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			In California: Shasta County Sheriff’s Office, Redding Police Department, Yreka Police Department, Shasta County District Attorney’s Office.
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				For he that said, “Do not commit adultery” said also, “Do not kill.” Now, if thou commit no adultery, yet if thou kill, thou art become a transgressor of the law.

				So speak ye, and so do, as they that shall be judged by the law of liberty.

				For he shall have judgment without mercy that hath sowed no mercy; and mercy rejoiceth against judgment.

				What doth it profit, my brethren, though he say he had faith, and have not works? Can faith save him?

				—James 2:11–14

				For nothing is secret, that shall not be made manifest; neither any thing hid, that shall not be known.

				—Luke 8:17

			

		

	
		
			Prologue

			The crimes began in a scatter pattern. One here. Another there. And another hundreds of miles and another state away. There was, in the beginning, no commonality. All of the victims were females, but then, females are often victims of violent crime. Some of the victims were teenagers, some were mature women, and two were only children. He had not yet achieved a nickname, and in the seventies and eighties, all “big-time” criminals had nicknames: Son of Sam, the Hillside Strangler, Ted, the Atlanta Killer, the Sunset Strip Killer, the Green River Killer.

			He had no nickname, and he liked it that way.

			As far as anyone knew, his crimes had been committed by a number of different men. As far as anyone knew, there was no pattern, only a series of isolated incidents.

			One day soon, he would be deemed the “I-5 Bandit,” and then the “I-5 Killer,” the scourge of an eight-hundred-mile stretch of the freeway that follows the Pacific Coast from British Columbia to the Mexican border, and he would become the prime quarry for hundreds of frustrated detectives.

			He did not mind his anonymity. Far from it, he reveled in it. As long as lawmen did not give him a name or a connection to the attacks, he was free to do as he liked.

			

			*   *   *

			The first incident occurred in Vancouver, Washington, at five-twenty in the evening on December 9, 1980. A twenty-two-year-old female cashier at Eddie’s Arco station was robbed by a tall dark-haired man wearing an obviously fake beard. The spirit gum used to affix the beard had loosened so much that the beard was about to fall off.

			“He showed me this small silver gun,” the young woman told Clark County deputies, “and he said, ‘It’s for real.’”

			She gave him the money in the till, and he told her to turn around and “watch TV.” He was referring to a surveillance camera that, unfortunately, was malfunctioning; the tape had stuck between the camera heads.

			A composite picture drawn from the victim’s recollection of her attacker showed a dark-eyed man with a beard, a young man.

			On December 13, in Eugene, Oregon—108 miles south of Vancouver—a man with a fake beard and a Band-Aid across the bridge of his nose walked into the Baskin-Robbins ice-cream parlor on Villard Street at six P.M., brandished a silver pistol, and forced the clerk to give him the contents of the cash register.

			“Now, turn around and walk into the back room and stay there, and don’t do anything stupid,” he ordered.

			As she walked away from him, she fully expected to be shot in the back, but he left without harming her.

			“It was so strange,” she told the officer who took her report. “Fifteen minutes before he came in, there was a real grubby-looking kid in here who told me how easy this place would be to rob. He just bought an ice-cream cone and left, and then this clean-cut guy comes in and robs me.”

			The next evening two eighteen-year-old clerks at the Arctic Circle drive-in in Albany, Oregon, encountered a bearded man. He walked up to the drive-in window carrying a used Arctic Circle bag and a paper cup. He asked the girl on duty to fill the cup with water and throw the bag away. Then he asked for a clean sack. As he talked, he watched traffic on the street. When the street was empty of cars, he handed the sack back to her and barked, “Fill it up.”

			“I don’t understand,” she said.

			And then she lowered her eyes and she did understand. She saw that the man was pointing a silver gun at her heart. She was so frightened that she forgot which buttons to push on the computer cash register and had to call her fellow worker to do it. The bag was filled with two hundred and eighty dollars in cash, and the big man turned and ran swiftly away.

			Four days before Christmas, a man answering the same description popped up more than two hundred miles north of Albany—in Seattle. But this time the man wanted more than money.

			Kim Meehan, twenty-five, worked as a waitress at Church’s Fried Chicken in Lake Forest Park, north of Seattle. Feeling nauseated during the early evening, Kim called her father at nine to ask him to come and pick her up. In the women’s restroom she bathed her face with cold water. Suddenly there was a loud knock on the door, and she looked up to see a man pushing his way in. He grinned at her and said, “Excuse me.” But he didn’t leave. Instead, he turned and locked the door behind him.

			He pulled a silver revolver from the pocket of his hooded coat and ordered her to take her blouse off. “Do what I say and you won’t get hurt.”

			She was struck almost dumb with shock, and she thought that this couldn’t be happening—not with the other employees just on the other side of the restroom wall. She couldn’t move, and the man, who wore a peculiar ragged beard, moved toward her and pulled up her blouse and bra and started to fondle her breasts.

			“Now,” he said, “I want you to beat me off.”

			“I don’t know how,” she countered.

			“I’ll show you how,” he said, and moved the gun closer to her head.

			She had no choice. She did what he asked, and after about two minutes the man ejaculated on her breasts. “That was good,” he said calmly. “Now, you stay in here for five minutes. Count to a hundred and nobody will get hurt.”

			And then he was gone as suddenly as he’d appeared. She wanted to scream, but she thought he might still be outside listening. She waited five minutes before she pounded on the wall and screamed for help.

