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“A wonderful, intelligent, and engaging study that illuminates the disturbing relationship between some of those who appeal to our better instincts, as victims, and those on whom they prey, including ourselves—it will grip the general reader and should be compulsory reading for anyone working in the ‘caring’ professions. For many, the world will never look the same after reading this book.”

—Psychiatrist Iain McGilchrist,
 author of The Master and His Emissary

“Barbara Oakley has written the most ambitious kind of true crime book, one that goes beyond a story well told and takes the lid off the simmering conditions and psychopathology that cook up into a tragic killing. There are haunting warnings for all of us in Cold-Blooded Kindness, as well as a fundamental truth: Homicide is self-will run riot—even if it wears a smiley face.”

—Lowell Cauffiel,
 New York Times bestselling author of House of Secrets

“Cold-Blooded Kindness is a masterful fusion of analytic depth and powerful narrative. A singularly incisive exposé of the fallacy of simplistic moral dichotomies we routinely deploy to judge (and misjudge) the intricacies of human nature. And a gripping read to boot.”

—Elkhonon Goldberg,
 clinical professor of neurology, NYU School of Medicine, and
 author of The New Executive Brain and The Wisdom Paradox

“Barbara Oakley sets her sights on a seemingly mundane act of domestic violence to reveal the many hidden layers beneath. To make sense of those layers, Oakley uniquely dissects the dynamic psychological, social, and cultural forces that led an artistically gifted and seemingly kind and caring woman to kill her husband. Was she an abused victim or a conniving victimizer? Read Cold-Blooded Kindness and find out.”

—Mark Blumberg,
 F. Wendell Miller Professor of Psychology, University of Iowa,
 and author of Freaks of Nature: What Anomalies
 Tell Us about Development and Evolution

“Finally someone has exposed the ugly, vicious underbelly of ‘kindness.’ Dr. Oakley reminds us that the expenditure of energy or emotion is not in itself naughty or nice, it's a question of how they are channeled or directed. So-called good and evil can look an awful lot alike—the devil is indeed in the details. Cold-Blooded Kindness is an excellent piece of investigative journalism and a riveting read all rolled into one. Dr. Oakley does Truman Capote proud, you won't want to put it down!”

—Dr. Margaret Cochran,
 author of What Are You Afraid Of?
 and host of “Wisdom, Love and Magic!”

“This brave and important book reminds us that even our best intentioned assumptions become prejudices if they go too long unexamined. Truth and justice deserve our rigorously honest attention and we must trust that they will protect us better, in the long run, than convenient lies. The book is also an excellent read—lively, suspenseful, strange, and as insightful as it is disturbing. You should read it.”

—Jennifer Michael Hecht,
 author of The Happiness Myth and Doubt: A History
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Cold-Blooded Kindness is based on police records, trial testimony, and interviews. Dialogue is reconstructed from the best memory of those involved, or the best available sources, and rechecked wherever possible against testimony, documents, and other reliable sources. Statements presented as facts are taken from sources deemed reliable and have been checked wherever possible against other reliable sources. Every effort has been taken to eliminate error—as such, however, human error may still occur due to the fallibility of human memory or my own misunderstanding. I would like to emphasize in this regard that any errors of fact or interpretation remain my own.

Carole Alden's own thoughts regarding the events recounted here are taken from nearly one hundred pages of letters she wrote to me over a several-month period, from November 2008 to May 2009. Carole's words have been paraphrased per copyright laws, but great care has been taken to retain the original meaning and context.


For convenience, I have referred to Carole Alden by her maiden name, although she has gone by other names.

I am not a healthcare professional—any observations made can in no way be taken as a clinical diagnosis.

The first use of a name that is a pseudonym is always in italics.
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Note: pseudonyms are in bold italics.

Carole Alden: A Utah artist whose fanciful works and cloth sculptures have been featured in galleries and at the Utah Arts Festival. The mother of two boys and three girls by her first two husbands. When she was forty-six, on the morning of July 29, 2006, she called police to report that she had shot and killed her third husband, Marty Sessions.

Melloney Bozeman: Carole Alden's first daughter, from her first husband, Richard Senft. Age twenty-three at the time of the homicide.

Andy Bristow: Carole Alden's drug-addicted boyfriend between her second and third husbands. Died due to “combined drug intoxication” under mysterious circumstances.

Morris Burton: A sergeant in the Millard County Sheriff's Office—one of the first to arrive, along with Deputy Tony Pedersen, at the scene of the killing.

Patrick Finlinson: Deputy County Attorney in Millard County, Utah. As a new arrival on the job, he assisted Michael Wims and Pat Nolan in the prosecution of Carole Alden.

Richard Jacobson: A star detective in the Millard County Sheriff's Office—key investigator in the homicide of Marty Sessions.

Allen Lake: A friend of Carole Alden's. Upon discovering Carole had killed Marty Sessions, Lake also called police the morning of July 29.

Michael McGrath: A forensic psychiatrist from Rochester, New York, who has researched battered woman syndrome.

Patrick Nolan: Assistant Attorney General for the State of Utah—a key player on the prosecutorial team in the State's case against Carole Alden.

Penny Packer: Carole's junior high school art teacher and a longtime friend and confidante.

Tony Pedersen: A deputy sheriff in Millard County, Utah—one of the first to arrive at the scene of the killing.

Brian Poulson: Carole Alden's second husband.

Emily Poulson: Carole Alden's third daughter, ten years old at the time her stepfather, Marty, was killed.

Jason Poulson: Carole Alden's second son, fourteen at the time of the killing.

Conner Rusek: Carole Alden's first son, from her first husband, Richard Swift; age twenty-five at the time of the homicide.

Krystal Rusek: Carole Alden's second daughter, from her first husband, Richard Senft; age twenty at the time of the homicide.

Anna Sessions: Marty Sessions's older daughter, age twenty-nine at her father's death.

Dennis “Denny” Sessions: Marty Sessions's brother—two years younger than Marty.

