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​Ghosts of the Interstate: The Untold Story of the Dr. No Murders 

For nearly four decades, a stretch of Interstate 71 running through Ohio held a secret written in silence: the bodies of women left along truck stops and rest areas, victims of a predator the press would come to call Dr. No. This is the story of how that silence was finally broken, not through confession or chance, but through the patient, decades-long maturation of forensic science itself. Andreas Burke-Reilly traces the case from its first, unidentified victim in 1981 through the DNA breakthroughs that would eventually name Samuel W. Legg III, a truck driver whose genetic profile connected him to killings across four states. But identification was only the beginning of a stranger reckoning. Found permanently incompetent to stand trial, Legg now lives out his life in psychiatric confinement, never convicted, never sentenced, his guilt established beyond scientific doubt yet never pronounced by a court of law. Part forensic history, part criminal justice investigation, part elegy for the forgotten, this book asks what justice means when science can prove what the law cannot punish, and restores, with care and rigor, the names and lives of the women this case too easily reduced to a killer's shadow. 
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​Chapter 1: The Corridor
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There is a particular kind of American road that does not announce itself. It has no scenic overlook, no historical marker, no name that means anything to the people who drive it fastest and think about it least. It exists in the middle distance of a thousand ordinary errands: the long haul between Cleveland and Cincinnati, the commute stretched thin by an odd shift, the drive a family takes twice a year to visit relatives who moved south for work. Interstate 71 belongs to this category of road, the unglamorous backbone rather than the postcard highway, and it is precisely this unglamour that gives it its power. A road that draws no attention to itself is a road that can be used for almost anything without anyone noticing, and for nine years in the 1980s, and then again into the 1990s, it was used for murder.

To understand what happened along that corridor, and why it took the better part of four decades to understand it fully, it is necessary first to understand what an American interstate actually is, not as a strip of asphalt but as a system, an economy, and eventually an ecosystem with its own predators and prey. The interstate highway system was conceived in the 1950s as an instrument of national defense and commercial efficiency, a network meant to move armies and freight with a speed and reliability that the old patchwork of state highways and county roads could never offer. It succeeded in that narrow engineering sense almost immediately. Freight that had once crawled along two-lane roads through the center of every small town now bypassed those towns entirely, moving at sustained highway speed along corridors engineered for exactly that purpose. Within a generation, American commerce had reorganized itself around this new skeleton, and an entire economy grew up in the highway's margins to service the drivers, and increasingly the machines, that kept the freight moving.

This is where the truck stop enters the story, because the truck stop is not really a service station in the way a gas station in a small town is a service station. It is a small, self-contained settlement, built to a rhythm that has nothing to do with daylight and everything to do with delivery schedules and federal hours-of-service regulations. Truckers running long hauls do not stop when the sun sets or when a town's shops close for the evening; they stop when the law requires it, or when fatigue makes stopping unavoidable, and they stop wherever the highway happens to put a truck stop within reach. This produces populations of men, overwhelmingly men in the trucking industry of the period this book examines, moving through a fixed set of locations at irregular hours, carrying cash, often traveling alone, and staying only long enough to eat, sleep, refuel, and leave. It is worth sitting with what this arrangement actually produces on the ground, because the truck stop's economic logic and its criminological consequences turn out to be the same thing examined from two different angles.

Any environment defined by transient men with cash and unpredictable schedules will eventually generate a second, informal economy built to serve them, and truck stops along interstates like I-71 did exactly this. Sex work clustered around these locations for reasons that have nothing to do with morality and everything to do with market logic: a concentration of paying customers passing through in irregular numbers at irregular hours, in locations often just outside the jurisdiction of any single municipal police department with the resources or the institutional will to police them closely. The truck stop parking lot, the rest area just off the exit ramp, the motel a quarter mile down the access road: these became, whether anyone planned it this way or not, a functioning marketplace. And like most marketplaces that operate at the margins of legality and social respectability, it was a marketplace with almost no protection built into it for the people whose labor sustained it.

