimly lit aisle, between two rows of bookshelves. He was “playing with himself,” she told librarians.30 

			Sergeant George H. Keibler, the chief criminal investigator for the state police barracks at Rockview, who would dwell on the events of November 28, 1969, for the rest of his life, minced no words about the Pattee Library stacks. “It was a den of iniquity down there,” he said.31

			

		

	
		
			
			Chapter 2

			Somebody Had Better Help That Girl

			At five minutes before five o’clock on November 28, 1969, Marilee Erdely, a pretty, blonde graduate student with blue eyes and a porcelain complexion, leaned against a wall just outside the Level 2 Core in the basement stacks of Pattee Library. She was flipping through a book she had just pulled off a shelf.1 

			Erdely, who was twenty-three years old, had come to Penn State from the steel and football town of Aliquippa, Pennsylvania, where her father was one of thousands of workers at the massive Jones & Laughlin Steel Corporation mill along the Ohio River.2 She had majored in secondary education as an undergraduate and was now pursuing a graduate degree in English. She had gone to the stacks to find a book to complete a term paper for English 501, Research Materials and Methods, a class taught by Professor Harrison T. Meserole and Nicholas Joukovsky, a new and young assistant professor recently arrived from Oxford University. In the class, which was a boot camp for first-year English graduate students, they learned how to conduct proper research and write like scholars. Meserole had assigned them a critical study of a manuscript of their choice, either from the Pattee Library’s own Rare Books Room, or one of the photocopies he had made of manuscripts from the collections of the American Antiquarian Society in Worcester, Massachusetts, which collected literary and other works from colonial times up through 1876.

			A decidedly portly man—everyone remembered him that way—Meserole was an authority on early American literature and the editor of an important anthology in the field. But in the rarefied world of literary scholarship, he was best known as the principal bibliographer for the Modern Language Association, founded in 1883 to promote the study and teaching of language and literature all over the world. There were few better teachers to introduce a graduate student of English to literary scholarship, and if he seemed like a terror, well, what were drill sergeants at boot camp for if not terror?3 

			Erdely had run into several of her classmates in the stacks that Friday afternoon, all working on their own papers. Just a few minutes earlier, she had spotted Betsy Aardsma, a pretty brunette from Michigan, moving among the bookshelves, and had chatted with her briefly. They had two classes together, English 501 and English 434, Movements in American Literature. The latter class was a recently instituted African-American literature course taught by Professor Charles T. Davis, a pioneer in the field.4 Where Erdely stood flipping through her book, the lighting wasn’t so bad, but that wasn’t so in other parts of the stacks, especially in the Core. The lights in each row were controlled by individual switches and not from a central panel and were often turned off for one reason or another. 

			Pattee Library was by no means deserted on the day after Thanksgiving, even if visitors were down by about a third because of the holiday weekend. Those who remained on campus, especially the graduate and foreign students, found the library a logical place to go on a slow day.5 One of them was Joao Uafinda, twenty-nine years old, and one of the rare black students at Penn State. He was far from home, a refugee from the war of independence against Portugal then raging in his home country of Mozambique in southern Africa. Uafinda was short, just five-foot-five, and had close-cropped hair and a handsome, friendly face. He was walking toward Erdely but had not quite reached her.6 Perhaps thirty feet away, fifty-two-year-old writer Richard Sanders Allen had just finished making copies at a coin-operated Xerox machine. He was visiting his son Robert that weekend, and was killing time until his son got out of class. (Penn State expected professors to hold classes on Black Friday, even though it was an unofficial holiday for much of the nation, and some actually did.) Allen, who lived near Saratoga Springs, New York, was an engineering historian who wrote for American Heritage magazine and was an authority on covered bridges. His latest book, Covered Bridges of the Middle West, was due out in about a month.7 He put the copies in his briefcase and began walking toward Erdely, intending to go up a nearby staircase that led to the main floor. Allen did not know Erdely or Uafinda, but the lives of all three were about to intersect and change forever.8 

