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  Introduction


  The Bulloch case is not one of those modern morality tales called a murder mystery or true crime story in which evil is so satisfyingly punished and good rewarded. The story of Dennis Bulloch is the reverse. It is the story of Prince Charming turning into the frog.


  But in this sad story there is one atavistic folktale or moral: Don’t judge by appearances. Judging by the jury verdict in the first trial, we have not progressed much from ancient prejudices in which people who were beautiful were believed good and the misshapen evil.


  There are three reasons why Dennis Bulloch is not on death row today: He is exceptionally good-looking, especially for a criminal defendant. His criminal defense attorney succeeded at an impossible task. And the jurors chose to believe the unbelievable.


  Their verdict was doubly ironic. An essential part of St. Louis is its inherent Midwestern values. That terminal status anxiety one finds on the East Coast where one’s real worth seems to be one’s net worth does not operate here. The people with real class here are those who treat everyone the same. They may have several sets of silver, but they use only one set of manners. They do not have to run an acquaintance through a “power” computer to determine if the person is worth consideration.


  But to Dennis Bulloch, to be decent to the “unimportant” was like overpaying his taxes. To Dennis, to be decent was to be ordinary and to be ordinary was failure.


  Dennis achieved his goals. He is not ordinary.


  The jury verdict in 1987 so outraged me I began this book a month later. It was a why-done-it and an examination of legal issues. Then key issues and themes emerged. Why was there no sympathy for the victim? Why is such violence against women condoned? If Americans become more aware that domestic violence can lead to murder, will the verdicts become more just? Had there been a shelter for abused women near her home and had she gone to one for sanctuary and counseling, would Julie Bulloch's life have been saved? How bad were the scars left on the families and friends by this crime? What good qualities were there in a man who had no conscience? Was there anyone who could always count on Dennis’s loyalty?


  With one exception, Ed Schollmeyer, a high school chum, Dennis’s friends and former friends and teachers who were interviewed asked that they not be identified. They are afraid Dennis will violently revenge himself on their children or themselves Julie Bulloch’s friends and brother who were interviewed asked for the same protections. Consequently, not only have the names of these people been changed, so have physical appearances and occupations.


  


  To make this book read more easily, three conversations were reconstructed, based on interviews: the one between Lt. Niere and the firefighters and police officers at the crime scene May 6, 1986, in Chapter One; the scene with Julie and her father in Chapter Five; the conversations with her brother and mother in Chapter Six. Other dialogue, including that in Dennis’s amatory exercise in assault and his beating of his first wife the night she left him, follows police reports, pre-trial depositions, trial testimony, and conversations repeated to me during interviews.


  Quotations from Dennis’s letters and diary have been paraphrased, except when used as evidence in the three trials. Then, the citations are a matter of public record. Similarly, most quotations from Julie’s diaries and audiotape have been paraphrased.
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  Part One


  The Bride’s Homicide and the Bridegroom’s Suicide


  May 6-May 11, 1986


  


  One


  The Fire


  May 6, 1986


  A police dispatcher had called Lt. Dennis Niere at home at five forty-five that morning. “Lt. Niere, there’s a suicide in a fire on White Tree Lane,” she had blurted.


  “Have the officers at the scene process it,” Niere had told her. With that response, he had gone back to sleep. He was on vacation, and he did not need to check out someone who had overdosed.


  At six, the dispatcher had called back.


  “Lieutenant, I’m sorry to bother you again,” her voice was tense. “Now we have two bodies. One’s real bad.”


  That message jarred Niere out of bed and caused him to fumble for his glasses.


  A double suicide? he thought. How often do you have two people willing to die at the same time?


  As he sped along in his car over quiet country roads, Lt. Niere found it ironic that on such a clear, cool morning in May he was hurrying to a crime scene in Ballwin, Missouri. A pleasant suburb in far west St. Louis County, Ballwin had not had a murder case in eleven years, not since 1975. Ballwin was an All-American suburb of old frame farmhouses and newer colonial-style homes flanked by large graceful trees. Niere had been raised around there on his family’s farm. The area remained semi-rural.