This is the world into which the killer this book follows entered, sometime around 1981, and it is worth pausing on the fact that this world was, in a very specific sense, built for him. Not built by him, and not built with him in mind, but built in a way that happened to supply everything a particular kind of predator needs: a pool of potential victims who were mobile, who moved between jurisdictions constantly, who were frequently estranged from stable family contact, and who existed, in the eyes of much of the surrounding society and not a small portion of law enforcement, at the edge of who counted as a full and urgent subject of concern when they went missing or turned up dead. It is a hard thing to say plainly, and this book will return to it more than once, but it needs to be said here at the outset because it is the single most important fact about the geography this story takes place in: the interstate highway system did not merely provide a killer with roads to drive. It provided him with victims whose disappearance would be slow to register as a pattern, a jurisdiction structure that would make the pattern, once suspected, extraordinarily difficult to prove, and a forensic environment, given the technology of the era, that would make conviction close to impossible even when suspicion was strong.

None of this is unique to Ohio, and none of it is unique to Interstate 71. It is, in fact, a recognizable American type, one that criminologists and journalists alike have come to call the highway serial killer, and Interstate 71 in Ohio is one chapter in a much longer and more geographically sprawling story. The phenomenon has a shape that repeats itself with uncomfortable consistency across different states and different decades: an offender, frequently but not always employed in an occupation that grants legitimate, unremarkable reasons for constant movement across long distances, most commonly long-haul trucking; a victim pool drawn disproportionately from sex workers found at or near truck stops and interstate rest areas; a pattern of body disposal along the same interstate corridors that supplied the victims in the first place, often at wide intervals of both time and distance; and an investigative history marked by years, sometimes decades, of failure to recognize that a single offender was responsible for what looked, case by case, like a series of unconnected local homicides.

The Federal Bureau of Investigation eventually gave this phenomenon institutional recognition, launching an initiative in the early 2000s to catalog and cross-reference unsolved homicides along the interstate system nationally, an effort that arrived only after decades of exactly the kind of investigative fragmentation this book will examine closely in the Ohio case. That initiative's very existence is a kind of admission. It acknowledges that the interstate system, precisely because it was designed to erase the friction of distance for legitimate commerce, erased an equivalent friction for an entirely different kind of traveler, one whose business was concealment rather than delivery. A killer who commits his first murder in one county and his second in a different county three hundred miles away, in a different judicial circuit, investigated by a different sheriff's department with no habit of communicating with the first, has effectively purchased himself years of operational safety, not through any particular cunning, but simply by using the road the way it was built to be used.

Ohio occupies a specific and unfortunate position within this national pattern, not because its highway system is unusual but because of its geography. The state sits at a crossroads of several major interstate corridors, Interstate 70 running east to west, Interstate 80 along its northern reach, and Interstate 71 cutting on a diagonal from the northeast down through Columbus toward Cincinnati and the Ohio River, connecting the state's three largest cities in a nearly straight line. This corridor structure means that a great deal of long-haul freight moving between the industrial Midwest and the population centers of the South and the East Coast passes through Ohio as a matter of geographic necessity rather than choice, which in turn means that Ohio's stretch of interstate carries a volume and a diversity of transient traffic disproportionate to the state's own size. It is, in the coldest possible sense, well positioned to produce exactly the environment this book has been describing: truck stops in significant number, spaced at intervals that correspond to realistic driving shifts, feeding a population of drivers whose movements are difficult to track and whose overnight stops are, from the perspective of any single local police department, essentially invisible.

It was along this specific stretch of road, Interstate 71 running through Ohio, that a series of homicides began to accumulate starting in 1981, homicides that would eventually be recognized, imperfectly and only after enormous delay, as the work of a single individual. The victims were, with at least one significant and analytically complicated exception that this book will examine in its next chapter, women engaged in sex work, encountered at or near truck stops along the corridor, killed with a consistency of method that in retrospect looks unmistakable but which took investigators years even to suspect, let alone confirm. The killer acquired, in the absence of a name, several nicknames over the following decades, the most durable of which, Dr. No, would eventually attach itself to true crime coverage of the case with a kind of grim staying power, alongside the more geographically descriptive Ohio Prostitute Killer and I-71 Killer, each name doing slightly different work: one suggesting an almost theatrical menace, the other two simply describing, with brutal accuracy, what the pattern actually was.