Edee Sessions: Marty Sessions's younger daughter, age twenty-seven at her father's death.

Marty Sessions: Carole Alden's third husband, whom she killed sometime between late evening July 28 and early morning July 29, 2006. Age forty-nine at the time of his death.

Richard Senft: Carole Alden's first husband.


James K. Slavens: Carole Alden's defense attorney—in a confusing turn of events, he had also previously served as Marty Sessions's defense attorney.

Lenore Walker: An academic who devised the term “battered woman syndrome” in the late 1970s to describe why women who are physically abused often remain with their abusers.

Michael Wims: Chief of the Special Prosecutions Section of the Criminal Division of the Utah Attorney General's Office. Chief prosecutor in the Carole Alden case. Wims also played a role in prosecuting extremist murderer Ron Lafferty, as described by Jon Krakauer in his book Under the Banner of Heaven.

Carolyn Zahn-Waxler: A distinguished researcher at the National Institutes of Mental Health whose career has centered around the origins and development of empathy and caring behaviors.
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From William Shakespeare's Macbeth to Truman Capote's In Cold Blood, taking the life of another has been used as a lens for reflecting upon the human condition in general terms. Cold-Blooded Kindness continues the tradition with a twist: Barbara Oakley draws upon the best that science has to offer in addition to her extraordinary storytelling skills and grasp of human nature that all gifted authors bring to their subjects without the formal tools of science.

The case involves an artist, animal lover, and mother of five named Carole Alden who phoned the police to say she had killed her husband in self-defense. It seemed like a classic case of spousal abuse—Oakley was drawn to report on it as an example of how kindness can have a dark side. That's where I come in. I'm an evolutionary scientist who studies kindness as a strategy that can succeed or fail, depending upon the circumstances. When kind people lavish their kindness upon each other, life blooms. But kind people are also vulnerable to exploitation by people who aren't so kind. Conversely, selfishness and exploitation in all their forms provide benefits for the individual, at least over the short term, no matter what the collateral damage to others and even everyone over the long term. From an evolutionary perspective, we should expect a diversity of social strategies to coexist on the strength of their respective costs and benefits, the human equivalent of a multispecies ecosystem. This is the lens that I use to reflect upon the human condition, and Oakley is one of my valued colleagues.

Was Carole Alden too kind for her own good, a woman whose need to help others was so strong that she became easy prey for a social predator? That was Oakley's initial presumption based on the press reports. But when she dug into the case she discovered something more complex, dark, and interesting. In many respects, Alden had turned victimhood into an art form. She was the predator, and the man she killed was not her only victim.

Oakley is the perfect person to tell this story and to make it a vehicle for the exploration of larger themes that concern each and every one of us. As she was writing Cold-Blooded Kindness, she was also organizing an edited volume for Oxford University Press titled Pathological Altruism, which involved working with virtually every expert with whom she might want to consult about the Carole Alden case. Pathological Altruism has been praised as one of the most important contributions to the scientific study of altruism in decades, which means that Cold-Blooded Kindness is backed by more scientific authority than any other book centered on the diagnosis of a single killing.

The kind of science that you will find in the pages of Cold-Blooded Kindness, intermixed with the drama of the Carole Alden case, goes beyond forensic science to include the science of why people develop the personalities and relationships that they do and why some relationships are mutually destructive, even ending in a death spiral. There is no clear victim or victimizer in a mutually destructive relationship because each person plays a role in its maintenance. It is not as simple as a predator grasping a prey that is struggling to get away.

Although Cold-Blooded Kindness is richly informed by science, Oakley would be the last person to say that science has provided all the answers. In fact, a second killing lurks in the pages of this book—the murder of objective truth seeking by passionate advocacy. One might think that an issue as important as spousal abuse would receive the most careful attention that science has to offer, but the crusade to raise consciousness about the issue has led to a black-and-white view of victims and victimizers that does not admit shades of gray. Thus, the authentic scientific study of mutually destructive relationships is only beginning, and much remains to be learned. Oakley's spirit of objective scientific inquiry stands in refreshing contrast to well-meaning but misguided crusaders.

Finally, it might seem that an objective scientific diagnosis of a killing would lack compassion, but nothing could be further from the truth. All of the characters in Cold-Blooded Kindness are trying to survive as best they can, surrounded by kith and kin who love them no matter how badly they stumble. Moreover, some of those most closely associated with the case have thanked Oakley for helping them achieve a kind of closure that eluded them before.

Taking the life of another has often been used to reflect upon the human condition, but with Cold-Blooded Kindness the image has never been sharper.

David Sloan Wilson
SUNY Distinguished Professor
Departments of Biology and Anthropology
Binghamton University

Author of Evolution for Everyone: How Darwin's Theory Can Change the Way We Think about Our Lives and The Neighborhood Project: Using Evolution to Improve My City, One Block at a Time
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Carole Elizabeth Alden stood scared in the shadows, a sweaty target in the cool Great Basin evening. She had spent the evening slipping from room to room, always one step ahead, trying to remain unseen.

The caged rats, dead several days now, were drying. But the lizards were alive—alert and nervous in their separate cages. The snakes waited motionless, their pit organs attuned to the heat of potential victims.3


But rats, lizards, and snakes were the least of Carole's worries. She was a tiny thing—a whisker short of five feet. Her husky husband stood a foot taller—if he wanted to, he could wrestle her to the ground in a second. If that happened, there was no telling how things would unfold.

In their cages, the lizards skittered again.

She could hear Marty coming down the narrow hallway of the double-wide trailer that was their home. At least, until their real home could get built. Marty, she knew, was strung out on his favorite trio—alcohol, marijuana, and methadone. That was always when things would be their worst. Carole tried hard to keep her children shielded from the worst, which is why she had sent the ones still living with her away for the weekend.

Carole's children meant everything to her.

She tensed in the shadows.