  The police lieutenant swung his long, thin body out of the car and walked past the fire trucks to 251 White Tree Lane, trying to imagine who could possibly kill himself or herself here. Everything was so precise, pretty, and nice.


  The pastoral scene was shattered by an early morning melee of fire fighters stomping around, rolling up their hoses, and police detectives combing the house. Other officers kept away the neighbors who shuffled about in their robes and slippers. Lt. Niere marched past the clusters of people on the lawns and driveway.


  He could barely see. With the smoke still so thick and dark, a pair of enormous searchlights had been set up. He could hardly hear the patrolman talking to him with the sound of two giant fans whirring like helicopters to clear the smoke from the garage and house.


  “Watch out, Denny,” a firefighter called out as Niere walked into the garage. “It’s so hot in there, the cars caught on fire and their tires melted.”


  “Wait till he sees it,” another firefighter called out.


  “You’ve never seen anything like it before,” added a third man, wiping his forehead.


  The fans could not cool the intense heat from the now extinguished blaze. Niere squinted, trying to see in the dark as the hot air steamed his tinted aviator-style glasses. He wiped them as he moved on briskly; he had to see what was there. What could be so shocking?


  He stood before a dark shape. As his eyes adjusted to what lay before him, his jaw dropped. It took a minute to register.


  Smoke curled from the charred stubs of the feet that were sticking high into the air. Niere stepped back to take in the entire scene. Two cars flanked an overturned old-fashioned rocking chair. Strapped into it was the blackened corpse of a nude woman.


  Niere felt revulsion, then sadness. His sixteen years with the Ballwin police and two before that in Vietnam had trained him to be professional, but nothing could have prepared him for this sight or the stench of burning flesh. The odor in the two-hundred-degree heat forced him outside for air. Fortunately, he thought, it was cool even for a May day in St. Louis, only about seventy degrees and breezy.


  Then, gathering his camera and strobe light, he forced himself back into the garage to methodically shoot his department’s set of evidence photos. As he moved about, holding his breath, he realized this was no double suicide. What firefighters had thought was a second body turned out to be chunks of garage dry wall that had crashed in sections onto piles of books.


  Was the corpse that of a suicide?


  Or a murder?


  Niere called his men over. “What do you have on this woman? What do her neighbors say?”


  “She’s Julia Miller Bulloch,” said one of the men on the scene. “They call her ‘Julie.’ Thirty-one years old.”


  “We’ll still need a positive ID by the family,” Niere reminded them, and then: “Her face is burnt beyond recognition. What else?”


  “Supposed to be a real nice lady. Kinda shy. A loner. Likes to putter around her house a lot, a real homebody,” said another officer.


  A detective butted in. “But she’s no housewife. Neighbors say she’s an executive with the phone company. Big salary. Worked downtown. Just got married.”


  “Denny, we’re trying to reach her husband now,” the other police officer said. “He works at Price Waterhouse. He’s in St. Paul or Minneapolis on business. Left yesterday. Name’s Dennis Bulloch.”


  One neighbor, Molly Flowers, had told police that she and Julie Bulloch had been close. Close enough to know that Julie had been depressed lately. Detectives had found anti-depressants on her night table.


  “She must have swallowed the pills, set the fire and waited in that chair to die,” said one officer who had glimpsed the corpse from a distance. No one had seen the body close up.


  Digesting all of this, Niere walked back into the garage to the wall behind the cars so that he could face the body. He could make out some material on the body beneath the black coating of the melted tire rubber and the dry wall. The lower face and body of the corpse were wrapped in tape. Neat, even rows bound the arms to the chair. More crisscrossed the chest, leaving the breasts exposed. Yards more were wound around the jaw and mouth. The rows were all as even and precise as if a surgeon had wrapped her up. The only untidy portions were the strips hanging from the legs of the chair, the rest apparently having burned off the woman’s calves. Niere crouched down to look at the arms more closely.


