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Dedication

For Ann Hennigan,

a vital part of our team

since the beginning




Epigraph

Everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms—to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way. . . .

And there were always choices to make.

For what then matters is to bear witness to the uniquely human potential at its best, which is to transfer a personal tragedy into a triumph, to turn one’s predicament into a human achievement.

—Dr. Viktor E. Frankl




Prologue

It had already been a busy day for Shari Smith. After rushing through breakfast and her parents’ mandatory short devotional and prayer session for her and her fifteen-year-old brother, Robert, she’d raced to school for practice for Lexington High’s Class of 1985 graduation at the University of South Carolina’s Carolina Coliseum on Sunday. She and Andy Aun had been selected to sing “The Star-Spangled Banner,” so they had to rehearse with Mrs. Bullock, the chorus teacher. Once she got out of school, the rest of the day would be an unending sprint from one activity to the next, much, but not all of it, in preparation for the senior class trip—a cruise to the Bahamas the following week.

Shari loved to sing, and at Lexington High she’d been the jazz band soloist, a chorus member, and a singer and dancer in the stage choir. She’d made All State Chorus Honors her sophomore and junior years and participated in the Governor’s School for the Arts as a senior. That was all in addition to three years of student council. She had auditioned for a singing and dancing job for the summer at Carowinds amusement park up on the state line with North Carolina, southwest of Charlotte, where her older and look-alike sister, Dawn, was already performing. Despite the fact that they seldom took high school students, Shari had won a place, and she had looked forward to spending the summer performing with Dawn, who was living in Charlotte in an apartment with two roommates for the summer, and like Dawn, to majoring in voice and piano at Columbia College in Columbia, South Carolina. The two stunning, blue-eyed blondes had regularly sung solos and duets at Lexington Baptist Church where the Smiths belonged, and the Smith Sisters, as they came to be called, had fulfilled numerous requests to sing at other churches in the area. Shari liked to practice her dancing on the paved basketball court in front of the garage when Robert wasn’t shooting hoops. Sometimes she would bring their mom and dad out to be her audience.

But Shari’s dreams for the summer had been dashed. She had spent several weekends at Carowinds learning her routines for the country show. After only a few rehearsals, she became hoarse and had trouble projecting. Her mom and dad had taken her to a throat specialist, who gave them the bad news: Shari had developed nodules on her vocal cords. She would need complete voice rest for two weeks and no singing after that for another six. Shari was heartbroken that she would not be able to work at Carowinds that summer. The only consolation was that she’d be joining Dawn at Columbia College in the fall.

At about ten o’clock that morning, Shari called her mom from school and said she would call again when she was leaving so they could meet up at the bank to get traveler’s checks for her trip. She called again around eleven o’clock, saying she was not yet ready but would call back soon. Their parents generally insisted she and Robert call in frequently to let them know where they were, but that was one of the rules she didn’t object to, because Shari liked to talk. For the yearbook’s Senior Superlatives, Shari had been voted Wittiest. She’d also been voted Most Talented, but you weren’t allowed two superlatives, so she’d relinquished that one to another girl, who was thrilled with the honor.

There was still so much to do to get ready.

About 11:30 A.M., Shari called home again and said her mom could meet her in half an hour at the South Carolina National Bank branch in the Lexington Town Square shopping center. Shari asked her to bring her a bathing suit and towel for the pool party she was going to at her friend Dana’s house a few miles away in Lake Murray after the bank. She could change out of her baggy white shorts and black-and-white-striped pullover top when she got to her house.

At the bank, Shari connected with her boyfriend, Richard Lawson, and her good friend Brenda Boozer. She was so happy to be surrounded by three people she felt so close to. After getting the traveler’s checks, Shari and Brenda headed over to the party with Richard, leaving their cars in the shopping center parking lot.

Shari called from Dana’s at about 2:30 that afternoon and said she was coming home, throwing a shirt and shorts on over her two-piece bathing suit before she and Brenda left with Richard. About fifteen minutes later the trio got back to the shopping center, where Brenda and Shari could each retrieve their cars. Brenda said goodbye, and Shari and Richard sat in his car for a little while by themselves. Then Shari got into her own little blue Chevy Chevette hatchback and took off for home, with Richard following her until she turned down Highway 1, heading toward Red Bank.