			Allen thought he heard something from the stacks but wasn’t sure what. Uafinda heard a thump, like a fist hitting a chest, quickly followed by a gasp.9 But no one heard any angry imprecations, no pleas, no screams of mortal terror, no struggle to the death. A physician familiar with the process of death found the victim’s silence hard to explain, even after a wound that proved so quickly fatal. “It’s just unbelievable that there was no scream,” he said.10 It was as if the murderer and his victim both observed the ancient rule that no noise is to be made in a library. But not for long. Moments later came a crash and the sound of books hitting the floor. A stranger emerged from the Core, coming at Erdely and Uafinda like a speeding train. He looked to be about twenty-five years old, about six feet tall, and big, but not husky. He had one of those professional faces one tends to associate with foreign correspondents on television. He was better dressed than the typical student, wearing a sport jacket over khaki work pants. Allen, who of course had never seen the young man before, thought he was wearing a white shirt and tie.11 Neither Erdely nor Uafinda recognized him either.

			When the running man saw the two students, he slowed but did not stop. “Somebody had better help that girl!” he said, gesturing back toward the noise. But he was not going to help her. The stranger continued moving toward the stairs, but then saw Allen, who was still standing well apart from Uafinda and Erdely. The running man whirled and headed back in the opposite direction, but on a route that took him around, not through, the Core.12

			Uafinda’s native language was Portuguese, and he knew some French, too, but his facility with English was so-so, acquired after arriving in the United States in 1965. He thought he heard the stranger say, “We’ve got to help the girl!” and followed him. Uafinda followed the running man at a trot back around the Core, back to where Marilee Erdely was deciding what to do, then back into the Core, where he lost him. After one more circuit looking for the stranger, Uafinda left and presumably walked home in the cold darkness to his downtown apartment at 232 West College Avenue. Allen also left, and did not realize for some months that he had been a witness to the aftermath of a murder.13

			Meanwhile, Erdely, scared and alone, walked hesitantly into the Core, looking for the source of the noise. Passing the aisle between rows 50 and 51, no more than twenty feet from where she had been standing, she was shocked to see a slender, beautiful young woman in a red sleeveless dress and white turtleneck sweater lying on the floor, half on her side, her reddish-brown hair askew. It was Betsy Aardsma, her classmate from English 501, with whom she had spoken so recently. One leg was propped up on a bookshelf, as if she had been trying to climb to safety before falling to the floor.14 Books lay around and on top of her, and one of the lower shelves hung crazily downward. Her eyes were closed, she was still, and there was a puddle on the floor, later identified as urine. But there was no blood—none that Erdely could see anyway. Erdely told Keibler and his investigators in the coming days that she assumed Betsy had fainted.

			Kneeling down, she began smoothing Betsy’s hair, adjusting her red dress, and putting some of the books back on an unbroken shelf. Her actions would infuriate the state police and, however briefly, give her the unwelcome status of someone the police thought might know more than she was telling them.15 Erdely was in shock, rapidly falling to pieces, a breakdown that would mystify investigators. Why did she become hysterical if she thought Betsy had only fainted?16 

			Erdely would later insist that she cried for help for fifteen minutes or more while a number of Penn State students, like the priest and the Levite in the biblical parable of the Good Samaritan, passed by and averted their eyes. But it only seemed that long, and her mistaken perception would become part of the mistaken lore of what happened that day. In fact, help arrived almost immediately. When the books crashed to the floor at 4:55 p.m., the sound traveled up through a floor grating and was heard by librarians in the Circulation Department directly above. One of them went down to investigate, saw a young woman lying on the floor being attended to by Erdely, and went back upstairs to inform Elsa Lisle, the chief librarian at the circulation desk, that a girl had fainted in the Level 2 Core. Lisle placed a call to the campus ambulance at Ritenhour Health Center, the student clinic, at 5:01 p.m. The small hospital was a short distance from Pattee Library, not even a minute away by ambulance, or five minutes at a leisurely walk. Even as Erdely, in her mind, was crying for help, two librarians were already at her side, trying to revive the fallen girl. 