			The restaurant’s fry cook called the police and told King County deputies that he could describe the man too.

			“I can’t believe it,” he muttered. “That guy was in here; he ordered a number-five dinner, and paid for it. He must have seen Kim walk back to the restroom. He was wearing a hooded brown corduroy or suede jacket with a sheepskin lining.”

			Twenty minutes later, the man in the brown jacket—minus his fake beard—lingered over an ice-cream cone he’d ordered at the Baskin-Robbins store in Bothell, Washington. The two teenage girls working that night were ready to lock the doors at ten P.M., but the man hung around. They whispered to each other, joking: “Maybe he’s planning to mug us or something.” They giggled.

			The big man asked them to throw away the last of his cone. Then he wanted some ice water. They could offer him only tap water. He took one sip and asked for a lid for his water cup. Then he asked for a straw and a paper sack. He had played out this script before, but the girls in Bothell didn’t know that. They just thought the guy was pretty nervous and a little peculiar, and they wanted him out of there.

			Savoring the moment, the tall dark man slowly pulled his revolver from his pocket. “Now, put all the money in the bag.”

			“All the money” at closing time meant a good haul: over five hundred dollars. The gunman ordered the two girls to sit on the floor, count to fifty, and look the other way as he left. They obeyed, but they remembered a lot about him. He had not had a car, at least not in the Baskin-Robbins lot. He was probably in his mid-twenties, good-looking, with a full mustache, tan complexion, and a thick head of dark brown curly hair. He’d worn blue jeans, a maroon-and-blue rugby-type shirt with a V neck trimmed in white, the brown suede jacket with sheepskin lining. The gun was silver, and they’d seen a round cylinder.

			They did not know how lucky they’d been; it had been only twenty minutes since Kim Meehan was abused in the Church’s restroom a few miles away, and he did not sexually attack the girls in Baskin-Robbins.

			There was a spate of calm between December 21, 1980, and January 8, 1981. The man with the silver gun was apparently celebrating Christmas and New Year’s.

			With the new year, it looked as if he was starting all over again. He hit Eddie’s Arco in Vancouver at nine-eighteen P.M., the same service station he’d robbed on December 9. Only the cashier on duty was different. He had the same small silver gun. The frightened woman handed over something less than a hundred dollars.

			“Sit down on the floor,” he ordered, “and take off your shirt. Lift your bra.”

			She did as she was told, and he gazed at her intently for a minute, and smiled, as she described it later: “evilly. Then he said either ‘okay’ or ‘ugly’—I’m not sure which and I didn’t care—and told me to count to fifty slowly. He left on foot.”

			This time the surveillance camera had been in good working order. The gunman’s image had been captured. He was tall with frizzing curly hair, a fake beard, and he wore a hooded velour sweat jacket and blue jeans. He also wore dark “ski-type” gloves with light-colored stripes on the thumbs and fingers.

			On January 11 the Grocery Cart Market in Eugene was robbed at seven-twenty P.M. by the oddly bearded gunman who wore, always, a Band-Aid over his nose and a hooded jacket and blue jeans. This time too he’d had on ski gloves, dark blue with white palms. He asked for Vantage cigarettes, and then for the money in the till. His take was only thirty-five dollars.

			Twenty-four hours later he was in Sutherlin, Oregon, fifty miles south on the I-5. Susie Benet, twenty, worked that Tuesday night as a cook at the Central Market in Sutherlin. She was alone, and had been for about fifteen minutes, as she watched television on the set about ten feet from the cash register. A tall man wearing a red knit hat and a green windbreaker jacket walked in, and she turned to wait on him. His complexion was dark, what she could see of it; he wore two Band-Aids across the bridge of his nose.

			“Give me the money from the till.”

			She started to laugh, thinking that he was kidding her. He had a funny look on his face, as if he were teasing.

			“Sure,” she kidded back.

			And then she saw that it wasn’t a joke. He drew a revolver from his jacket, a nickel-plated gun with a short barrel. “This is a real gun,” he warned.

			Susie Benet just stood there for a moment, and that angered the gunman. He reached across the counter and grabbed her by the blouse.

			And then he let go and the gun boomed. She felt something hit her and bounce off. She didn’t know that she had been shot. She walked slowly around the counter to the cash register, and the man followed her, still pointing the gun at her. She looked down at her right shoulder and saw bright red blood staining her blouse. She wondered hazily why she could still stand up and walk around. She thought bullets killed people.

			“Now, get down on the floor and stay there,” he ordered.

			“No,” she begged. “No, I’ll get the money for you.”

			“Just stay on the floor.”

			She heard him open the cash drawer, but she didn’t dare look; she thought if she could just hide behind the counter he couldn’t shoot her again. Finally she heard him leave. There had been three hundred dollars in the cash register, but it was gone when she staggered over to the phone to call an ambulance.

			Medics found that Susie Benet had been very lucky; she had a through-and-through gunshot wound with entry in the upper-right shoulder and the exit slightly higher in her back. A few inches lower and the bullet would have pierced her lung.

			Sergeant Bill Caldwell of the Sutherlin Police Department responded to Susie’s call for help. He did not question her, due to the seriousness of her injuries, but later in the hospital Susie Benet described the man who had shot her.