  He frowned. Large sections of blue tape were wound about each wrist and elbow. What in God’s name is this? he asked himself. What was a bound body doing in the garage in a fire?


  He strode over to the detectives.


  “Julie Bulloch couldn’t have killed herself,” Niere said. “How could she have taped herself to that chair?”


  They nodded.


  “Besides,” Niere continued, “most suicidal women are not violent. This is murder.”


  “But Denny,” said one of the officers, “we’ve checked. There are no signs of forced entry—no break-ins into the house or garage. Besides, her husband’s out of town. Spouses are the first line of suspects.”


  Niere shook his head. “Here’s this nice girl with a good job. She lives in a nice house in a nice part of town. We have a crime rate here of almost nil. And this lady becomes the victim of some bizarre murder. With lots of tape, no less.”


  He felt frustrated. There went his family vacation. His wife Brenda and their two children would be disappointed. Although he did not even want a vacation with this case pending, he knew he could not do anything to solve it yet. There was nothing to go on until the medical examiner performed the autopsy and ruled on the cause of death.


  A few minutes later, the ME’s (medical examiner’s) investigator pulled up in his van. The corpse was carried into the driveway for the evidence unit to photograph and examine in day-light, Niere directed some fifteen officers to hold up sheets and blankets, which had been taken from the woman’s home, the fire trucks and the investigator’s van, to protect Mrs. Bulloch’s last shred of privacy as the evidence men performed their grisly chores.


  By now it was seven o’clock in the morning and there were media milling about the front lawn, along with curiosity-seekers and schoolchildren. The police patiently held the bed and stretcher linens until the evidence men were finished. One neighbor likened the linens to the famous “Running Fence,” the miles of fabric running along in the West like a billowing Great Wall of China, created by the sculptor Christos in the 1970s. The line of sheets also marked the last time Julie Bulloch, a notoriously private woman, enjoyed any right to privacy. The Fourth Amendment does not extend to the dead, and they lack the additional privacy protections granted their killers.


  Julie’s next-door neighbor covered her face with her hands and cried as her friend’s remains were loaded into the investigator’s van and the doors were closed.


  Alone, Niere walked through the one-story brick and frame house. It was eerie—silent and dark. All the electrical wires had been cut by the firefighters to prevent an explosion. Niere could see their handprints along the walls, marks they had left when they were forced to feel their way like blind men through the dense smoke. The smoke damage was so extensive that Niere could not distinguish the colors of some of the rooms.


  He found the master bedroom cozy but strange. As far as he could tell, it had all been carefully color coordinated and decorated in shades of rose, pale green, and cream fabrics. On the outer wall were a pair of needlepoint gingham dog and calico cat pictures. On one nightstand lay copies of Fortune and Money magazines, an annotated copy of The Denial of Death, by Ernest Becker, and an advanced computer manual. Julie Bulloch’s jeans and panties lay crumpled on the floor between her dresser and the foot of the bed. The queen-sized bed was unmade and six pillows were strewn about, with a seventh still plumped up at the head.


  Tossed on the daybed and the carpet were a man’s white shirt and suit pants with an official-looking, plastic-coated identification badge attached to the belt. What looked like a vibrator and a roll of toilet paper were on top of the television. Niere wondered what had been going on.


  In contrast to that mess was the military-tidy second bedroom with its lacy bed hangings and even rows of mint-condition antique dolls. Niere guessed it was Julie’s old room, before she was married. A next-door neighbor, Molly Flowers, had told him Julie had grown up in this house with her younger brother and their parents.


  Niere called in officers to check the closets and drawers, while others were dispatched to draw up lists of people to be interviewed: friends, colleagues, relatives, dry cleaners, cleaning women, hairdressers, doctors, former boyfriends, jewelers, anyone whose name appeared in Mrs. Bulloch’s meticulous address and engagement books found in her handbag on the kitchen table. Additional forces would canvass the entire neighborhood: Had early-morning joggers or newspaper boys seen or heard anything unusual? A pre-dawn scream, a car screeching, a person running, a gunshot? Arson specialists would determine how the fire was started and what accelerant was used to ignite such an inferno.