			One of the two librarians who came to Erdely’s assistance was Murray Martin, associate director of Pattee Library, who was in charge that day because Jackson, the director of libraries, was out of town for the holiday. Martin was not surprised when Lisle phoned him; coeds fainted with some regularity in the basement stacks, which were overheated and poorly ventilated. He and another librarian, possibly the original woman who had checked on the noise, had gone down immediately. They turned Betsy on her back, and Martin began mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. He thought he detected a faint pulse.17

			The two ambulance drivers, both students themselves, struggled to maneuver a stretcher down the narrow stairs to Level 2. A librarian led them to where Betsy Aardsma lay. As they drew near, passing as many as nineteen onlookers, they heard Erdely’s hysterical sobbing. Seeing her slumped against the bookshelf, they wondered for a moment if it was her they were supposed to pick up. But they quickly deduced it was the girl in the red dress on the floor who needed their help. One of the drivers observed that Betsy’s face was flushed and wondered aloud if she had suffered an epileptic seizure. The other saw a spot of blood on her blouse—and it was just a spot—and concluded that perhaps she had bitten her tongue during a seizure. The idea of a murder in the Penn State library was far from his mind. Indeed, when he felt her wrist, the driver, too, thought he detected a faint pulse.18 Regardless, they would take her to Ritenhour and let the physician on duty decide what to do. They lifted Betsy onto the stretcher and strapped her down. They also brought her purse, which had fallen to the floor when she did. Squeezing between the bookshelves, they moved her toward the stairs. It was 5:08 p.m.

			Erdely pulled herself together and caught up with them at the base of the stairs, which they had begun to climb before realizing the impossibility of maneuvering a loaded stretcher around tight turns. They asked a librarian hovering nearby if there was any other way out, and were led to the freight elevator at the eastern end of the stacks. Before the doors closed, Erdely rushed in behind them. They emerged from the warmth of Pattee Library into the cold darkness outside. At that time of year, the last hints of daylight were gone by 5:15 p.m. They loaded the stretcher into the ambulance and Erdely climbed inside. She seemed very fragile, and there was no time to argue. 

			The ambulance turned into the Ritenhour courtyard around 5:15 p.m. and pulled up to the door. The student attendants wheeled Betsy into the waiting area, where they were met by Dr. Elmer Reed, an ear, nose, and throat specialist who had joined the clinic staff the previous summer. He had just come on duty for an all-night shift and was the only physician on duty. Two registered nurses working the 4:00 p.m.-to-midnight shift were also there. Given what Elsa Lisle had reported when she called, Reed was expecting a student who had fainted and could be quickly revived, but this looked far more serious.19 The attendants told him she had been found unconscious on the floor of the library, lying in a puddle of urine. Maybe there was a pulse, but they weren’t sure. Reed, suddenly filled with dread, motioned to them to follow him to the emergency room through a door to the left. Erdely, holding Betsy’s purse, moved to follow, but was told by Dr. Reed to wait on one of the wooden benches. The doors closed and Erdely was left by herself.

			Ritenhour had sixty-five beds and sixty-six full-time employees, including fifteen physicians and about twenty-two nurses, and a twenty-four-hour emergency room. But it was in no sense a major hospital or trauma center, even in the way that term was understood in 1969. If one of Penn State’s twenty-six thousand students that year had pneumonia or the flu, an ankle sprain, needed birth control pills, or had problems with asthma or any number of other common ailments among students, including alcohol poisoning, Ritenhour was fine. They could get medicine and hospitalization for as long as necessary, which typically was no more than two to three days. The problems came in the rare instances—rare in a large population of mostly healthy young people—of serious illness or injury. There were simply no good options at Ritenhour, or nearby, for advanced care.

			Penn State had been trying to improve student and regional health care since 1966, when it donated thirty acres of land near Beaver Stadium for construction of a new Centre County Hospital to replace the old and poorly regarded hospital in Bellefonte, the county seat. That hospital was eleven miles from campus over two-lane roads. The State College area suffered from a severe physician shortage in 1969, and dependents of married graduate students, not eligible for treatment at Ritenhour, often had trouble getting even the most basic care. The new hospital project was fraught with politics, and not much had happened yet in terms of bricks and mortar. The closest real hospital, with a fairly good (for 1969) ER, was in Altoona, forty-one miles away over a mountain highway. In the other direction was Geisinger Medical Center in Danville, seventy miles from campus. The new Milton S. Hershey Medical Center, location of Penn State’s fledgling medical school, was nearly a hundred miles from the main campus in Hershey, the famous chocolate town. There were no helicopter ambulance services then in Pennsylvania, or in most parts of the country, for that matter. Those would be one of the few positive legacies of the Vietnam War.20 