			Caldwell was able to retrieve the bullet where it had bounced behind a shelf along the wall. He also lifted a single print from the back of a check in the till; the gunman had had to lift the check to get to the cash beneath it. But the print was useless; it had been left by someone wearing gloves made of nonporous cloth.

			For the first time, a possible vehicle was mentioned. A jogger had seen a Volkswagen Bug parked near the Central Market just before the shooting. All he could remember was that there was something “unusual” about the car.

			The robber took one night off, but the next night he was prowling again.

			On January 14, 1981, in Corvallis, Oregon, Merrisue Green, ten, and her eight-year-old sister, Megan, had been left alone in their home for only forty-five minutes; their mother routinely went to work out at a health club right after supper on weeknights. Mrs. Green left the girls at five-thirty; they were happily watching television, and she promised to be back at a quarter after six.

			Ten minutes later the doorbell rang, and Merrisue went to answer it. Before she opened the door, she flipped on the porch light, but the bulb remained dark. There was a big man standing there, a stranger. He wore a brown suede jacket with a hood, blue jeans, blue-and-white ski gloves, and jogging shoes.

			He smiled at Merrisue and brushed past her without being invited into the house. “My car broke down,” he said. “I need to use the phone. Where is it?”

			The child pointed toward the kitchen. The big man was already in the house, and she didn’t know how to ask him to leave. She watched him dial, but she suspected he was just making up numbers. He hung up the phone and turned toward her. “The line’s busy. Where’s your mother?”

			Her words popped out before she thought, and then it was too late. “She’s at the gym. She’ll be back in half an hour.”

			He smiled and looked at the two little girls. “Can I watch TV with you?”

			“No,” Merrisue said firmly. “You can call somebody, but then you have to go. We’ll wait by the door until you’re finished with the phone.”

			She heard him dial again and talk to somebody named “Jim,” but she wasn’t sure there was really anyone on the other end. She’d seen bad guys do that on television, just pretend to talk to someone. He was telling “Jim” that his car had broken down and he needed a ride. Jim was supposed to pick him up by Albertson’s supermarket.

			Merrisue hadn’t heard a car outside, and she couldn’t understand why he had picked their house to come to.

			The man smiled at her again, but there was something about him that made her shiver. She wished she hadn’t answered the door.

			“Can I just stay in the house to keep warm?” he asked. “I could watch TV with you until my friend gets here.”

			“No. I told you no. We’re not supposed to let strangers in.”

			“But I’m already in,” he argued.

			“I’m scared,” Megan whispered. She ran into the master bathroom, leaving Merrisue alone with the tall dark man.

			“I think I’ll just watch some television with you,” he coaxed.

			“No,” she faltered. “I told you you couldn’t.”

			And then the man pulled a silver gun out of his pocket and grabbed her by the shoulder. “This is a real gun. You get into the bathroom where your sister is. You do what I say.”

			She did what he said. Grown women had been terrified by this man and his silver gun. Merrisue was so frightened she could barely walk. The man showed the gun to Megan too.

			“Now, both of you, take off your clothes.”

			The gunman subjected the children to the same abuse that his adult victims had endured. The fact that they were only children didn’t seem to bother him at all. He fondled Merrisue’s barely discernible breasts and complained at their smallness. He touched eight-year-old Megan’s genitals while she sobbed in terror. And then he revealed his erect penis and demanded that they fellate him, that they masturbate him. Terrorized, they obeyed. He ejaculated and forced his ten-year-old victim to swallow semen.

			In shock over a bestial act she could not understand, and gagging, Merrisue wiped her face and mouth with a towel. She thought that the man was probably going to shoot them. He toyed with the gun while the little girls cringed against the tub. Merrisue prayed that it was only a toy gun. After a long time the man told them to get dressed and that they must stay in the bathroom. If they came out, something bad would happen to them. They clung together, afraid that he was still someplace in the house.

			At ten minutes after six their mother came home. Despite the January chill, the front door was standing wide open. Alarmed, she walked into the kitchen and saw that the phone was off the hook. When she tried to replace the receiver, she couldn’t find it. It wasn’t anyplace in the room.

			She called for her children, and heard Merrisue answer from the bathroom, “Can we come out now?”

			Running toward the bathroom, she met her daughters.

			“There’s a burglar in the house,” Merrisue gasped. “I think he’s still here.”

			Mrs. Green didn’t stop to look around; she grabbed her children and ran for a neighbor’s house, where she called the Corvallis police.

			Merrisue and Megan made excellent witnesses; they had memorized everything they could about their attacker. They’d seen the “San Francisco” label on his blue jeans, the white X’s on the back.

			“He had a beard—a funny beard,” Merrisue told detectives. “I don’t think it was real. I don’t think the gun was real, either. I think it was a toy gun. He was going to shoot us, but he couldn’t.”

			It had not been a toy gun, of course. It was a real gun.

			The Corvallis attack outraged lawmen. Taboos as old as civilization had been broken. Initially the perversions against the Green children seemed to have no connection to the fast-food robberies. Even sexual psychopaths have “rules.” It is rare indeed for men who attack mature females to violate children or for pedophiles to seek out adult women as victims. When a sexual criminal moves outside his victim pattern, it is an indication that he is in the grip of an almost maniacal frenzy.

			He was a murder looking for a place to happen.

			And, still, the man with the silver gun retained his anonymity. He was very clever. He knew the value of moving on before investigators could link him to a series of crimes. He knew the limitations of their teletype networks.
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			Salem, Oregon, January 18, 1981, 21:45 hours.