  Everyone at the crime scene that Tuesday morning, May 6, 1986, assumed that Julie Bulloch had died in the fire.


  It appeared that way. No one could have survived it.


  The first clue would come from the medical examiner. It would be both a shock and a portent of what was to come.


  Two


  “A Straight Upper-Middle Class Girl”


  May 6-May 7, 1986


  As his alarm clock went off Tuesday morning, Carter Miller, Jr., heard the sound of a fire engine. He was getting out of the shower when his sister’s neighbor on White Tree Lane phoned. “Carter, something terrible has happened,” she said. “A fire at the house.”


  Shaking, Carter woke up his wife Judy, who drove him to 251 White Tree Lane, where he had been raised and where his newlywed sister Julie Bulloch now lived. The fire was out, but Carter was not allowed inside. Watching the police wind yellow barrier tape across the doors and windows, Carter felt like an outsider. He asked what had happened. There was no answer.


  Where was Julie? His former neighbor Molly Flowers came out of her house next door. She went over and put her arms around Carter.


  A tall man in jeans and aviator glasses slowly walked over to Carter and introduced himself. He smelled of smoke. He said he was Lt. Denny Niere of the Ballwin Police Department. Soft-spoken and sad-eyed, he told Carter his sister had died. They believed she had been killed in the fire. Carter crumbled in his wife’s arms.


  It was not until they watched the evening television news that Carter learned his sister had died naked and taped to her bedroom rocking chair. Carter kicked in the television set.


  Autopsies of suspicious deaths in St. Louis County usually are performed the day the body is discovered. Usually the following day the cause—natural, accidental, suicide, homicide or undetermined—is released. Ninety-seven percent of the cases are easy. The person died from a heart attack, a fall, a knifing. It is the circumstances that can be hard to determine. In the Bulloch case, the medical examiner himself, Dr. George Gantner, walked into the morgue in the basement of St. Louis County Hospital to perform the autopsy a little before eleven on the morning of the fire.


  This would be about his five thousandth autopsy. Dr. Gantner looked at the ghastly sight in the charred chair. He immediately wondered whether a fire had been set to cover up a murder. His curiosity was aroused.


  With his glasses slipping off his snub-nose, his shock of straight dark hair tumbling into his round beaming face, George Gantner, an ebullient man, looked like the Norman Rockwell prototype of a genial general practitioner who drives forty miles in a snowstorm to deliver a baby. So much for appearances. A specialist in forensic pathology—cases of violent death or unknown causes reported to the police—Dr. Gantner was the highly regarded medical examiner of both St. Louis City and County. Under his aegis, the headquarters of the National Association of Medical Examiners was established at St. Louis University Medical Center, where he served on the faculty.


  Having performed the autopsies on about ten fire-related deaths a year in his thirty-year career, the pathologist would know immediately whether Julie Bulloch had died in the blaze in her garage.


  But first he would have to get to the corpse. She was so smothered in tape, the lab assistants had to cut Julie Bulloch from the rocking chair in which she had died.


  Caucasians who die in fires have telltale pink skin, from the carbon monoxide poisoning. Mrs. Bulloch’s skin was not visible, the flesh buried beneath layers of greasy soot, or yards of adhesive tape. Despite the stench of burnt flesh and the nauseating odor of soot, Gantner’s assistants carefully cut and unwound yards of tape. It was like an archeological excavation. The body was as precisely wrapped as that of a mummy. Beneath the tape, the unburnt skin of the corpse was revealed. Hers was clean and fair, not the pink complexion of a fire victim.


  The doctor and his assistants continued probing the burnt remains. The inferno had literally cooked much of the victim’s flesh. It was burnt and split in places like a charred hotdog. The feet and ankles had burned down to the bone. The earlobes and nipples, being of high water content, had popped. The heat had caused the facial capillaries to break, creating a raw-red mask from her nose through her eyes. Fortunately for the investigator, the interned organs were undamaged. There was no evidence of soot in the throat or lungs, which further proved Mrs. Bulloch was dead before she had been dumped into the inferno.