			For Betsy Aardsma, it no longer mattered. Dr. Reed checked her vital signs and pronounced her dead, although of what he remained uncertain. He did not have the attendants move her from the gurney onto the examining table. At 5:20 p.m. Reed drew a sheet over her corpse and went to find out who she was. Walking out, he was surprised to see Erdely going through Betsy’s purse. He barked at her, demanding to know what she was doing. Still in shock, she stared at him as if in a trance, and said, “I don’t know.” She handed over the purse. Inside, Reed found a Michigan driver’s license identifying the victim as Betsy Ruth Aardsma, age twenty-two, of East 37th Street, Holland, Michigan. There was also a Penn State student identification card. He didn’t doubt that she was a student, but it was good to have confirmation.21

			Reed placed a telephone call to Dr. John A. Hargleroad II, director of the University Health Services, and told him what had happened. Hargleroad, in turn, called Raymond O. Murphy, dean of student affairs, and Charles L. Lewis, vice president of student services, to let them know a student had died under mysterious circumstances. It was up to Murphy to notify Betsy’s parents, who lived nearly 550 miles from State College. After pulling Betsy’s student information card, he contacted the Aardsma family pastor, Reverend Gordon Van Oostenburg of Trinity Reformed Church in Holland. He agreed to go to the Aardsma home, about a five-minute drive from his parsonage, and inform her parents. At the time, he knew only that Betsy had collapsed in the library shortly before 5:00 p.m. and had been pronounced dead a half-hour later. He was not told how she had died, because at that point, Murphy didn’t know.22 

			[image: ]

			The pastor drove his car through the snowy, darkened streets of Holland, dreading the task he faced. He had several children of his own. Tall, balding, and gregarious, with a big smile, Van Oostenburg had led Trinity Reformed Church for seven years and was known for his compassion. He turned off Lincoln Avenue at the Salad Bowl restaurant and proceeded onto East 37th Street. The street was lined with silver maples that loomed ominously in the winter night. The Aardsmas lived toward the end of the street on the right, a few houses before it dead-ended at a playground and ball field. They lived in a modest, very typical, two-story middle-class house on a street of similar houses. Their house had two bedrooms down and one up, a broad front yard, and a vacant lot on the south side. The garage was attached to the house by a breezeway.23 

			Holland was a small city of twenty-five thousand on the western side of the state, near Lake Michigan. The inhabitants, including the Aardsma family and Reverend Van Oostenburg, were mainly of Dutch descent, and routinely religious. Although there were wide variations in devoutness within the community, the surprise would have been if the Aardsmas had not been church members. He turned into the Aardsma driveway, crunching the gravel before reaching the pavement and parking his car. Outside it was in the mid-20s, warmer by nearly 10 degrees than the previous night, but he still missed the car’s warmth as he walked toward the front door. It was just before 8:00 p.m., and Betsy had been dead for three hours.24

			Inside, where it was warm and bright, the Aardsma family had finished a dinner of Thanksgiving leftovers. Carole Wegner, Betsy’s older sister, and her husband, Dennis, were visiting from Madison, Wisconsin, and were preparing to go out to a movie. Their young son, Lorin, would stay home with his grandparents. Kathy Aardsma, at age thirteen the youngest child of Dick and Esther, had gone to visit a friend. Dennis Wegner heard the door open, looked up, and was surprised to see Reverend Van Oostenburg enter the house with a somber expression. In a flash, the Aardsma world collapsed into that special agony and confusion known only by parents who are told, without any warning, that they must prepare to bury a child.25 