			The big man ran fluidly and easily, an athlete’s effortless movement. Through the dark streets he ran, turning here, turning again, leaving the bleeding women behind him. The adrenaline he’d always felt on the playing field when the pressure was on coursed full strength through his blood, making him feel as though he could run ten miles, twenty miles, without stopping. He could do anything!

			He had done it; he had orchestrated the whole scene to his own plan. He had found the girls there, just as if they were waiting for him, and he had made them do all the things he liked. He had humbled them, and toyed with them, and finally he had destroyed them. He felt as if he were the most powerful male who had ever lived; he was consumed with his own power. No woman would ever, ever control him again.

			The streets were so quiet, as quiet as death itself. No one had seen him. No one would ever know that he had been the one.

			It was cold, but he was perspiring, just the way he always did in sports. This was a kind of sport, if you looked at it from the proper perspective. Stalking the women, finding them, and then being so strong and confident that they obeyed his orders.

			But this game had been the best game so far; this was the first time he had killed women simply because they were female. Strangers. Nobodies. If they weren’t dead by now, they soon would be.

			They wouldn’t tell on him the way girls always tattled. They could only lie there in pools of their own blood, silenced . . . punished.

			He allowed himself to stop running. He walked easily now, pulling his hood closer around his face. He felt invisible. He didn’t even need to look away from the headlights that were bearing down on him. He was invisible.

			

			*   *   *

			Salem, Oregon, January 18, 1981, 21:54 hours.

			Salem Fire and Ambulance Dispatch Hot Line: 911.

			Zena Harp and Dave Cameron were working the late-evening shift on this black, moonless Sunday. A quiet night; there was time to talk, time to complain desultorily about the weather—as if the threat of rain were not the expected, accepted condition for January in Oregon. And yet, they were not bored. No one is ever bored while manning an emergency hot line. The next call—or the one after that—may signal catastrophe.

			Now, just six minutes before ten P.M., the phone brrr-ed, its red bubble light blinking frantically. Zena Harp reached for the receiver, and Dave Cameron picked up another to monitor the call.

			And, instantly, each of them tensed. This was not a routine call; this was trouble. They heard a woman’s voice, a faint voice, full of pain and terror.

			“We’ve been shot . . . please help us!”

			Zena Harp kept her own voice calm; she had to find out location, specifics, before she could send help. “Where are you?”

			There was a long pause, so long that Ms. Harp thought the caller had gone off the line. And then the voice came again, more faint, if possible, than it had been before. “. . . River Road . . . or Commercial Street.”

			“What address?”

			“. . . near the Fun Machine.”

			Dave Cameron had heard enough; he knew where the Fun Machine was—on the outskirts of Salem near Keizer—and he could pinpoint the location enough to dial the telephone operator and ask for an emergency trace. Within moments the operator reported that the call was coming in from the TransAmerica Title Building.

			Now Cameron reacted almost automatically, asking the operator to patch the call into the Salem Police Department’s Communications Center. And then he dispatched paramedics from the Keizer Fire Department and an ambulance to the building where the woman waited.

			While this was being done, Zena Harp talked to the terrified woman.

			“Please hurry,” the girl begged. “He’s gonna come back and kill me. I think she’s dead. . . .”

			“Do you want me to stay on the line?” Ms. Harp soothed. “An ambulance is on the way.”

			The girl on the other end was drifting away. Her voice was thready, and her answers weren’t responsive. “Oh . . . oh, I think she’s dead.”

			The patch had been made within a matter of a few minutes. Zena Harp handed the caller over to the Salem Police dispatcher.

			Liz Cameron, the Com Center operator for the Salem Police Department, spoke to the woman in the TransAmerica Title Building. There was no time now to speculate on why anyone would be in the office building late on a Sunday evening. Liz knew that an ambulance and Marion County Sheriff’s squad cars were on the way. She had to find out as much as she could. If the gunman was still in the building, the officers had to be warned.

			“Ma’am,” Liz Cameron began, “what is your name?”

			“Beth Wilmot. I’ve been shot in the head. Hurry!”

			“We have an ambulance on the way. Who shot you?”

			“Some man . . . I don’t know . . . with a gun.”

			“Okay.”

			“We were cleaning the office, and he came in.”

			“Okay. We have somebody on the way. Can you tell me what he looked like at all?”

			“Ah . . . Oh, my God. He had dark brown hair.”

			“Dark brown hair.”

			“And he had . . . he had a Band-Aid on his nose.”

			“Okay. Was he a white man?”

			“Yes.”

			“About how old would you say he is?”

			“Oh, I don’t know. Around twenty-seven.”

			“Okay, and how tall?”

			“Oh, I . . . ah, five ah nine, six foot, I don’t know. Something like that. Five-nine, a little over the average size of a—”

			“Do you remember what he was wearing?”

			To a layman, Cameron’s questions might seem harsh, but she was sending policemen into an area where they might well be perfect targets. They had to know who their enemy was. The woman on the phone sounded weak but rational. Later, Liz Cameron would marvel at the victim’s ability to respond—later, when she learned the extent of the girl’s injuries.

			“Do you remember what he was wearing?” Liz Cameron probed.

			“Oh . . . ah . . . ah . . . a coat . . . ah.”

			“A coat.”

			“Ah . . . leather coat, or something.”

			“A leather coat.”