It is worth being honest, at this early point in the book, about what those names conceal as much as what they reveal. A nickname like the I-71 Killer does useful work for an investigator trying to establish linkage across jurisdictions, and it did eventually help. But a nickname also flattens; it turns a series of individual human beings, each with a name, a family, a specific and irreplaceable life that ended on a particular night in a particular place, into a single collective abstraction defined entirely by their relationship to the person who killed them. This book will resist that flattening wherever it can. The chapters that follow will spend real time with the victims as individuals before they turn to the investigation, the DNA, and the eventual identification of a suspect, not because the forensic and legal story is uninteresting, but because the forensic and legal story only has the moral weight it deserves if the reader has first been made to sit with who was lost.

But this first chapter is not yet the place for that close human accounting; it is the place for establishing the terrain, and the terrain deserves one more piece of attention before the book moves forward, because the terrain is not only physical. It is also institutional, and the institutional terrain of American law enforcement in the 1980s was, for a case like this one, almost as consequential as the physical terrain of the interstate itself. Homicide investigation in the United States has always been organized primarily at the local level, a legacy of a constitutional structure that reserves most police powers to the states and, within states, disperses them further into county sheriffs' departments and municipal police forces, each with its own jurisdiction, its own budget, its own case backlog, and, critically, its own forensic laboratory or its own relationship, often strained by cost and by queue, with a shared state crime laboratory. A body found in Miami County is, in the first instance, Miami County's case. A body found three years later and a hundred and fifty miles away in Mahoning County is, in the first instance, Mahoning County's case. Nothing about the ordinary operation of American law enforcement in this period compelled these two departments to compare notes, and a great deal about the ordinary operation of American law enforcement in this period made comparing notes logistically difficult even when an investigator had the instinct to try.

This is the second sense, beyond the merely physical, in which the interstate functioned as a hunting ground rather than merely a road. It ran through a landscape of overlapping but non-communicating jurisdictions, each staffed by investigators doing serious and often skilled work within the four corners of their own case files, but few of whom had either the mandate or the tools to see the pattern that a single offender, moving at highway speed and disposing of victims at scattered intervals along hundreds of miles of road, was in the process of creating. It would take the eventual construction of national databases, first for fingerprints and then, decisively, for DNA, to give investigators the technical means to see across those jurisdictional lines with any reliability. And it would take years beyond that for a specific Ohio investigation to make full use of those means. The gap between the crime and the technology that could finally resolve it is, in a very real sense, the subject of this entire book.

Stand for a moment, then, at one of the specific physical locations this story will return to more than once: the stretch of I-71 near Austintown, and the Union 76 truck stop that sat alongside it, a place indistinguishable in its outward function from a hundred other truck stops along a hundred other interstate corridors nationwide, and yet a place that this book will come to know intimately, because it recurs across cases separated by years and, in one instance, more than a decade. To a driver passing through on an ordinary night, refueling, buying coffee, checking tire pressure before the next leg of a run, it is nothing: a pool of sodium light against the dark, a low building with a diner counter and a shower stall for hire, a lot full of idling trucks. It asks nothing of the passing driver's attention and gets nothing. But to an investigator who has spent years learning the pattern this book describes, that same stretch of pavement and light is saturated with meaning. It is where a victim was likely encountered. It is where, in at least one case examined later in this book, a woman survived an assault and was found nearby, offering investigators a rare living witness to a method that would otherwise have to be reconstructed entirely from the evidence left on the dead. It is a place that looks like nothing and is, in the specific and terrible sense this book is concerned with, almost everything.

That gap, between what a place looks like to the ordinary eye and what it means to the eye that has learned to read it, is the central image this chapter wants to leave with the reader before the narrative proper begins. It is an image that will recur, in different forms, throughout the book: the gap between a scattering of local case files and the single continuous pattern hiding inside them; the gap between a DNA sample that meant nothing in 1992 and the same sample, unearthed from an evidence locker decades later, that meant everything once forensic science had caught up to the questions being asked of it; and, in the book's final chapters, the gap between the near-certainty of scientific identification and the very different, much harder threshold the American legal system demands before it will call a man guilty in the eyes of the law.