Carole was handy with a gun; she had used one before to kill coyotes. Even so, her hands leapt up with the kickback, as if someone else had taken control of them. The blast happened too quickly for her to process—all she could hear now was the ringing.

When she looked at Marty sprawled on the floor in front of her, she was scared.

Marty's body was flaccid, as if he'd just passed out in a drunken, drugged stupor. Again.

She watched. A minute passed. Or maybe it was hours.

His shirt fluttered. A breath? An errant breeze from the air conditioner?

Maybe he wasn't really dead.

She had to make sure. Didn't want to come close until she was sure.

She needed a pillow.

Moments later, one was in hand.

She squatted low in front of Marty and propped the pillow against the top of his head, which was lying right eye down, tilted toward his chest. Then, still squatting, she aimed the muzzle of the Smith & Wesson .38 at the pillow and pulled the trigger. The bullet drilled parallel to the floor through the pillow. It bored through the crown of Marty's skull and into the softness beneath. In less than a hundredth of a second, Marty's ability to speak, if it had even remained, was wiped clean. Vanished, along with his sense of logic, numbers, and ultimately, self. Damage done, the bullet slid through the roof of Marty's mouth, blowing out under the left side of his chin.
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The gunpowder smelled oddly like urine. But it was hard to tell—the house itself smelled like death.

Carole covered Marty with a blanket so she wouldn't have to look. She was tired now. Very tired.

She awakened with a start. Sliding from the couch, she realized she had to get Marty out of the house. Fast.

Carole was petite, but she was also strong. She was used to carting Marty around when he'd passed out. She'd done exactly that when she'd picked him up from the middle of the street earlier that evening—with a little help from bystanders—and stuffed him in her Jeep to haul home. But she'd never realized before that dragging a living body is different from toting a corpse in rigor mortis. Marty's two hundred–plus pounds had become pure stiff dead weight. No matter how she tugged, pulled, or wrestled, she couldn't seem to move him.


Wait. Think.

Think.

Rope. That was it.

The new lariat was stiff—perfect for her purposes. She lifted the blanket and slipped the loop around his feet. Alternately pulling and pushing, she was able to inch the lasso farther and farther up his body. It rested finally just beneath his armpits.

Then she went outside to clamber into the Jeep—a gift from her sister and brother-in-law to lift her from her hardscrabble life. Counter-cranking the steering wheel, she backed toward the house, twisting to look through the dusty rear window.

With the Jeep now as close as she could get it to the back door, she jumped out to hook the rope she had snaked out the door onto a tow strap, then around the trailer hitch. She was back in the Jeep within minutes.

Bald tires whined against the gravel, spinning uselessly against the weight of the body.

Marty wasn't moving.

Damn.

Now what?

Try again.

No go. Damn!

Gun it!

The tires skidded and spun in the gravel, their last bit of tread finally gaining traction, thrusting the Jeep forward.

Inside the house, the rope sawed taut with a hissing zzzzz against the doorframe. Marty's body sprang into motion, careening in a momentary resurrection against the row of cages stacked against the dining room wall. The snakes recoiled, hissing. Marty's body bounced back toward the foyer, leaving a trail of blood and taking out a bookcase as it careened its way toward the back door.

At the threshold, the body stopped momentarily—jackknifed against the bulging aluminum frame of the doublewide. Then, with a thwap, Marty's torso gave just enough, his body sailing out into the yard, taking out a back porch support post on the way.


There. Marty was out.

She jumped out of the Jeep and went around to stare at the body.

The next part wouldn't be easy.
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Psychiatrist Mike McGrath had a philosophy that went like this: No matter how bad your day goes, if you get home and your wife, kids, and pets are all okay, the day was not so bad.2

But one day, McGrath heard about the guy who went hiking and literally got stuck between a rock and a hard place, then eventually had to cut off his arm to save himself. Since then, McGrath's philosophy has changed. It is now: No matter how bad your day goes, if you get home and don't have to remove a body part, it wasn't that bad a day.


Nevertheless, Mike McGrath was having a bad day.

McGrath is a forensic psychiatrist, a clinical associate professor of psychiatry, and medical director and chair of a behavioral health department in western New York State. He also serves as medical director to a chemical dependency program and was supervising physician for a sex offender program. For the past twenty years, he has consulted to the Monroe County Socio-Legal Center, providing psychiatric care to inmates and providing forensic evaluations to the Monroe County courts on mental health issues, including competency to stand trial.

McGrath has a deep, personal, lifelong interest in and expertise on codependents.

CODEPENDENCY

A codependent is a shorthand term for a person who enables someone else's highly dysfunctional behavior. We've all known or heard of people like this—the hardworking secretary who supports a drug-addicted, abusive husband; the caring pastor who knows his wife stashes her vodka in the garage; the woman who works two jobs to afford cartfuls of food for her morbidly obese son. An old joke regarding Alanons (relatives and friends of alcoholics who are also affected by the addictive behavior) goes: What happens when an Alanon dies? Somebody else's life flashes before their eyes.

Codependency is intriguing because it is where compassion is between a rock and a hard place—at that counterintuitive point where pleasing other people makes matters worse. It's a kind of emotional obesity, where well-meaning observers say: Just stop helping them, problem solved!—while for the codependent, it's not that simple. A woman married to a drug-abusing batterer, for example, may literally find herself with a knife at her throat if she contemplates leaving. And if she has children, there is a whole new layer of complexity, particularly if the batterer is also the family's only breadwinner. Temperament adds its own twist to the puzzle. Perhaps some people are truly more sensitive to others' pain, so “no” is more difficult for them to say.

Currently, the concept of codependency is amorphous—it's a complex hodgepodge in which no one and everyone is guilty. Studying the phenomenon, McGrath has written: “In the codependent relationship, not all actors are equal. One who helps maintain the dysfunctional behavior of another is often referred to as an enabler. This term is relative, as it is possible for both players to enable each other in differing ways.”3 In codependent relationships, innocence is the first casualty.