			“And a pair of cheap jeans.”

			“And jeans. Okay, you stay right on this phone with me. We have several people on the way.”

			“I’ll wait.”

			“And we have an ambulance coming too.”

			“Could I just give you a number so you . . . so I could call home, please, just call them . . .”

			“I’d like to keep you on the line, if I could, until a deputy arrives and makes sure you are all right.”

			“Oh, my head . . . Hurry. It hurts.”

			There was another long pause. Liz wondered if Beth had lost consciousness, and then her voice came again, pleading for help.

			“I hurt . . . I hear the ambulance.”

			“Just a minute more.”

			“Poor Shari is going to die.”

			“The lady who was shot?” The police dispatcher thought that Beth was talking about her own injuries. The whole conversation was garbled—the frantic girl on the phone, and Liz Cameron trying to keep a lid on the hysteria she could hear bubbling up.

			“She is going to die. We didn’t do anything.”

			“Okay. The ambulance should be there anytime.”

			“Talk to me,” the girl pleaded. “So you’ll make me feel better, please.”

			“Okay. I’ll talk to you, Beth. How do you feel now? Any better?”

			“. . . ah . . . ah, a little better.”

			“Okay. You just calm down. There’s going to be somebody there shortly. Is there anyone else there with—?”

			“I should go home now, but I hurt.”

			“Is there anybody else there with you?”

			“Yes, my girlfriend.”

			“Okay, what’s your girlfriend’s name?”

			“Shari Hull.”

			“Is she waiting for the ambulance to let them in?”

			“It’s open. The door’s open.”

			“Okay. Which way did the man go when he left? Did you see?”

			“I don’t know—my head was down. I was on the ground when he shot us. He told us to put our heads down.”

			“Okay. Well, we have somebody almost there. We are going to let them talk to you . . . and is your friend there? I could talk to her too.”

			“Oh,” the girl cried, “I don’t know what happened. She’s on the ground. Please don’t talk to her. She’s . . . I think . . . almost dead.”

			“Did he shoot her?” Liz Cameron had thus far thought that Beth Wilmot was the only victim—that Beth’s friend was waiting to signal in the deputies and the ambulance. Now the situation sounded even more desperate than it had first appeared.

			“Yes.”

			“He shot—”

			“He shot five times,” the girl blurted.

			“He shot her as well?”

			“Yes. Yes, three times. I can hear her breathing really hard. I’m afraid he’s going to come back. Please hurry!”

			“Okay. We have people on the way. Okay, have you ever seen him before? Did he leave in a vehicle—you know—a car?”

			“I don’t know. Her truck is running though.”

			“Her truck is running?”

			“Yes.”

			“Okay. What kind of a truck does she have?”

			“She has a Bronco.”

			“A Bronco.”

			“A green Bronco ’cause we had it running ’cause we were about to leave.”

			“Okay. Which room are you in there? Is there . . . is it—?”

			“It’s just a little office.”

			“Okay, just a minute, Beth. Okay. We have somebody who will be there real shortly. You keep talking to me. Can you give me your home phone number in case we need that?”

			“555-5411. It’s an answering service, but nobody is home and they will . . . Oh! Somebody is here.”

			“Okay. Somebody there now?”

			“The ambulance. Can I hang up now?”

			“Okay. You see the ambulance?”

			“Yes.”

			“Okay, you go over to the ambulance now.”

			“Bye-bye,” the girl named Beth whispered.
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			The TransAmerica Title Building—from which the frantic call for help had come—was only one of several in the business complex on River Road, the area just beyond Salem’s city limits. The complex was new construction, solid modern buildings and businesses separated by parking areas. On a weekday, the region would have been full of people, but on this gloomy black Sunday, the entire complex seemed hollow and deserted. Even the eating establishments nearby were closed; their customers were home for the weekend.

			Indeed, aside from the two girls who were in the TransAmerica Building, only a handful of people were in the entire complex.

			Two women worked in the back room of the Celebrations Designs bridal shop almost directly across the parking lot from the entrance to the TransAmerica offices. Dorothy Hall, the owner of the custom-bridal-gown shop, had had no choice that afternoon; she had promised to have a bridal gown and bridesmaids’ dresses finished in time for a wedding. She had worked in the sewing room of her shop since late afternoon, stitching beading, lace, and yards and yards of delicate wedding finery. One of her seamstresses, Bev Johnson, worked with her, and Mrs. Hall’s daughter, Patrice Walters, had promised to come in later to help.

			Mrs. Hall had felt a little uneasy all afternoon. She’d commented to Ms. Johnson how lonely and almost “spooky” the mall seemed when its weekday inhabitants were gone; it seemed a modern ghost town, all concrete and walls of black windows that only occasionally reflected headlights of the few cars that passed by. She regretted that she had asked her daughter to come down in the evening to work alone. Even though her shop was locked up tightly, she worried.

			Time had passed rapidly throughout the afternoon and into the evening, and Mrs. Hall was surprised when her daughter arrived and announced that it was a quarter after nine. The gowns were almost finished, and Patrice said she would stay and put on the finishing touches. The three women chatted for a few minutes, and Mrs. Hall heard the nine-thirty news broadcast come on the little radio in the back room. She looked at the clock then to confirm the time, and left with her seamstress, but only after warning Patrice again to be sure that she kept the doors locked and the lights out in the showroom facing the mall.