  While one technician snapped away, taking seventy photographs for the ME’s files, another assistant measured the yardage of the tape. There was forty-seven feet of tape wound on her arms: twenty-nine feet of white one-and-a-half-inch adhesive tape on the right arm along with three feet of vinyl-coated blue tape. The left arm was bound with fourteen feet of the white tape and three and a half feet of blue tape. More than thirty feet of tape were wrapped as neatly as on a Christmas present around the victim’s face and hair. The yardage strapping Julie to her chair and crisscrossing her breast in an X-shape went unmeasured.


  Some pieces could not be quantified: those scraps hanging pathetically to the legs of the chair. There was no way to tell if the charred stubs of her feet and legs had been taped too. The assistants wondered what the blue tape on the arms signified. And why so much tape?


  Dr. Gantner gave the signal to cut away and remove the thirty feet of tape wound about the skull from chin to nostrils. No matter how painstakingly his assistants unwrapped the corpse, pieces of skin and hanks of hair were pulled off on the sticky tape. The ME wondered how a woman could have allowed herself to be wrapped up like that. And go to her executive office at Southwestern Bell the next morning.


  As he pried open the jaws of the body, his eyebrows shot up in amazement. Two chunks of white material popped out. They were plumped up, swollen with saliva. Unraveled, they proved to be pieces of ordinary white terrycloth. The medical examiner deduced that they had been forced in under pressure to have come out like that. They were gags that had pushed her tongue so far back that breathing was impossible. The pathologist had his official cause of death: asphyxiation.


  Was it murder?


  How long did Julie live after she was gagged? The pathologist estimated she could have breathed for a while, depending upon the position of the gags and her head. But if the gags were placed in the front of her mouth and her tongue were shoved back immediately, Julie would have lived eight excruciating minutes before she suffered permanent brain damage and death. That would make her death definitely a murder. She had eight minutes to be rescued by whoever tied her up.


  Then there was the ridiculously excessive amount of tape, seventy-six feet at least. Dr. Gantner found the case more than a little challenging. He longed to drive back to his sunny university office, sit beneath his wall-wide collection of primitive masks from around the world, light his pipe, read the forensic literature on erotic fatalities—and think.


  This was the first sexual bondage homicide in the metropolitan area, even the region. Erotic deaths, by nature, are rare. Most are autoerotic—some teenager thinks he will have a great orgasm if he partially hangs himself, after which he can safely be released. But the safety mechanism fails.


  There were few known cases of erotic deaths with a partner because the latter usually acts as a fail-safe. Julie Bulloch was the first case of a woman’s dying during partner bondage—indeed, the first woman ever in America. Whoever was with Julie the night before had fatally betrayed her. And this was more than mere bondage.


  It was sadomasochistic for two reasons. The blue tape at her wrists and elbows symbolized shackles. Secondly, the amount was wildly excessive; entire rolls of tape to restrain a woman of five foot two, weighing in at a hundred and twenty-five pounds.


  There was no way to tell if the victim had fought the person gagging and binding her. The burning of the body eliminated any telltale bruises or abrasions. The fire also erased her assailant’s fingerprints on her skin and the tapes.


  What bothered Dr. Gantner most were the gags, more so than bizarre sexual rituals. It was obvious to him that the deceased’s mouth was taped last because, once she was dying, her arms would not have swollen as they had. And had her arms been free, she would have freed herself from the gags. Once the woman began to choke, she would have made noises to her partner.


  What was this person doing while Julie Bulloch was slowly suffocating?


  Was this a homicide—any purposeful death, from self-defense to murder-for-hire? Lt. Niere and the other officers were waiting to find out if they had a case. About two and a half hours after he had begun the autopsy, Dr. Gantner called Lt. Niere.