Clinicians—psychology's frontline workers—were the first to frame their observations about codependent behavior. One of the earliest works on the subject was the 1989 book Facing Codependence: What It Is, Where It Comes from, How It Sabotages Our Lives.4 Based on Pia Mellody's previous experiences in healing her own and others' symptoms, in this book the authors offered up five core symptoms of codependence. These involved difficulties in:


	experiencing appropriate levels of self-esteem

	setting functional boundaries

	owning one's own reality

	acknowledging and meeting one's own needs and wants

	experiencing and expressing reality in a moderate fashion—that is, avoiding extreme



Facing Codependence was the first self-help book of its kind—to this day many people still find it helpful. As one Amazon.com reviewer wrote: “[I]t seems to describe me to a T in some ways that I never thought anyone else would understand. All my life I have found most of my self-satisfaction only after ensuring that I am pleasing others.”5

But Facing Codependence was just a start. Another writer, Melody Beattie, built on personal experiences that included abandonment, kidnapping, sexual abuse, and drug and alcohol abuse to write the multimillion bestseller Codependent No More. In Beattie's view, codependent behavior consists of extreme versions of perfectly normal behaviors. Therefore, it is possible to make changes in our personalities, to normalize them, and Beattie offers her life story as proof.

But as interest in codependency has grown, so has the tendency to make extravagant claims for it. Descriptions that were fuzzy to start with can be interpreted so broadly that almost anyone could be—and has been—described as a codependent.6 Robert Subby's Lost in the Shuffle, for example, explains how showing no signs of codependency can be taken as proof that you are codependent.7
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BLINDED ME WITHOUT SCIENCE

The real problem is that we are in the midst of a neuroscientific revolution that is putting psychology and psychiatry on new, firmer foundations, but researchers and clinicians haven't begun applying those tools to help ordinary people make sense of things like codependent behavior. After all—while anecdotal stories can give a powerful start, findings from scientific research can add far more. Who can doubt, for example, the great strides made in understanding autism once it was rescued from the limits of psychoanalysts, with their pat explanatory story of cold parenting, and instead subjected to solid, scientific scrutiny?

But so far, codependency has proven too intractable—or perhaps simply too “female-oriented”—for scientists to have an interest in pursuing it. Authoritative descriptions in the usual handbooks are sparse: for example, in Kaplan & Sadock's Comprehensive Textbook of Psychiatry (which takes care to point out that use of the words enabling and denial in relation to codependence is not an endorsement of an actual syndrome), there are only four paragraphs on codependency.8 The American Psychiatric Publishing Textbook of Psychiatry, The American Psychiatric Publishing Textbook of Substance Abuse Treatment, and the DSM-IV-TR have no mention of codependency in their indexes. Principles of Addiction Medicine and the Clinical Textbook of Addictive Disorders briefly mention the term, with no definition.9 Academic books, in other words, leave readers to deal with this issue on their own.

Journal articles—usually at the forefront of scientific advances—are no better. As Mike McGrath has pointed out in his own research on codependency: “Most, although not all, peer-reviewed literature on codependency appears in relation to spouses and families of substance abusers. Articles tend to be either very critical or naively accepting of the concept. A significant amount of what has been offered professionally borders on unsupported speculation.”10 A big part of the problem has been the many different definitions of codependency—none of which has any systematic research basis.11

Without the rigor of science, we are left to simply go with what feels right when we try to define and understand codependence. The real problem is that what feels as if it must be right sometimes isn't right at all. It felt right during the 1950s (and ’60s and ’70s) to think that autistic children must have suffered from parental abuse. After all, at the time, everybody knew that personality was shaped by environment alone. And for decades, it felt right to think that ulcers were caused just by mental stress instead of by bacteria. The history of psychiatry is full of disproven syndromes and discredited therapies that once “felt right” to clinicians: penis envy, Oedipus complex, recovered memory therapy, rebirthing therapy, release of bottled anger to reduce aggression—the list is long and still growing.

The never-ending train wreck of felt-right syndromes has made psychology suspicious of purported new personality disorders. This has quashed efforts to include codependency as a personality disorder in the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders—the American bible of psychiatry. But this has also left codependency in limbo, since inclusion in the manual is the key to having the disorder be taken seriously and having it receive research funding and attention. Thus codependency floats, being referred to as if it's real but not actually being studied—a sort of psychological blank check.

Related to codependency is battered woman syndrome, a syndrome meant to describe the behavioral patterns seen in women who choose to stay in physically abusive relationships; a syndrome that would seem to describe Carole Alden and her relationship with Marty Sessions to a T. This is a syndrome that does not appear as a diagnosis in the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders. Instead, the syndrome appears in statutes. It must, by law, be considered in many states—Utah is one—as an aspect of the defense in cases involving battering.12

As inexorably as a migraine, battered woman syndrome and its “now you see it, now you don't” qualities led, beginning from the 1990s, to new legislative vistas. And, with relentless finality, to Mike McGrath's disturbing revelation.
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Sheriff's deputies are often tasked with the mundane: pulling over a drunk, checking on an old widow who heard her windows rattle, chasing the kid who was rattling the widow's windows trying to break into her house to score jewelry for meth. These simple variations on the same basic theme can go on year after year—the type of day-to-day policing that helps keep American society from Tallahassee to Tacoma running smoothly.

Every once in a while, though, something unusual happens. This can demand ingenuity in the immense, solitary reaches of Millard County, Utah, where police backup can be as far as a hundred miles away. Perhaps an officer is faced with putting handcuffs on a suspect who has two prosthetic hooks instead of hands. Solution—remove prosthetics. Or he's called out to investigate a car parked out on a stretch of hardpan, where he finds a vacuum hose was rigged to direct the exhaust into the passenger compartment and the desert heat is melting the suicide victim into a puddle on the front seat. Solution—call for newest rookie, help him slop the body into a body bag. Don't tell him about the wrecker en route. Instead, watch his face when you casually mention he's got to drive the car fifty miles back to the nearest station.