			Reverend Van Oostenberg gave them Raymond Murphy’s phone number. Dick Aardsma called immediately, recalling later that the Penn State official was “very cold and short,” telling him he would need to wait for the state police to tell him how Betsy had died. Murphy remembered the call as a simple, businesslike conversation to verify the bad news and let the family know their daughter’s body would be taken to the Koch Funeral Home, the only funeral home in State College. Van Oostenburg stayed to pray with the parents, and Dennis and Carole drove to pick up Kathy. “We all went to bed an hour later, but none of us slept very well,” Dennis later recalled. “We all kept waking up and thinking it was not real, and it all was just a bad dream.” As they drifted off into fitful sleep, they had no idea that Betsy was not just dead, but had been murdered.26

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 3

			The Long Night

			Around 6:00 p.m., after having notified university officials, Dr. Elmer Reed placed a call to the Pennsylvania State Police barracks at Rockview. He told the desk man that a female student had been found dead of unknown causes in Pattee Library. Startled, the officer took notes and passed the information to the shift supervisor, who went to look for Trooper Mike Simmers, the youngest criminal investigator at the Rockview barracks, and the only one on duty that night. Simmers was twenty-three years old, just a year older than Betsy. He worked undercover on campus, monitoring the political activities of left-wing students, as well as the illegal drug trade, and he knew the campus well. In fact, he was a student himself. 1 

			The Pennsylvania State Police had been created by the Legislature in 1905, at a time when the state was little more than a resource colony of Wall Street, providing vast amounts of lumber, oil, coal, and iron to the American industrial machine. The state police replaced the so-called Coal and Iron Police, a motley collection of corporate security forces authorized by the Legislature in 1900 to protect business property, mainly mines, from strikes and other union activities. After the United Mine Workers of America was victorious in the big anthracite coal strike of 1902, a cry went up to replace the hated Coal and Iron Police with an official state police force, the first in the nation, that would serve and protect all citizens, not just Wall Street. Unions, doubting the state police would really be evenhanded, fought the proposal and managed for a time to limit the number of state troopers to just 228 for the entire state. Over the years, the numbers grew, although in 1969 they still had fewer than three thousand troopers, all white men. They worked out of barracks in the rural areas of Pennsylvania, wearing crisp gray uniforms, black boots, and distinctive Smokey Bear hats with chin straps. They enforced traffic laws on the highways and the criminal code in small municipalities without a police force of their own.2

			The state police had a command structure similar to the army, with nearly as many rules and regulations. Recruits often came directly from the military, almost never from college, and indeed, for many years, prior military service was a requirement. Troopers were already accustomed to the regimental life when they put on the uniform. They received three months of training at the state police academy at Hershey. Those who passed their final exams were put straight to work. Whether a trooper did traffic enforcement or investigated a murder depended mainly on chance and circumstance. “We did everything,” said Corporal Eugene Kowalewski, stationed at Rockview in 1969, and long retired. “If you came on it, you handled it.” If more work on a case was needed, the commander might send out one of the specialized criminal investigators, such as Corporal Dan Brode or Simmers, from the “Crime Room” at Rockview.3

			The Rockview barracks was located off Benner Pike near the gates of the State Correctional Institution at Rockview, a minimum-security prison with a “big house” look. The barracks had once been the home of the prison warden. Despite their proximity to the prison, the troopers had nearly nothing to do with security inside, although if there had been a bad riot, they would have helped to restore order. The penitentiary had about six hundred inmates and also housed the state’s electric chair, an odd side dish on its minimum-security menu. Death Row was elsewhere; condemned prisoners were transported to Rockview shortly before their execution. Witnesses signed a large ledger book before the electrocution, and a second time, often in a much shakier hand, after they saw the condemned man die. The last inmate to die in the chair had been Elmo Smith, a sex killer from the Philadelphia suburbs, in 1962.4

			Simmers was in the kitchen, talking to some of the other troopers, when the shift supervisor appeared. He told him a coed had been found dead in Pattee Library. Simmers took courses at Penn State under the federal Law Enforcement Assistance Program (LEAP) and knew the library well. He never thought of it as a dangerous place. Grabbing the keys to an unmarked cruiser, he sped off toward the university. There was little traffic on Benner Pike, and in barely ten minutes he was in State College. He parked outside Pattee Library, where a member of the Campus Patrol was waiting for him. It was around 6:30 p.m.5