The case this book follows begins, as far as the historical record allows it to be dated, in April of 1981, with the discovery of a young woman's body in Miami County, a case that would go unidentified for thirty-seven years and would come, in the meantime, to be known by the nickname investigators and the public gave her rather than by her own name. It continues through the 1980s with a series of further discoveries along the I-71 corridor and, the evidence suggests, along connected interstate corridors reaching into three additional states. It stalls, for the better part of two decades, against a wall of mixed and inconclusive forensic evidence, a wall this book will explain in specific and unsentimental detail, because understanding exactly why the case stalled is essential to understanding why its eventual resolution mattered as much as it did. And it resolves, finally, not with a trial and a verdict in the way American criminal justice is popularly imagined to conclude, but with a name, a DNA match, and then a legal impasse of its own, as the man identified as responsible was found, and has continued to be found, mentally incompetent to stand trial for any of it.

That is the shape of the three decades this book will trace: a slow accumulation of unrecognized pattern, a forensic breakthrough decades in the making, and a resolution that satisfies the investigator's need for certainty far more completely than it satisfies the public's need for judgment. It is not, in the end, a simple story of a monster caught and punished, and readers looking for that particular satisfaction will not find it here, because the case itself does not offer it. What it offers instead is something rarer and, this book will argue, more valuable: a genuinely close look at how an ordinary piece of American infrastructure, built for entirely different purposes, became a corridor for serial violence; how the fragmented architecture of American law enforcement allowed that violence to go unrecognized as a single pattern for the better part of a decade; how the maturation of forensic DNA science finally cut through an evidentiary problem that had defeated investigators for a generation; and how, even after that scientific triumph, the American legal system's own doctrines around mental competency produced an outcome that leaves victims' families with certainty but without the closure that word ordinarily promises.

The road itself asks none of these questions. It simply runs, as it has run since the 1960s, from the northeastern corner of Ohio down through the center of the state to the river, carrying freight and families and shift workers and, for at least nine years and very likely longer, a killer who understood, whether consciously or simply by habit, that the road's greatest gift to him was its own unremarkable ordinariness. This book exists to make that ordinariness visible, to trace exactly how it was exploited, and to follow, with as much precision and as much care for the people involved as the record allows, the long and unfinished process by which the corridor's silence was finally, if only partially, broken.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: Buckskin Girl
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She was found on the morning of April 24, 1981, along a stretch of road in Miami County, Ohio, by a passerby who had no reason to expect anything other than an ordinary day and who would carry the memory of what he found for the rest of his life. This is how the overwhelming majority of unidentified homicide victims enter the historical record: not through investigation, not through a tip, not through the deliberate unraveling of a crime, but through the simple accident of someone else's ordinary errand intersecting with the place a body had been left. There is something worth sitting with in that fact before the chapter goes any further, because it says something true about the entire category of case this book is concerned with. The killer chose the location. The victim did not choose to be there, at least not in any sense that carried consent to what happened to her. And the discovery, when it came, depended entirely on the unrelated movements of a stranger who happened to be walking or driving past at the right moment to notice what should not have been there. Homicide investigation likes to imagine itself as a science of deliberate method, and in its later stages, once evidence exists to work with, it often is. But the first link in the chain, in case after case, is chance.

What the passerby found, and what the investigators who followed him to the scene documented, was the body of a young woman, brought to that place by someone else and left there, who had died of strangulation, complicated by a head injury sustained before or during the assault that killed her. She wore, among her clothing, a poncho with a distinctive fringe of tassels along its hem, a garment that was, in the flat vocabulary of the era, described as buckskin in style, though there is no indication the poncho was made of actual buckskin leather rather than a manufactured fabric styled to evoke it. It was this garment, more than any other single detail of the scene, that gave investigators their first and, for nearly four decades, only real handle on who she might have been. She had no purse, no wallet, no identification of any kind on her person or found nearby. She had, as far as investigators could determine at the scene and in the days that followed, nothing that would tell them her name. What she had was a poncho, and so she became, in the shorthand that police departments and then newspapers reached for whenever an identity could not be established, Buckskin Girl.