  “She didn’t die in the fire. Death was caused by the two gags,” Dr. Gantner said. “I’m ruling this a homicide.”


  The fact that Julie Bulloch died before the fire was not released immediately. Indeed, most of the police officers working the case thought she had died in the fire. Top investigators believed if they withheld that nugget of information, it would help catch Mrs. Bulloch’s killer.


  As the ME’s van had taken the body to the morgue, Lt. Niere had realized this investigation would overwhelm the tiny Ballwin Police Department. In charge of the department while the chief attended a conference, Niere had requested activation of the Major Case Squad, a confederation of three hundred officers from ninety-six police and sheriff departments through bi-state Missouri and Illinois. (St. Louis City Police assists the Major Case Squad, but does not call upon it—the city having its own superbly successful homicide, sex crimes, bomb and arson, and vice departments. Unique for a big city, St. Louis PD is basically uncorrupt and clean.) The Major Case Squad is usually called for felony murder. Very fast, very efficient, the Major Case Squad solves eighty-six percent of its cases, usually within five days. Because of the complexity of the Bulloch case, all thirty-four officers stayed on the investigation for three weeks compiling information.


  Before noon, detectives began combing the house at 251 White Tree, canvassing the neighborhood and calling colleagues at Southwestern Bell and the names found in Julie’s phone book. Her killer was someone she knew, for there had been no break-in. The police were waiting for more clues from her widower, Dennis Bulloch, a Price Waterhouse consultant, who was out of town.


  The state fire marshal, who investigates arson cases, went over the fire scene. There was a rag stuffed into the tailpipe of Julie's car and secured with tape, and two gas cans along the wall of the garage. The fire marshal also found a metal pot lid with burned matter, and wondered what it was doing in the garage.


  In the nearby kitchen, police sifted through papers they found in Mrs. Bulloch’s handbag on the kitchen table, and other papers there and in the trash. Inside an envelope addressed to Dennis Bulloch were a house survey and a 1984 appraisal of Julie’s jewelry for more than $44,000. To-do lists in Dennis’s handwriting were tacked onto the refrigerator. His wife dutifully had crossed out her tasks as she completed them: “Peel carrots, refinance papers, check gutters, honeymoon plans … P.S. Did you get insurance forms etc. from work? P.P.S. I know I can’t think of everything—we’ve both been through a disaster and should know what to do to preserve it.”


  Posthumous minutiae of a marriage. Being a detective was like being a ghost who suddenly materializes amidst the most intimate details of people’s daily lives.


  On the kitchen counter was a cork from a wine bottle. Inside the refrigerator was a corked green bottle of Veuve Clicquot Ponsardin, Brut, 1972. Most of the wine had been drunk. That champagne, Carter Miller had told police, had been one of his wedding gifts, brought back from his own honeymoon, that he had given his sister. Carter was in shock.


  Julie’s bridegroom, Dennis Bulloch, did not know what to think. He had been in St. Paul since the day before, Monday morning, May 5, when he and several colleagues from Price Waterhouse had flown up for an audit. Married for only ten weeks, he now was a thirty-two-year-old widower.


  His boss, Jim Macke, had brought him home on a plane and taken him straight to the police. Hoping for leads, two Major Case detectives, Michael Thompson and Tony Daniele, interviewed Dennis in the squad trailer parked outside the Ballwin Police Department. The officers taped two of the three interviews, assuming Dennis would provide the name of a possible suspect.


  Dennis Bulloch, in his dark suit, white button-down, and rep tie, appeared rigid, prosperous, reliable; the type who paid his bills in full the day the statements came. What one would expect from a Price Waterhouse man. He appeared the master of self-control. It was appearance only.


  Dennis: (Pathetically) I cried for sooo long… .


  Officer: Dennis, this is a possible homicide… If you would help just a little bit…


  Dennis: (Hitting noises, whining and screaming) You don’t understand! You don’t understand! (Sixty seconds of piercing wailing like a five-year-old sent to bed without dessert.) Ahhhhh-ohhhh-ah-ah-ahhhh.