			Simmers was young, and looked young, which is why he had been recruited for undercover work in the spring of 1968, right around the time the campus had been rocked by civil rights and antiwar protests. His superiors wanted him to be the eyes and ears of the state police, quietly monitoring and investigating the protests and protesters and keeping track of the drug dealers. Simmers had the freedom to choose how he looked and dressed on the job and chose a “Joe College” look rather than going hippie, as some of his successors did. He didn’t consider himself truly undercover, and, indeed, his identity eventually became known. This didn’t sit well with some of his professors, causing him to be barred from a psychology class by one and denounced at a press conference in Old Main by another. Nor did some of his fellow students care much for his role.6

			Later that year, on November 5, 1968, Simmers tangled with SDS protesters when General William C. Westmoreland, the army chief of staff and a hated symbol of the Vietnam War, came to State College for the Army–Penn State football game.7 Westmoreland had commanded US troops in South Vietnam from 1964 to 1968. After the disastrous Tet Offensive by the North Vietnamese and Vietcong, he had been relieved of command by President Lyndon B. Johnson. No official announcement of his visit was made until the game began, but word leaked out, and the SDS posted flyers urging students to welcome a mass murderer. A car carrying the general and President Walker of Penn State was blocked by about seventy-five protesters from leaving the driveway of the president’s official mansion on campus, not far from the lower end of the Mall.8 Some of them rocked the car. Simmers, in plain clothes, waded into the crowd and began throwing punches to distract the protesters from Westmoreland. He got his ass kicked, but the general got to Beaver Stadium for the game.9

			Once in Pattee Library, Simmers descended to the Level 2 stacks and was shown where Betsy’s body had been discovered. Two other members of the Campus Patrol and several students were there. Colonel Pelton, who headed the Department of Security, was nowhere in sight, and no one appeared to be making sure the scene was not disturbed. The Campus Patrol told Simmers what he already knew: that the unconscious girl had been taken to Ritenhour and pronounced dead. Simmers took their names and asked if they would mind staying and securing the scene—meaning keep people out—until he could figure out what had happened. There wasn’t much else he could do, given that he was the only state trooper in the library.10

			So he walked over to Ritenhour, met Dr. Reed, and was stunned to hear that he now believed that Betsy had been murdered. He told the young trooper that after he had made the telephone calls, he returned to Betsy’s body, pulled back her clothing, and found what appeared to be a small knife wound in her left breast. Simmers asked to see the body. Reed took him to the gurney, by that time moved to a hallway, pulled back the sheet, and once again removed her red sleeveless dress and white turtleneck sweater, which had a small bloodstain on the inside. Reed removed her bra and pointed out the inch-wide slit where the knife had entered her breast. There was no doubt that the beautiful and young Betsy Aardsma had been murdered. “Mike, this is a homicide,” he said. But where was all the blood?

			The young trooper knew he was out of his depth. Simmers had never originated a murder investigation on his own. He phoned back to the barracks and asked the desk man to send Corporal Dan Brode, a more senior investigator, as soon as possible. Brode had been designated by Sergeant George H. Keibler, the chief of criminal investigation, as the on-call “reserve man” for Black Friday night, in case a major crime occurred. Keibler had left Wednesday for his father’s hunting camp north of Smethport, in the mountains of McKean County, intending to do some turkey hunting on the last day of that season and go bear hunting when that season opened Monday. The desk man reached Brode and told him to go to Ritenhour. After conferring with the shift supervisor and Lieutenant William Kimmel, the commander of the Rockview barracks, he began calling in other troopers as well.11 

			Another officer, Corporal Eugene Kowalewski, was reached up in Snow Shoe, in the northern part of Centre County, and Corporal Mike Mutch at a party in Pleasant Gap. Mutch, in turn, called an old friend at home, Centre County District Attorney Charles C. Brown Jr., only to learn he was at a high school basketball game. The desk man also summoned Trooper Jan Hoffmaster, who was about to leave for his own hunting camp, and told him to meet up with Brode and Simmers at Ritenhour. When he arrived, Brode ordered him to stay with Betsy’s body while he and Simmers went back to Pattee Library. Corporal Kowalewski soon joined them.12 

			Brode, who was considered a loner by his colleagues, was certain he knew who had killed Betsy—the so-called Nittany Mall Rapist.13 The Nittany Mall, which opened in the late fall of 1967, was located along Benner Pike, midway between the Rockview barracks and the university. There had been two rapes, both of teenage girls—one in the fall of 1968, and another a year later. Each girl had been abducted at knifepoint in the Mall parking lot, driven in her own car a few miles up onto Mount Nittany, above Pleasant Gap, then raped and abandoned. The second girl had the presence of mind to observe that her rapist had had dirt under his fingernails and that his hands were rough, leading police to conclude that he was a country laborer of some sort. 