It is worth pausing on the mechanics of that naming, because it is not incidental to the story this book is telling, it is one of the story's recurring structural features. An unidentified victim in American homicide investigation acquires, almost immediately, a placeholder identity built from whatever physical detail is most visually distinctive at the scene, because investigators and the public both need something to call her, and Jane Doe, while functional for filing purposes, carries none of the specificity that helps the public remember a case and potentially come forward with information. Buckskin Girl did what such nicknames are meant to do: it gave the case a foothold in public memory that outlasted the initial flurry of local news coverage, and composite sketches and descriptions of the poncho circulated periodically over the following decades in exactly the kind of persistent, low-intensity public appeal that unidentified remains cases depend on to eventually generate a break. But the nickname also did something else, something this book will return to in different forms throughout its chapters: it substituted a physical object for a person. For thirty-seven years, the young woman found in Miami County existed in the public record primarily as a poncho with tassels, an absence with a piece of clothing attached to it, rather than as a specific individual with a family, a hometown, and a life that had a shape before it ended on that road.

The forensic conclusions reached in the initial investigation deserve careful attention, because they shaped everything that followed, including, this chapter will argue, some of the investigative assumptions that may have slowed recognition of the broader pattern this book is concerned with. The cause of death was determined to be strangulation, and the examination noted a head injury as well, evidence consistent with a physical assault involving both blunt trauma and manual or ligature strangulation, though the precise mechanism and sequence are details that belong to the forensic record rather than to public reconstruction. Significantly, the examination found no evidence of sexual assault. This finding mattered enormously to the direction the investigation took in its earliest days, because in 1981, an unidentified female homicide victim found along a highway corridor, absent evidence of sexual assault, did not automatically trigger the assumption that would come to dominate the later understanding of the broader case: that she was a sex worker who had encountered a client along the interstate. Investigators noted, further, that she appeared well groomed, an observation that in the language of the period functioned as a kind of class and character signal, suggesting to the investigators working the case at the time that she did not fit the profile they associated with a woman working the truck stops and rest areas along I-71.

This is worth dwelling on carefully, because it sits at an uncomfortable intersection of forensic observation and social assumption that recurs throughout the history of American homicide investigation, and because it directly shapes one of the interpretive problems this book must confront rather than paper over. The absence of sexual assault and the observation of good grooming led investigators, reasonably enough given the evidentiary picture in front of them and the assumptions common to the period, not to characterize her as a sex worker. This meant that in the earliest phase of the investigation, her case was not immediately grouped, even provisionally, with the pattern of killings along the I-71 corridor that would later come to define the Dr. No investigation, a pattern built substantially around victims whose occupation as sex workers was either known or strongly suspected from the outset. She stood, in the initial investigative frame, somewhat apart from that pattern: a young woman of uncertain background, killed by strangulation and blunt trauma, left along a road, but not yet fitted into the highway-corridor, truck-stop, sex-worker profile that would come to organize the broader case in later decades.

It is only with the benefit of the full arc of the investigation, the DNA breakthroughs and identifications that arrived decades later and that this book will examine in detail in its second part, that her case has come to be positioned as the earliest entry in the Dr. No pattern at all. And it is worth being honest about what that repositioning actually rests on. It rests substantially on chronological and geographic proximity to the subsequent killings, on a broadly similar method of death by strangulation and blunt trauma, and on the simple fact that no more probable alternative explanation for her death has ever displaced the theory that she was an early victim of the same offender responsible for the killings that followed. It does not rest on direct forensic linkage in the way that later victims in this book would eventually be connected to a single offender through recovered and matched DNA. This is a distinction this book will not blur, because blurring it would misrepresent the actual state of the evidence, and because the distinction itself carries an important lesson about how cold cases get constructed, sometimes accurately and sometimes only provisionally, out of pattern and proximity rather than direct proof.