  Officer: (Into recorder) It’s 4:39. Interview went kaput.


  Thompson and Daniele took Dennis to another room to be more comfortable. Dennis put his head down, refused to talk, and went to sleep. Forty-five minutes later, he was back in control. The police switched on their tape recorder and drove Dennis to 251 White Tree Lane to see if he found anything strange at the crime scene. He noticed that one of the VCRs was unplugged.


  Dennis: Oh it breaks me up. Is it a burglary? … (Sobs) A lot of damage? I tried to convince her not to talk to these people. …


  Officer: What people are we talking about?


  Dennis: There’s a army guy. She said they’re great friends. (Sobs) There’s a guy named Jim … and Mike in Eureka … (Sob. Sob. Sob.) A guy who cut the grass. (Dennis explained that his wife only used first names in referring to her friends.)


  Officer: Who would she have let into the house? …


  Dennis: She didn’t say any names. What she said was (sniffles, pause), “If, if you don’t want to stay home and take care of me I know somebody who can.” …


  Officer: Were there old boyfriends?


  Dennis: She said they were just friends…


  Thompson tried another tack. Who were her best friends? Again, Dennis answered that Julie never named surnames. He explained, “We spent a lot of time together, the time I was not working… .”


  While Dennis was unable to provide any names of possible suspects, he suggested that the police hunt for Julie’s diary. “If you find the diary, it will provide you insight.”


  Detective Thompson lowered his voice. “I have a poignant question. Any suicide attempts?”


  Dennis: She talked about pills and carbon monoxide.


  Officer: Do you know if she ever tried it?


  Dennis: She said (very very long pause), she said she did …


  “Was it suicide?” Dennis asked.


  “Don’t blame yourself,” said the cop kindly, “it’s nothing you’ve done.”


  Dennis whimpered, “That’s right. That’s what I’ve been thinking all afternoon. That it was.”


  As the state fire marshal poked around, the police asked Dennis about the wiring to the six television sets and several recorders. Dennis explained he had set the timer to record Monday night’s ending of a two-part series Julie was watching. That series was on serial killer Ted Bundy.


  Dennis: Was anything missing?


  Officer: Any jewelry?


  Dennis: She had gobs. … It was in a chestnut jewelry box.


  (Describes box at length.) Is that missing, too? (Describes costliness of some pieces.) We were trying to consolidate our insurance. (Tone changes.) You say the house burned?


  Dennis went on to explain that “she” (whom he never called by name or “my wife”) had a life insurance policy for $13,000 dollars with Prudential, where she once had worked, in addition to a $39,000 policy at Southwestern Bell, which was commensurate with her annual salary. He told police that they had an 385,000-dollar joint savings account, of which $21,000 dollars came from the sale of his house on Stanford Drive in University City, and $64,000 Julie had inherited from her parents. The detective asked how Dennis knew so much about their insurance.


  Dennis snapped, “That was the way I was brought up—security conscious.”


  Detective Thompson asked who was the beneficiary of Julie’s life insurance policies. Dennis said, “She was in the process of changing it over. I don’t know exactly. Her brother does.”


  The detective asked Dennis how he had met his wife and when. Dennis said, “The end of September.”


  Then, he had a question. “Is this going on much longer? I’m really nauseous and I haven’t eaten dinner,” he complained. The police continued anyway. He said wistfully, “I just thought (long pause) everything was going to work out so nicely.” He explained that she did not have a dining room set but he did, so that worked out well.


  Officer: Any sex aids?


  Dennis: I know she had some. A vibrator. She was kind of liberated …


  Officer: There wouldn’t be any chance of a hidden side to her sexually? … Sex clubs she belonged to?


  Dennis: (Long pause) Not that I know!


  Officer: We have to ask—any names to go on?


  Dennis: I don’t have any names. But she did have (chokes), I can’t believe I’m talkin’ about this stuff!


  Officer: (Kindly) Don’t worry. We’re used to it.


  Dennis: I’m not. (Keeps choking.)