			Both of the rape cases were assigned to Brode, who had no suspect. He had the man’s fingerprints from the rearview mirror of the girl’s car in the second crime but was unable to match them to anyone. In the late 1960s, matching fingerprints to a suspect who wasn’t already in custody involved far more luck than science. Even if the police had latent prints gathered at a crime scene and a suspect, they could not force him to give new prints without first arresting him. And if they arrested him, they had better have a case. Fingerprints were not the magical identifier of popular belief. Movies and popular fiction distorted the reality. All Brode could do with the prints on the mirror was check them against on-file prints of men released from Pennsylvania prisons or send them to the other state police barracks across Pennsylvania, in hopes that they could find a match in their own files. Not until Japanese scientists developed the Automated Fingerprint Identification System (AFIS) in the late 1980s was there widespread computerization of American fingerprint files.14

			As he walked to the library, Brode contemplated what today seems a rather implausible scenario: that a farm laborer from the country had come onto the Penn State campus looking for a victim, went to a library he had probably never visited or even seen in his life, and made his way from the main entrance down into the maze of stacks. There, he happened to encounter Betsy Aardsma, tried to abduct her, stabbed her in the heart when she resisted, and then escaped, all the while making no noise or being seen by anyone. It made little sense, but Brode was undeterred.

			Brode was shocked when he arrived in Pattee Library and found the crime scene in disarray. No one was really in charge. Forty-five minutes had elapsed between Marilee Erdely’s discovery of Betsy on the floor and the arrival of the Campus Patrol, when Colonel Pelton, who made all major decisions for the security force, had issued vague orders to “close it off.” He hadn’t told them it was a crime scene. In the interim, and for some time after the Campus Patrol had arrived, high-ranking university administrators—or, as Sergeant George Keibler put it, “people of influence at the university”—had been allowed to tramp through the area where Betsy had been found. Keibler said President Walker was among the visitors that night. Even in those more-casual days of crime scene investigation, this was a bizarre situation.15 

			Corporal Kowalewski remembers encountering curious Penn State students around the periphery of the crime scene. “They were just milling around in there,” he said. “We asked several kids if they were in that section of Pattee Library at the time [of the murder]. They said no.” He and Brode and Simmers walked among the rows of books, looking for anything that might be tied to the murder. They found nothing, other than confirmation that they were not examining a virgin crime scene.16

			That was far from the only blunder of the evening. One of the librarians, probably Murray Martin, had ordered a janitor to clean up the crime scene, including the puddle of urine on the floor. It no doubt made perfect sense at the time. The young coed had just been carried off to Ritenhour, unconscious but presumably alive. Why not clean up the mess? However well-intentioned, the effect on the subsequent investigation was disastrous. Books that had tumbled to the floor around her body were moved, some by Erdely, some by the librarians, some by the janitor. A few remained on the floor when Brode and Simmers and Kowalewski arrived. The nearby shelves had been touched, and some had been wiped down. People had walked over the spot where she had fallen. The immediate crime scene and any evidence that might identify the killer had been thoroughly contaminated.17 

			There had also been no move to bar the doors of Pattee Library to prevent potential witnesses from leaving. The doors had stayed open, and the counter showed that 157 people had left via Exit 1, the main door, and 52 via Exit 2, in the hour after the murder. Almost certainly, potentially valuable witnesses, not to mention the killer, had left during that time. Access to the Level 2 stacks was blocked early in the evening, but the rest of the library remained open for business. Students continued to come and go until the library closed at midnight.18

			Brode ordered Simmers to
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