The deputies of Millard County are nothing if not resourceful.

Deputy Sheriff Tony Pedersen is widely regarded as one of Millard County's most resourceful officers. A lucky thing, as it turns out, because Pedersen, along with the equally capable Sergeant Morris Burton, was the first to respond to the two virtually simultaneous mid-morning calls on July 29, 2006. There was a shooting out in the area known as South Tract—a flat, desolate stretch of greasewood and rabbit brush on the southern border of the little town of Delta, some 135 miles south of Salt Lake City. What Deputy Pedersen would find that morning would draw him into one of the most unusual cases of his career—and along with him his childhood friend Chief Deputy Attorney Patrick Finlinson and their colleague Detective Richard Jacobson.


Millard County is an area rich in history, and that history is woven into the heritage of all three men. No less a pivotal figure than Mormon leader Brigham Young himself had chosen the little town of Fillmore to be the capital of the Territory of Utah. Although Fillmore ultimately became a simple county seat, the cream of all the early converts to the Mormon Church were sent there—their progeny spread as well to neighboring towns.2 Finlinson, a slim, focused man with a sharp intelligence, jokes that none of those early converts were Finlinsons. This made little difference in his having acquired the local excess brainpower via other routes. Finlinson is a Millard County man five generations back on every line, his family tree filled with well-known local names like Shields, Church, Gillespie, Anderson, and Lyman. (Indeed, early church leader Amasa Lyman was notorious for his eight wives and nearly forty children—Carolyn Ely Bartridge Lyman, his third wife, was Finlinson's great-grandmother.) During its formative years, Fillmore's population consisted largely of polygamous double first cousins. Pedersen and Jacobson, too, share in that colorful early heritage. Nevertheless, the wild early era is long past, leaving Fillmore as the most conservative of the Millard County towns, where those who have lived in the area for nearly fifty years are still referred to as “move-ins.”

Immigrants from south of the US–Mexican border like working in the Fillmore area because, outsiders or no, they are treated well and respected for a kindred work ethic. Democratic sheriff Ed Phillips was elected for seven consecutive terms—a testament to both his decency and the fair-mindedness of the citizens in this staunchly Republican town. Store owners who have moved in from the outside testify to the warm treatment they've received and friends they have made, despite their differing religions and backgrounds. It almost seems there is something agreeable in the waters that flow into this part of the Great Basin from the nearby Wasatch Mountains. Even 150 years ago, peaceful Chief Kanosh of the local Paiute band set a positive tone as he and a series of local white leaders clunked heads of those foolish enough to upset the peace.


But there is a viper in this paradise. Millard County straddles a major drug corridor reaching from Mexico to Salt Lake City. Fueled by the corridor, rural Utah has been in the forefront of addiction to crystal meth. Perhaps surprisingly, conservatism of the form taken in a modern smaller town like Fillmore has its advantages. The church offers a built-in social support system and way of viewing the world that is particularly helpful for those trying to find their way out of addiction.

In any case, drugs keep Pedersen, Finlinson, and Jacobson busy on a daily basis. Both in their late thirties now, Pedersen and Finlinson share the easy rapport of the Oak City boys they once were together. After making good on the outside with their college educations and established careers, each was happy when the opportunity arose to return home. It's probably just as well, however, that the statute of limitations has expired on their childhood escapades. Jacobson, the oldest of the trio, came back home to Millard County step by logical step. That's not surprising, given his rational, scientific bent—though none who've known him since childhood could have predicted what he would become.

Deputy Pedersen is a forthright, sandy-haired, sunburned man with the muscular build and sense of imposing presence you'd want in a tough situation. Which is precisely why, on the sunny morning of July 29, 2006, Pedersen found himself turning his patrol car toward the sheriff's substation in the sleepy little town of Delta, Utah.

On that morning, the first of two nearly simultaneous calls to dispatch came in, this one from a call box at Delta's public safety building. A man by the name of Allen Lake—a well-known local character—called in, extremely agitated, to report a shooting.

Once notified by dispatch, Sergeant Morris Burton contacted Pedersen, and within minutes, both were at the glass-paneled, vaulted entrance of the public safety building. Burton immediately began questioning Lake, who said that a woman named Carole Sessions—the wife of Marty Sessions—had told him she'd shot and killed her husband. Lake himself had apparently told Carole she needed to call the police to report the killing, and that if she didn't do it, he would. As far as Burton could tell, Lake was cold sober but so distraught he could hardly organize his thoughts.

The Millard County Sheriff's Office knew who both Carole and Marty Sessions were. Six months before, the couple had been caught late one night driving down the road with bales of hay stuffed in the backseat and sticking out like a cowlick from the trunk of their old Cadillac. This was odd enough behavior, but, even more damning, a neighboring rancher had registered complaints about hay that had been disappearing from his fields over the previous weeks. (Hay stealing is taken so seriously in Millard County that when thefts become large-scale, radio transponders are planted, LoJack-style, so the hay can be tracked.) On questioning, Carole had explained she was compelled to steal the hay to help feed the many animals she cared for—and that it had been Marty's idea.

Police had also known the Sessions couple because Marty had pleaded guilty to domestic violence the year before. The plea had been held in abeyance for a year, then the charges had been dismissed. Following the dismissal, Carole had called, complaining that Marty had disconnected a wire to the Jeep's ignition so she couldn't leave. A month later, Carole called again, saying Marty had illegally taken her Jeep to threaten Allen Lake for having an affair with her. In fact, the very evening before Pedersen and Burton responded to the reports of the shooting, officers had been called about a man lying drunk in the middle of the road. That man had been Marty Sessions. By the time officers arrived, Carole had picked Marty up and taken him home.

Sweating in the hot desert sun, Allen Lake continued his disjointed attempts to relay what he knew of the killing. While Sergeant Burton was busy with Lake, Deputy Pedersen took a second call from dispatch. Apparently, another call had just come into the station. This one had been from Carole Sessions herself, or, as her driver's license would reveal her to be—Carole Elizabeth Alden.
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Within four minutes of leaving the public safety building in Delta, Deputy Pedersen and Sergeant Burton pulled up on rural 4500 South, just short of the long, dusty driveway that led back to Carole and Marty's double-wide trailer.