			“Don’t advertise that anybody’s in here,” she told her daughter. “Just stay back in the sewing room, and don’t stay late.”

			Dorothy Hall was exhausted and anxious to get home for a hot bath and something to eat, but as she walked to her car, she saw that there was a reddish four-wheel-drive vehicle with its motor running, parked on the south side of the TransAmerica Building. Seeing the unfamiliar vehicle there, and knowing her daughter was alone, she was disturbed as she drove away from the area, disturbed enough that she turned her car around and came back.

			She saw that the lights were on in the TransAmerica Building, and she drove slowly around the structure to see if anyone was inside. It was easy to see in; the building had window walls on all four sides, and the windows fronting the parking lot had only tie-back curtains. The windows on the River Road side were covered now by blinds. But even with the blinds, it was possible to see every part of the building from the outside, all of the rooms except for the employees’ lunchroom.

			The parked truck was empty. Odd that it should be sitting there empty with its motor running. But then Mrs. Hall looked into the TransAmerica Building and was suddenly relieved. She saw two young girls dressed in old clothes—obviously a janitorial crew. One of the girls was down on her hands and knees scrubbing the foyer of the building and the other stood beside her with a broom in her hands. The front door of the building was closed, and presumably locked. The bridal-shop owner concluded that the unfamiliar truck belonged to the girls who were cleaning.

			Mrs. Hall eased her car slowly out of the mall. She saw no one else, no one walking, no other cars. The area north of the complex was deserted too, except for two boys she saw cleaning the floors of an ice-cream parlor.

			One thought struck her; the boys were moving vigorously as they swabbed the ice creamery’s floors, and the girls in the TransAmerica Building seemed like frozen statues in comparison.

			And then Mrs. Hall drove on home.

			It was nine-thirty-five P.M.

			Patrice Walters sewed for an hour in the back room of the bridal shop. She had the radio turned down low, and she heard a loud bang somewhere between nine-thirty and ten P.M. It sounded as if someone had slammed the lid of the dumpster garbage bin outside. She wondered idly who else might be in the area, but it didn’t really concern her; she was too involved in her work.

			When Patrice walked out of the shop at ten-thirty, she heard sirens keening in the distance and then drawing closer. More startling, the parking lot in front of the TransAmerica Title Building was already alive with flashing blue and red lights. She saw aid cars, an ambulance, and county sheriff’s cars, with more deputies’ vehicles racing in.

			She could not imagine what might have happened.

			

			*   *   *

			
			Over the last half hour, while Patrice sewed on, completely unaware of what was happening outside her mother’s darkened shop, the police radio channels had been alive with communications going back and forth. Beth Wilmot’s first call had been monitored at six minutes to ten. The patrol deputies’ voices responding to Com Center’s request for their locations began to cut in at three minutes to ten.

			The operator’s terse announcement: “Roger 9 and 112, we have a shooting at the TransAmerica Title at River Road and Cherry. It is unknown circumstances. The fire department called it in.”

			“112 copy.” (Deputy acknowledges call.)

			“145 to 112, do you want us to roll?” (Another deputy offers to help.)

			“Roger 9. Copy. En route.”

			“112 to 145. That’s affirmative.”

			Dispatcher: “112, this should be the cross street. It should be Hollyhock. Evidently the victim was cleaning the office when a male subject came in. Fire advises she was shot in the head. Suspect description is a white male, twenty-seven, five-feet-nine, with brown hair. He was wearing a leather coat and jeans. Has a Band-Aid on his nose.”

			Precious little information for officers going into an unknown situation where a suspect is armed with a gun. But that was all Liz Cameron had been able to elicit from Beth Wilmot. If the man was still in the building—a building with windows on all four sides—no deputy going in would have a chance.

			With a wounded victim—probably two wounded victims—in the building, no deputy had a choice.

			Roger 9, Reserve Deputy Greg Roach, was the first deputy to arrive at the TransAmerica Title Building. He made the River Road address in a minute and a half with blue lights revolving and siren screaming. The aid unit from the Keizer Fire Department had arrived thirty seconds earlier. One of the emergency medical technicians ran over to him.

			“There’s someone moving around in the building.”

			Roach looked into the glass-walled structure and saw a naked female in the main office portion; she was walking toward a smaller office located in the southwest corner of the building. When he looked in that direction, he saw a second young woman lying on the floor in a prone position. She too was nude. Her face was turned away from his view, but he could see a spreading pool of blood around her head. For just a moment he felt as if he were viewing a movie screen showing a horror film instead of seeing reality, shockingly true, in the well-lit building.

			Roach instructed the fire personnel to wait outside, drew his service revolver, and entered the building. He dared not wait for backup from other deputies. The women inside might die if he did. He felt the hairs prickle at the back of his neck as he checked each room for a suspect who might be waiting with his own gun ready. The offices, the restrooms—all empty. Roach came to one locked door. He debated only a second. He kicked the door and the lock gave. The room was empty.

			Roach signaled to the paramedics that it was safe to enter. There was no place else inside where the assailant might be hiding.

			Sergeant Will Hingston in Unit 112 arrived sixty seconds after Deputy Roach, and within minutes the building was surrounded by every Marion County officer available in that section of the county: Deputies Bernie Papenfus, Frank Crandall, Don Dolan, John Braun, Detectives Dave Kominek and Jay Boutwell, Lieutenant Kilburn McCoy, Captain Richard Bay, and Undersheriff Robert Prinslow.