Her case, then, sits at the head of the timeline this book follows, but it sits there with an asterisk, and the asterisk matters. If she was not, in fact, a sex worker, and if the initial investigators' read of her presentation at the scene was accurate, then her inclusion in the Dr. No pattern raises a genuine interpretive question that this book takes seriously rather than resolving by fiat: either the unifying theory of the killings needs to be broader than a strict prostitution-and-truck-stop victimology, encompassing at least one victim who does not fit that profile, or the killer's selection criteria evolved over the years covered by this book, beginning with a victim who did not fit the pattern he would later settle into, and narrowing over time toward the sex workers who would come to define the case's later, better-evidenced victims. Both possibilities remain live. Neither can be ruled out on the evidence available at the time of this book's writing. What can be said with confidence is that her case complicates any account of the killings that wants to present a single, clean, unchanging modus operandi from the first victim to the last, and a responsible telling of this story has to hold that complication in view rather than smoothing it away for narrative convenience.

There is a broader argument embedded in this complication, one that this book will develop across its early chapters and that deserves its first statement here. Serial homicide investigation, both as it is practiced by law enforcement and as it is narrated afterward by journalists and authors, has a persistent tendency to impose retrospective coherence on patterns that were, in their original unfolding, considerably messier than the eventual narrative suggests. A killer's victim selection can shift over time in response to changing opportunity, changing risk tolerance, and changing circumstance in ways that resist the clean profile investigators and writers alike prefer to construct. The temptation, once a pattern has been identified and a name has been attached to it, is to read every earlier ambiguous case backward through the lens of that later clarity, smoothing over exactly the kind of discrepancy her case represents. This book will try, wherever the evidence allows, to resist that temptation, and her case is the first and in some ways the clearest instance of why that resistance matters.

None of this analytical complexity, it must be said plainly, was of any use to her in the decades that followed her death. What happened instead, for thirty-seven years, was nothing. Her case remained open in the technical sense that Miami County authorities never closed it, and periodic renewed appeals using composite sketches and descriptions of the poncho kept a thin thread of public attention alive, the kind of low-grade, background persistence that unidentified remains cases depend on when no new forensic avenue is available to pursue. But she remained, through all of that time, unidentified. She was buried, examined, cataloged, remembered occasionally in newspaper retrospectives and later in the podcast and true crime coverage this book's own sourcing draws on, and she remained, throughout, essentially anonymous, known to the world only by a nickname built from a piece of clothing.

It is worth asking directly why it took thirty-seven years, and the honest answer has several parts, each of which illuminates a different piece of the broader forensic and institutional history this book is engaged with. Her case predated by many years the development of the forensic genetic genealogy techniques that would eventually resolve it, techniques that depend on comparing an unknown individual's genetic profile against consumer genealogy databases populated by people who submitted their own DNA for reasons having nothing to do with criminal investigation, typically ancestry research or health screening. Those databases did not exist in any usable form until the second decade of the twenty-first century, and the specific investigative technique of using them to identify unknown remains by building out a family tree from distant genetic relatives is younger still, only becoming a recognized and reliable law enforcement tool in the years immediately preceding her eventual identification. Her case also depended, as cold cases involving unidentified remains generally do, on the preservation of usable biological material across four decades of storage, transfer, and, in some jurisdictions, disposal or degradation of old evidence, a preservation that could not have been guaranteed and that reflects real institutional care on the part of the agencies that held her case file and her remains across that span.

When the identification finally came, in 2018, it came through exactly this convergence of preserved evidence and matured technique, and it gave her back her name: Marcia King. The specifics of the genealogical process that led investigators to her, the building out of a family tree from a genetic match to distant relatives who had no idea their DNA would ever be used this way, belong to the broader history of forensic genetic genealogy that later chapters of this book will treat in detail, once the narrative reaches the technological developments that transformed the entire Dr. No investigation. For now, in this chapter devoted to her specifically, what matters is simpler and more human: a woman who had been known for thirty-seven years only as a description of her clothing was given back her actual name, and with that name came, for the first time since 1981, the possibility of tracing who she had actually been before she became a case file.

That possibility matters enormously, and it is worth stating why in terms that go beyond the satisfaction of investigative closure. A name is not merely an administrative convenience. It is the thread that connects a set of remains to a family, a hometown, a childhood, a set of relationships that existed before the crime and that were altered permanently by it, whether or not anyone in that family knew, for decades, what had happened to her. Identification does not undo the harm of anonymity, the decades during which whatever family she had lived without knowing her fate, unable to grieve with any specificity, unable even to know for certain whether she was alive or dead. But it converts an abstraction back into a person, and it makes possible, for the first time, an accounting of her life on its own terms rather than solely on the terms of her death.