Burton placed a phone call to Carole, glancing toward the house as he spoke. “I understand,” he said with studied understatement, “you had a problem there last night.”2

“Yes,” Carole answered.

The trailer was set just far enough back from the road that Burton couldn't quite see what they were going to find. “Where are you right now?”

“I'm on the front porch.”
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“Where is your husband?”

“He's in the backyard.”

“Where's the gun?”

“On the front porch here with me. It's unloaded. I've got one of the bullet casings here, too, but I dropped the other one in the living room when I was unloading the gun and couldn't find it.” Carole's tone was cooperative and apologetic, as if she understood the uneasy spot she'd placed the officers in.

“We're going to come up and talk with you,” said Burton. “So I'd like you to walk onto the driveway as we're approaching, with your hands away from your body.”

Carole did just that as Deputy Pedersen took the lead up the driveway, pulling in beside her.

Within minutes, Carole had been cuffed—for her protection, Pedersen assured her, as well as their own. She wasn't under arrest, but while the officers were trying to understand what had happened, it was best to proceed cautiously. Burton read Carole her Miranda rights and placed her in the backseat of his truck. Pedersen leaned down to ask whether she was all right—did she need any medical attention?

“No, I'm okay,” she assured him. “He didn't hurt me because he couldn't catch me.”

After a few minutes of conversation, Sergeant Burton decided he would take Carole back to Delta, where she could be interviewed. Deputy Pedersen would stay to investigate the scene.

Pedersen would soon encounter a crime scene he could never forget.

With Carole sitting quietly in the back of the truck, it took less than five minutes for Burton to get back to the substation in Delta. Once there, he placed Carole in a holding cell, bagging her shoes and socks as possible evidence. Within a few minutes, he brought her back out for routine procedures. Carole was next introduced to Deputy Josie Greathouse, who was given the task of “dressing her out.” Dressing out was a routine job for female prisoners—it meant helping Carole change from street to jail clothes, and looking her over for scars, bruises, marks, and the like. Greathouse was an old hand at this—she was a popular deputy, well-known for her dirt-bike daredeviltry, her outreach to the community's Latinos, and her compassion.

Right off, the deputy noticed an odd lump on one of Carole's wrists. Looking up at Carole's face, Greathouse asked what it was from.

Marty Sessions—her husband—had put her in handcuffs, Carole explained, and they had been too tight.

Greathouse noted the lump and then continued. Brushing back Carole's hair, she noticed a little red mark behind her ear, right at the hairline.

Carole didn't know what had caused it.

Looking further, Greathouse noticed a red mark on Carole's ear. She asked Carole about that mark too.

Marty, Carole said, would grab her by the ears and squeeze her face together while he put his own face up to hers to yell at her.

Carole pointed toward the middle of her forehead, indicating that the bump there was from Marty head-butting her. Greathouse looked carefully and saw nothing unusual. But when she felt Carole's forehead, she could feel a knot under the skin.

Carole slipped her pants off, and a badly mottled bruise was visible on the back of her leg. Marty, Carole explained, had hit her with a board four days before. As Carole removed her shirt, a diamond-shaped bruise showed on the inside of her arm—she didn't know where that had come from—maybe Marty. There was an old scar in the middle of her back, half an inch wide and an inch and a half long, as if something sharp had pierced her skin. Marty, Carole said, had thrown something at her.

Moving on, Greathouse observed Carole's breasts. Her nipples were pierced. Carole said that Marty had pierced them when she'd been tied up.

High up on the inside of one of her legs, perhaps an inch from her vagina, there was what looked like an old laceration. Marty had done that, Carole indicated.

Carole moved to point something else out to Greathouse.

There were four piercings, two on each side of the lips of her vagina.

Although he'd never done it, Carole said, Marty had intended to run metal through the holes. That way he could put her in a chastity belt that only he could unlock.

Clearly this woman had not come from a peaceful rural home. What seemed to have been happening at the Sessions house verged on horror.
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Mike McGrath's disturbingly bad day started out normally.2 Not one for breakfast or lunch, he revved himself on coffee as he drove to one of the many sites he supervises in Rochester, New York—a collection of inpatient and outpatient mental health clinics and chemical dependency programs. McGrath's job involves dealing with quality of care, client risk management, recruitment and retention of staff-each of these tasks is far more demanding than the bland corporate phraseology would make it appear.

McGrath has been a practicing psychiatrist and forensic psychiatrist for over two decades. He is a general psychiatrist who treats anyone age eighteen or older. Over time, however, he's developed proficiency with chemical-dependent offenders and sex offenders, and he's acquired a subspecialty in forensic psychiatry—the application of clinical expertise to legal questions. This means that when prosecutors or defending attorneys are trying to determine whether someone is competent to stand trial, or scratching their heads trying to understand a defendant's state of mind at the time of a crime, McGrath is the kind of expert they turn to. As the years passed, McGrath has worked with and treated many victims of domestic violence; he has also forensi cally evaluated both abusers and their victims. When offered honoraria for occasional local presentations about psychiatric issues, he has always asked that the money be donated to a battered women's shelter.

McGrath seems like the prototypical WASP, but his graying ponytail whispers of nonconformity. He writes:

During my surgical residency I ran into a twenty-six-year-old Haitian girl who was employed as a unit clerk at the hospital. She had come to the USA at age seven with her younger sister to reunite with her mother who had emigrated years earlier. She had an associate's degree in finance and was working at the hospital for a few months where her mother was a nurse, trying to figure out what road in life to take next. I felt an immediate attraction to her, but she was so pretty I assumed she had several boyfriends. Slowly we got to know each other and I learned she had a five-year-old son and had come back from California (where she had been married and living for a few years) to make a new start. She was living at her mother's home in Brooklyn. The attraction between us grew and before long we were saying wacky things like “I love you.” Leslie and I got married in February 1986. I adopted her son a few years after we married and we have two daughters, one a first year law student and one a college graduate with a degree in history, trying to figure out what she wants to do, which I understand. Our son is an industrial engineer and he and his wife had a daughter—our first granddaughter—who was born on President Obama's inauguration day.