			The Keizer fire chief, John Sanford, and his emergency medical technicians and paramedics advised the lawmen that there seemed to be two grievously wounded young women.

			Beth Wilmot was in deep shock; she was unaware that she was nude, and the paramedics covered her with a blanket. One of her eyes was blackened and the right side of her face was oddly swollen and bruised. Blood oozed from a spot near her right ear.

			When a medic examined her, he gasped and looked up in amazement.

			“She’s been shot in the head. We’ll have to transport her at once.”

			Deputy Bernie Papenfus was assigned to ride in the ambulance with Beth as she was rushed to Salem Memorial Hospital.

			The other victim, the girl Beth had said was Shari Hull, was in much worse shape. She was comatose, and the Keizer paramedics found that she had sustained three wounds to the head, wounds that appeared to have been caused by bullets. Shari’s vital signs were almost too faint to be measured. The medics shook their heads as they attempted to find some indication that the slender girl might survive. They “bagged” her—forced oxygen into her lungs—as she was lifted onto a gurney and wheeled rapidly toward an ambulance.

			Accompanied by Detective Boutwell and Deputy Dolan, Shari too was rushed to Salem Memorial.

			Beth remained amazingly coherent as she rode in the ambulance. She was able to tell Deputy Papenfus that she and her best friend, Shari, cleaned the TransAmerica Building every Sunday.

			“We were almost finished. Shari went outside to her car, and I had a little cleaning left to do. I was just rounding a corner, going toward the entrance, when I saw Shari and this man walking toward me. He had a long-barreled gun in his right hand. He took us to a room and told us to take off all our clothes—that he wouldn’t hurt us. He made us lie down on the floor. We did that, and then he shot Shari in the head, and then he shot me. I pretended to be dead, and I could hear Shari moaning. Then I heard another shot, and heard him—the man—leave. When I was pretty sure he was gone, I crawled to the phone in the office and called the fire department.”

			“Had you ever seen the man before?” Papenfus asked.

			“No.”

			“Did he molest—bother—either of you?” Papenfus asked gently. “Did he rape you?”

			“No . . .” the girl whispered, and added somewhat obscurely, “No, I never touched him.”

			Perhaps the shock and her terrible wounds had temporarily blocked the ugliest memories for Beth Wilmot. Perhaps she could not yet bring herself to tell anyone what the man had done to them.

			Papenfus sensed a rage in Beth. She was shaking from shock, but she was also livid with anger that a stranger could have shot her and Shari. She insisted on giving a description of their attacker again.

			“He was a white man, in his mid-twenties, five-feet-eleven to six feet. Slender build. Dark brown hair. Hooded black leather waist-length jacket. Band-Aid . . . a Band-Aid on his nose.”

			Beth was not as sure about the gun; she wasn’t familiar with guns. Papenfus made a move to show her his own service weapon for comparison purposes, but the sight of a gun—any gun—sent Beth into hysterics, and he quickly slipped the gun back into its holster.

			Again and again Beth begged Papenfus, “Will I be all right? Am I going to die?”

			Papenfus assured her that she would be all right, although looking at the blood, her blackened eye, and swollen face, he was not sure.

			“Shari!” Beth kept asking. “Is she all right? Is she gonna die? She was breathing so funny, and moaning, and she wouldn’t talk to me. Is Shari gonna die?”

			The deputy didn’t want to answer that question. Shari Hull had lain so quietly on the lunchroom carpet, and there had been so much blood, pints of it seemingly, seeping steadily from her head, and a slight protrusion of brain matter from the wounds. Papenfus knew that it would take a miracle for Shari Hull to survive.

			There would be no miracle. Shari Hull, twenty years old, died in the emergency room of Salem Memorial Hospital at one-twenty A.M. without regaining consciousness.

			While Bernie Papenfus waited outside the emergency room for Beth to be examined, a memory kept coming back to him—a recent memory. While he was racing to the TransAmerica Building on the Code 3 call, he had rounded the corner of Broadway and Pine Street at about four minutes after ten. He had just heard the description of the suspect given by the dispatcher, the same description that Beth would repeat to him later in the ambulance. At that moment, as he turned the corner, he had seen a man standing in a well-lit area only ten feet from his patrol car. The man had stared back at him boldly, almost challengingly. It was one of those moments that are over almost with the blinking of an eye but which etch themselves indelibly in the subconscious mind, only to be recalled later in perfect detail. The man had worn jeans and a fleece jacket—but Papenfus had had the impression that the jacket was turned inside out.

			That corner had been 1.2 miles from the shooting scene. Only an athlete could have run so far in the short time since the first call for help had come in. But it was possible to cover a mile in that time, if the runner was young and in prime condition.

			Papenfus had eased his foot onto the brake pedal and had radioed for a better description on the suspect, but then another deputy’s voice had cut into the radio with the report that the gunman might still be in the building at the crime scene. Papenfus had hit the accelerator then and headed for the shooting scene. Now he remembered the man standing on the corner, the dark eyes that had stared back at him without flinching. He saw that face in his mind; he would never forget that face. What if he had stopped and questioned the guy? He berated himself that he had not, but hindsight is always clearer. Papenfus had assumed that he was needed to back up officers at the shooting scene. No, knowing what he knew at the time, he should not have stopped.

			In his own mind the deputy was sure that he had stared into the eyes of the killer. And now the killer was long gone.