This is the point at which the chapter's argument about marginalization needs to be stated directly, because Marcia King's case sits at a genuinely revealing angle to it. The instinct might be to read her thirty-seven years of anonymity as a straightforward instance of the broader pattern this book will trace throughout its early chapters, in which victims connected to sex work and transient life along the interstate corridor received diminished investigative urgency because of who they were assumed to be. But her case is more complicated than that, and the complication is instructive. She was not, on the initial forensic reading, assumed to be a sex worker at all. Her anonymity did not stem from investigators writing her off because of an assumed marginal social position. It stemmed, instead, from the much more basic and more universally applicable problem that afflicts unidentified remains cases regardless of the victim's background: the absence of any identification on her person, in an era before the technological means existed to identify a set of remains through genetic material alone, absent a name to search against or a missing persons report specific enough to connect to her.

And yet the marginalization argument reasserts itself, in a different form, once her case is placed back into the broader context of the pattern it has come to be associated with. Because whatever her actual social position and occupation turn out to have been, and the available record does not resolve this definitively, her case has been folded, retrospectively, into a pattern of killings overwhelmingly composed of victims who were sex workers, and it has been folded into that pattern in significant part because the surrounding cases fit a profile that made a unified serial pattern plausible to investigate, a profile whose victims were, as a class, exactly the kind of women whose disappearances and deaths historically generated less urgent investigative response than the disappearance of a woman with a stable home, a known employer, and a family checking in on her regularly. The marginalization this book is concerned with, in other words, operated not only on individual victims directly, in the form of under-resourced investigations into their specific deaths, but on the pattern itself, in the form of a a slower, more halting recognition that a single offender was responsible for killings that spanned counties and, eventually, states, because the victims as a class were exactly the kind of women whose deaths did not automatically generate the cross-jurisdictional alarm that a pattern of killings among, for instance, college students or suburban commuters would have generated far more quickly.

Marcia King's case, sitting at the edge of that pattern rather than comfortably inside it, illustrates something important about how that slower recognition actually worked in practice. It was not simply that investigators looked at a set of dead sex workers and failed to connect the dots quickly enough, though that failure is real and this book will document it in the chapters that follow. It was also that the profile itself, once it began to take shape, created its own kind of interpretive gravity, pulling ambiguous cases like hers into its orbit and, in the process, potentially obscuring exactly the kind of complexity her case actually presents. A woman who did not fit the emerging profile, well groomed, no evidence of sexual assault, no immediately apparent connection to the truck stop economy this book's opening chapter described, nonetheless ended up folded into a narrative built around that profile, because chronological and geographic proximity to a real pattern of killings is a powerful organizing force, in both investigation and in subsequent storytelling, even when the fit is imperfect.

This is not an argument for excluding her from the account this book is telling. The available evidence, incomplete as it is, still makes her inclusion the most reasonable working hypothesis, and a responsible account of the Dr. No killings cannot simply set aside the earliest and, for decades, most publicly recognizable case in the sequence. It is, instead, an argument for the kind of intellectual honesty this book intends to sustain throughout: naming the uncertainty where uncertainty genuinely exists, rather than allowing the narrative momentum of a resolved case to erase the rough edges that were present in the evidence from the very beginning. Marcia King's case is the first rough edge this story has to reckon with, and it will not be the last.

What can be said about her without qualification is this. She was a young woman who came to Ohio, or who was already there, in circumstances the historical record does not fully preserve. She died of strangulation, with an accompanying head injury, on or shortly before April 24, 1981, and her body was left along a road in Miami County by someone who has since been connected to a much longer pattern of violence, though the direct forensic proof of that connection in her specific case remains, even now, incomplete. She wore a poncho that gave her, for the better part of four decades, the only name the world had for her. And in 2018, through methods that would have been unimaginable to the investigators who first found her, she was given her actual name back, and the case that had been carried for thirty-seven years as an unsolved mystery involving an unidentified woman became, instead, a case with a specific human being at its center: Marcia
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