Between his wife, son, and daughters, McGrath is keenly aware of minority and gender issues—when pressed, he notes: “Just because I'm a white male doesn't mean that is my sole perspective on things.”

Perhaps because of the nature of his work, it's difficult to catch McGrath in a smile. Pictures reveal a man with no need to ingratiate himself to the camera. Indeed, when asked to describe himself as a forensic expert, McGrath writes, “I think the way I would describe myself is that I am an advocate for the truth and get very annoyed when I see others twisting it, regardless of the way it may play out.”

It was evening, as McGrath remembers it, when suddenly the crux of what he was researching struck him as having deep-rooted problems. It didn't seem right. It wasn't fair.

WHAT'S FAIR?

Even animals have a sense of fairness. Adult wolves, lions, and bears “play fair” with their cubs—keeping their claws and teeth in check as their tiny adversaries spring in mock menace. Monkeys will happily munch lettuce but will put on a monkey-pout if offered lettuce while a compatriot gets a juicy grape. It's not fair, their accusing eyes seem to say as they refuse the second-class treat.3

Unsurprisingly, our feelings of fairness arise through a complex tug and pull of neural music—blindingly fast synaptic rhythms and patterns that badger and chivy our brains into feelings of compassion for others in comparison with ourselves. But the neural music isn't the same for everyone. There's the rub.

If you grow up in a happy suburban home with a PTA mom and a dad who coaches Little League, you may stare at a picture of a broken-nosed, bloody woman and recoil in disgust. That's not fair, you think as you learn she was hospitalized because of her husband's Saturday night drunken outburst.

But if you grow up watching your mother being beaten every day by your father, you may not have the same reaction at all. The guys you hang around with may have seen the same patterns play out in their own families. Maybe you also got a good whipping when you did something wrong (and sometimes, even when you didn't). You and your brothers and sisters had some all-out clout wars to determine who reigned. Growing up like this, you are more likely to think a man beating a woman is normal behavior. After all, in your world, a woman has her place—how else are you going to keep her in line? And doesn't beating her show the depth of your feelings?

It's even more complicated, though. In some families, it's the dad who's beaten or emotionally abused. A child grows up thinking it's normal and fair to despise a weakling dad who never hits back—a man who instead drinks or takes drugs to strip away the pain.

Even more confusing, some children who have never been exposed to domestic violence engage in it, while some children raised in households with significant domestic violence grow up to be exceptional parents.

In the end, fairness isn't a perfect Platonic structure—like a sphere or cube—that lies outside us in some quintessential form. Instead, our own ideas of what fairness looks like are imperfectly woven into the very fabric of our brains through our lives and cultures. (The brain's two hemispheres seem to feel these effects in different ways—it is the right dorsolateral prefrontal cortex in particular that appears to underwrite our sense of justice.)4 Genes have a powerful effect, obviously, but those genes are physically influenced—turned on and off—by the environment. “Environment” also includes other people and how they treat us—in a word, culture.

Culture can change, of course. Just over a generation ago, as researcher Linda Mills points out in the book Violent Partners: “[D]omestic violence was considered a private matter. Some people felt that a man's home was his castle and that it was no one's business what went on there. Others assumed that the violence in most marriages was either provoked (and therefore deserved) or rare (and therefore something to be endured, like bad weather). Why intervene?”5

But by the early 1980s, American culture was shifting. Open minds heard the impassioned words of women who had long been disenfranchised. The women's movement was becoming a radical force to be reckoned with.

By and large, people care. We're fair. So long as it's not too big of an intellectual leap from the culture we've grown up with, we can be brought by both emotional and rational appeals to change our outlook if others suggest something is not fair.

But who decides what's fair?

BATTERED WOMAN SYNDROME

Shadows flickered that evening in Mike McGrath's study—pictures of his smiling daughters looked down from overloaded bookshelves. McGrath's study is a tribute to his professional and private interests: Honorary plaques share the walls with a musket and collection of ornamental swords so sweeping that a tangle of extras tussle for room in the corner. Usually, the study was simply a comfortably untidy hangout where McGrath could lose himself in his work. But tonight, as he was scrabbling through his research papers, he felt a creeping sense of unease.

McGrath was reading Lenore Walker's The Battered Woman Syndrome, a classic for those who seek to understand the motives of women who stay in violent, abusive relationships. As a forensic psychiatrist, McGrath was keenly aware of the difficulties in psychiatric diagnosis of trauma syndromes. Indeed, that's why he'd been asked to write about battered woman syndrome for a new book, Forensic Victimology. (Since criminals have a discipline called criminology, it makes sense that there is also a field for victims called victimology.)
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Walker's basic thesis implied that battered women are essentially normal—or at least were normal before the battering occurred.7 These unlucky women have simply fallen in with abusive men. McGrath had no initial beef with Walker's thesis, knowing from personal experience that not all women enter battering relationships due to psychopathology. What didn't sit well with McGrath, though, was the methodology and extent of her research. As far as he could see, there were no independent control groups in Walker's studies.8 How do we know, he asked himself, whether Walker's study subjects were similar to or different from non-battered women?9 Wouldn't Walker want to know that?

McGrath shifted in his chair, as much to realign his thinking as his posture, then skipped back on the page to reread Walker's explanation of her methods.

In conducting this research design, certain decisions were made that were appropriately influenced by the feminist perspective. For example, given the finite resources available, it was decided to sacrifice the traditional empirical experimental model, with a control group, for the quasiexperimental model using survey-type data collection. It was seen as more important to compare battered women to themselves than to a nonbattered control group. Comparing battered and nonbattered women implies looking for some deficit in the battered group, which can be interpreted as a perpetuation of the victim-blaming model.10

McGrath leaned back in his chair, looked up at the ceiling, then looked down again, dumbfounded.