  Officer: We hate to say it… It’s part of the investigation…


  Dennis: (Very, very long pause) There wasn’t anything sexual, was it?


  Officer: We don’t know. Anything that would help?


  Dennis: (Deep sigh) Sure. She had these books.


  Officer: Didn’t belong to any clubs?


  Dennis: Not that I know of. As far as I know, she’s a straight, upper-middle class girl!


  Dennis and his parents were eating lunch the next day, May 7, at the Pancake House near the Ballwin Police Station, when Lt. Niere and some detectives wearily filed in to compare notes over food and coffee. Niere was surprised by Dennis’s parents. He had expected a distinguished executive with steel-gray hair in a gray summer worsted suit and a frosted-haired matron in proper navy linen dress draped with an expensive silk scarf and accented with heavy gold jewelry.


  As preppy as Dennis Bulloch appeared, his family was strictly blue-collar: a father in denim work clothes and a 1950’s crewcut which prefigured the retro style, and a mother in a print polyester pantsuit the color of Jordan almonds with little crosses in her ears and a Mamie Eisenhower perm on her dyed, flat-brown hair. Dennis squirmed when he saw the police officers looking at him. He seemed ashamed of his parents.


  Overhearing their conversation, Niere was shocked. Using the tone with which teachers lecture naughty schoolchildren, the Bullochs harped at their son: He must invest his wife’s-estate in stocks and bonds. His mother shrilly added, “You can’t just leave that house empty. Sell it fast or it will depreciate in value.” Dennis did not answer. He was not listening.


  Three


  “Did I Tell You I Was Married?”


  May 7-May 10, 1986


  Carter Miller, Jr., rolled up his sleeves. Exhausted and numb, he still had work to do. Because his sister had known her killer—there was no forced entry into her house and the massive taping was too neat to have been done while the victim was under duress—and because he had been in town the night she died, Major Case detectives suggested that Carter take a lie detector test to clear himself. Not that he was a suspect, just to spare him more grief.


  From midnight until five A.M., May 7, Carter took and retook a polygraph. The examiner said he had not answered truthfully to the questions: Did you set fire? Did you tape Julie to the rocker? Did you cause her death? Carter kept asking his own questions: Why her? Why that night? Why me?


  Finally, Carter passed, but at a horrible price. His answers to other questions eroded his marriage and checked his career.


  An early suspect was Dennis Bulloch’s first wife, Karen Toksvig, an executive at Southwestern Bell where his second wife had also worked. Karen’s possible motive was the jealousy of an ex-wife.


  Within days, the detectives eliminated her as a suspect, but there was no relief for her from the media. Hungry for any nibbles on the crime story of the decade, reporters tracked her down at her grandparents’ where she had gone for refuge, and even onto the seventh hole of the golf course where an aggressive reporter sent a message saying it was an emergency. Karen paid a lawyer $2,000 to fend off such attacks.


  It was three A.M. and Denny Niere could not sleep. Although it had been past two when he eased himself into bed, he lay there staring into the darkness. He kept seeing the blackened image of Julie Bulloch bound to her chair.


  This was worse than Vietnam, where Niere’s dead comrades had been mourned properly. Julie had not. Her widower never asked to see her, never asked, as relatives of murder victims do, “Tell me, tell me, did she die in pain? Was it over fast? Did she suffer long?” Dennis Bulloch had asked nothing about his dead wife. Only about her property.


  On Thursday, May 8, the Major Case Squad called Dennis Bulloch at his parents’ home, where he was staying, for more help. His parents had no idea where he had gone. Nor did anyone else. The Major Case Squad and Lt. Niere gave up trying to find him.


  Hating this part of his job, Lt. Niere sucked in his breath and called Carter Miller. Someone had to formally identify his sister’s remains.


  To ease the gruesome task, Lt. Niere ordered a police car to drive Carter to the county morgue. Carter feared seeing the corpse: This was his big sister, his last living close relative, the person who had always been there for him. How would he react?
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