			The physicians treating Beth Wilmot looked at the slender dark-haired young woman who seemed younger than the age she gave them—twenty—and marveled that she still lived, although her condition was clearly critical. When they had washed the blood from her face and hair, the doctors found a flattened slug, probably a .32-caliber bullet, nestled in the matted hair at the back of her head. It had not penetrated the skull, but the force from the bullet would have been powerful enough to knock her off her feet. The ammunition might have been old, or it might have been fired from a gun of the wrong caliber, or Beth Wilmot might be one of those rare individuals whose skull density is thicker than normal—thick enough to protect the brain even against a bullet.

			Moreover, X rays indicated that there was a second bullet, a slug that had penetrated the scalp at the back of Beth’s head, but, again, not the skull. This bullet had only plowed a furrow beneath the skin on the right side of her head and come finally to rest just in front of her ear. Beth Wilmot had beaten death. Twice.

			Dr. Robert Buza removed this second bullet and turned it over to Detective Jay Boutwell, who entered it into evidence, along with the first bullet found in Beth’s hair.

			Beth had denied that the gunman had sexually attacked either her or Shari when she gave her first statement in the ambulance, but swabs were used to check for the possible presence of semen in the mouths, rectums, and vaginal vaults of the two victims. These swabs were then saturated with acid phosphatase. The telltale bright pinkish-purple reaction that indicates the presence of male ejaculate appeared on the swab from Beth’s throat.

			The killer had ejaculated into her mouth.

			Beth had not lied; Beth had only denied the memory of the nightmare she had endured. Later, she would remember . . . and wish that she had not.

			

			*   *   *

			Dave Kominek was one of the two detectives on call that dark night in January. He had already responded to one homicide scene earlier in the day, and now he’d been summoned to the shooting scene. Detective Jay Boutwell was at the hospital, and Kominek would remain at the TransAmerica Building to process the crime scene.

			Kominek is a compactly muscled, intense man, still in his thirties, and he can seem deceptively easygoing off the job. But Dave Kominek was a detective who had already been involved in most of Marion County’s most intricate homicide probes. And the county, situated in the idyllic Willamette Valley, had had several bizarre murders in the past half-dozen years—not easy to solve, but solved.

			Married and the father of two sons, Kominek does not come from a family of lawmen, nor did he grow up with a burning ambition to be a cop; he looked upon law enforcement initially as just another job. It was to become a way of life for him.

			Kominek speaks with the “Oregon drawl,” a pattern of speech common to the area around Salem, an accent that sounds almost southern to the untrained ear. Like many Oregon detectives, Kominek wears cowboy boots, although the “Old West” lives in most of Oregon only in history books. The band of his hat is a real rattlesnake. He traps the snakes himself, and fashions the distinctive bands. He skis—both snow and water—in his spare time, plays tournament golf, and he built his family home from the ground up, but his true love is police work.

			Born in Nebraska, Kominek moved to Salem with his family when he was ten years old. He grew up there, the middle son in a family of three boys. “We’re one hundred percent Czechoslovakian on both sides—both my mom and dad,” he comments.

			After graduating from high school in 1964, Kominek married. “My friends told me I was crazy to get married so young.” He laughs. “But that was the smartest decision I ever made.”

			He joined the Air Force and was sent to Vietnam on a flight crew, where his job was “basically balancing airplanes. I was a load master on a four-engine turbo-prop C-130.”

			After Vietnam, Kominek was assigned to a base in South Carolina, where he served for two more years on a flight crew as a load master on C-141’s. “It wasn’t a difficult job; those are the most forgiving airplanes flying.” The Komineks’ son Eric was born while they were in South Carolina.

			Back in Oregon after his service stint, Kominek attended Oregon State University for three years, taking engineering and business courses. Police work was the furthest thing from his mind.

			But by now, Kominek and his wife, Gail, had a second son, Chad, and family responsibilities demanded that Dave take a full-time job before he could graduate from Oregon State. He bought a truck, but the man he worked for went bankrupt. He applied for several jobs, including that of deputy with the Marion County Sheriff’s Office. “I had halfway decent qualifications. I’d never been in trouble—and that was the main qualification. They hired me.”

			That was in February 1973. In March 1974 Kominek went undercover, working narcotics investigations. He grew a beard and long hair and wore the garb of the “doper.” His own mother wouldn’t have recognized him on the street. He was a member of MINT (Marion Interagency Narcotics Team). After some tense experiences during his year as a narc, Kominek moved into the Detective Unit.

			He had scarcely had time to become oriented to his new assignment when he and Detective Sergeant Jim Byrnes were plunged into the macabre investigation of the murder of a woman whose mutilated body was found—literally in sections—floating in a river outside Salem. They identified the victim as a woman visiting relatives in the Salem area. The last time anyone had seen her alive, she had been having a drink at a popular restaurant. The only physical evidence Byrnes and Kominek had was a receipt from a local dump, but the two detectives used that—and a lot of legwork—to trace the killer, a recent parolee from the Oregon State Penitentiary. The man had been sent up a dozen years before for an almost identical crime. His victims were all strangled and then dismembered.

			“Jim and I worked the same way—all-out. That usually meant thirty-six to forty-eight hours at a stretch, without sleep, until we found our killer. You can always catch up on sleep, but you can’t afford to give murderers the luxury of time.”

			Kominek and Byrnes worked together for two years, a period of epidemic violent crime in Marion
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