In arcane, teasingly academic fashion, Walker was saying something extraordinary: that her findings related to battered women had never been compared to those of non-battered women. And possibly more important, those passages telegraphed that she had no intention of ever doing a study employing a standard control group—exactly the kind of research needed to demonstrate the validity of her claims.

She just doesn't think the rules apply to her, he realized.

As he began to burrow deeper, he began to see more. Walker's work, as it turned out, had never been replicated.11 And she claimed she couldn't compare her group with normal women, because in thirty years, she hadn't been able to find an equivalent group of some four hundred un-battered women.12 A psychologist might think, So what? If normal women were shown to be different from battered women, this still wouldn't get at the quality and accuracy of battered women's perceptions.

But that wasn't the point, McGrath realized. If the battered women sometimes carried a difference in their own personalities, then therapeutic efforts focused only on abusers might not repair the problem. If it took two to tango, with victims playing their own role in the dance—well, Walker's studies wouldn't reveal that, because Walker appeared to have started from the unproven assumption that battered women were different only because of the battering—otherwise they were basically normal. Therefore, the victim side of the equation could never be approached from a preventive angle.

Of course, McGrath realized, by wanting to understand whether there is pathology present in the victims as well as the abusers, there was always the danger of overfocusing on the negative qualities of the victim, which could not only oversimplify the problem but also turn it into an exercise in blaming the victim. After all, no matter how it's sliced, abuse is a slaughterhouse of the psyche. A woman (or man) can end up walking on eggshells trying to please a partner who can never be pleased. Such a spouse can be a Janus-headed nightmare—a publicly benign significant other who turns the spigot of emotional or physical abuse on behind closed doors. Regardless of how tangled the mess of blame and responsibility becomes, at some point, someone recognizes that he or she needs to get out of the situation. But escape is not a matter of snapping one's fingers and moving out—especially when children are involved.

How can these potential problems be avoided? McGrath wondered. How can the rigors of science help women understand what got them into a battering situation in the first place and how to avoid it in the future? A balanced approach that looked fairly at both partners was what was needed in Walker's research. But a balanced approach was not what she was providing.

Walker's approach isn't necessarily going to help battered women, McGrath realized. It was perfectly possible that an abusive man, for example, might be helped through therapy, but that the battered woman, who had no therapeutic attention devoted to her, might then move on to re-create the battering in a new relationship. (The “problem” for women in some abusive relationships, in fact, might be some of their nicest qualities—agreeableness, a trusting nature, enjoyment in helping others, and a desire to always look on the bright side.)

Ultimately, Walker's faulty scientific approach not only didn't address the whole issue, it might be creating a whole new slew of problems, because legislation in
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T don’t know why we’re here, but I'm pretty sure
that it’s not in order to enjoy ourselves.!

—LUDWIG WITTGENSTEIN

(Wittgenstein also noted: “A good guide will take you

through the more important streets more often than he

takes you down side streets; a bad guide will do the

opposite. In philosophy I'm a rather bad guid
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Carole and Marty’s double-wide trailer, as seen from the main road.
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MIKE MCGRATH'S
DISTURBING REVELATION

Codependent hehaviors or habits are self-
destructive. We frequently react to people who are
destroying themselves; we react by learning to
destroy ourselves.
—MELODY BEATTIE, Codependent No More:
Hovw to Stop Controlling Others and
Start Caring for Yourself!
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Battered Woman Syndrome

In Lenore Walker's The Battered Woman Syndrome she describes
the syndrome as follows:

“BWS [battered woman syndrome] as it was originally con-
ceived, consisted of the pattern of the signs and symptoms that
have been found to occur after a woman has been physically, sex-
ually, and/or psychologically abused in an intimate relationship
when the partner (usually, but not always a man) exerted power
and control over the woman to coerce her into doing whatever he
wanted without regard for her rights or feclings. . .. The research
has now demonstrated that BWS has six groups of criteria that
have been tested scientifically and can be said to idenify the syn-
drome. The first three groups of symptoms are the same as for
PTSD [post-traumatic stress disorder] while the additional three
criteria groups are present in intimate partner victims (IPV),
They are:

Intrusive recollections of the trauma event(s).

Hyperarousal and high levels of anxiety.

Avoidance behavior and emotional numbing usually ex-

pressed as depression, dissociation, minimization, re-

pression and denial.

4. Disrupted interpersonal relationships from  batterer’s
power and control measures.

5. Body image distortion and/or somatic or physical

complaints,

6. Sexual intimacy issues™
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And whatever harm the evil may do, the harm
done by the good is the most harmful harm.
— NIETZSCHE
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Melody Beattie’s des

ription
of codependency
characteristies

« caretaking
« low self-worth

« obsessing over things
« attempting to control

+ denial

« dependency

+ poor communication

« weak personal boundaries

« lack of trust of self and others
« anger

+ sexual problems
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In March 1911, the Delta Land & Water Com-
pany was organized. They surveyed a great many
acres of Carey Act land known as the North and
outh Tracts, lying respectively northwest and
southeast of the town of Dela. ... The vast new
land and virgin soil of the desert
growth of greasewood, shadscale, and a little
rabbit brush, lay flat in a valley bordered by blue
mountains, a part of Pahvant Valley, so named for
an early Indian Chief. This treeless, sundrenched,
windswept land was & strange new venture to
many of these carly settlers. The soil, mostly clay

vered with a

some sandy, proved a challen
to those unfamiliar with
—Francis B. Harwa, “History of South Tract,
Milestones of Millard: A Century of History

of Millard County, 1851-19511
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TOUGH LOVE

There are four Kinds of homicide: felonious,
excusable, justifiable, and praiseworthy.
—AMBROSE BIERCE, The Devil
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