The Smiths lived out in the country, in a house they built on twenty acres of land on Platt Springs Road, about ten miles outside of Lexington. The house was set back from the road on a rise, up from the 750-foot-long driveway, so there was plenty of privacy. The girls weren’t thrilled about moving from their previous home on a cul-de-sac in the comfortable Irmo community in Columbia, where their friends were close by and their schools only a mile away, but their dad had been raised in the country, and he thought it would be the best way to raise his own children. At their new home, there was enough land to build a swimming pool and for Dawn and Shari to keep horses, though by the time Dawn left for college, Shari and Robert had become more interested in riding a small motorcycle around the property and the horses were sold. The two kids would ride, sometimes for hours at a time, playfully squabbling about who was getting more time on the bike. Despite her feminine, blond beauty and angelic singing voice, unlike Dawn—whom her younger sister used to tease as a “goody-goody”—Shari had a lot of tomboy in her.

Somewhere around 3:25, Shari pulled into the Smith driveway and stopped the Chevette to check for mail at the pole-mounted wooden mailbox, as she always did when she came home. Since it was only a few steps from the car, she kept the motor running and didn’t bother slipping on her black plastic jelly shoes.

It was Friday, May 31, 1985.

BOB AND HILDA SMITH HAD BEEN LOUNGING AROUND THE BACKYARD POOL WHEN Shari called to say she was leaving Dana’s party. They came in shortly after that so Bob could get ready for the golf game he’d scheduled. Bob, an engineer who had worked for the highway department, now sold electronic scoreboards and signs for a company called Daktronics and often worked at home. He also volunteered to minister in prisons and boys’ correctional schools. Dawn and Shari often accompanied him to sing. Hilda was a part-time substitute public school teacher.

As she glanced out the window, she saw Shari’s blue Chevette parked at the beginning of the driveway. When the car hadn’t moved after a few minutes, Hilda concluded Shari must have received a letter from Dawn and stopped to read it. Shari loved hearing from Dawn, and Hilda was more than a little afraid that Shari was living vicariously through her big sister since her summer plans to sing and dance at Carowinds had been wrecked by the vocal cord problem. Hilda and Bob were devoutly religious people and had tried to bring up their three children with the same reverence and faith. Shari was so shattered by not being able to be with Dawn that summer and share the stage with her that Hilda sometimes questioned why God had delivered such a big disappointment to her younger daughter.

About five minutes later, when the front door had not opened with a bubbly Shari rushing in, Bob looked out the window of his home office and saw her car still parked down by the road. That was odd. Hilda told him Shari was probably still sitting in the car reading a letter from Dawn, but Bob thought something must be wrong. Shari had a rare medical condition called diabetes insipidus, also known as water diabetes, that causes persistent thirst and the frequent need for urination, so there is a near-constant danger of life-threatening dehydration. There was no cure, but Shari took medicine that replaced vasopressin, the hormone that regulates fluid balance that her body couldn’t produce. When she was little, she had to have a painful shot with a large needle every other day. Later, thankfully, a nasal spray was developed to replace the injections. One container was always in Shari’s purse, with another kept in the refrigerator at home. If, for some reason, Shari had not taken her medicine, she could pass out and eventually become comatose. Whatever the reason she hadn’t come down the driveway yet, Bob was worried.

He quickly grabbed his keys, went to the garage, got into his own car, and headed down the long dirt driveway.

A few seconds later he was at the road. The driver’s side door of Shari’s car was open, and the motor was running. There were letters on the ground near the open mailbox. But he didn’t see Shari. He called out to her but got no answer. He looked inside the open car door. The towel Hilda had brought Shari was on the driver’s seat, Shari’s handbag was on the passenger seat, and her shoes were on the floor. Bob pulled open the top of the handbag and rummaged inside. Her wallet and medicine were still there.

In the dirt, bare footprints led from the car to the mailbox, but—ominously—there were none leading back.





Part 1

In Pursuit of a Killer




Chapter 1

MONDAY, JUNE 3, 1985

“Hey John.” Ron Walker, a member of our small team of profilers, was standing in the doorway. “We’ve got this kidnapping case coming in from Columbia, South Carolina. I just heard from the sheriff’s office and they want Behavioral Science Unit assistance.”

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“I got a call from Lewis McCarty, undersheriff of Lexington County. Sharon Faye Smith, seventeen-year-old high school senior, was abducted near the mailbox in front of her house last Friday afternoon. No paperwork yet, so I only know what I heard on the phone.”

“They sure she didn’t run off on her own?”

“Not the type, apparently. And her car was left running, her pocketbook with her wallet in it was on the seat, and she’s some kind of severe diabetic and her medicine, which she always has with her, was in the pocketbook, too. Plus, she was scheduled to graduate yesterday, sing the national anthem at the ceremony, and then take off on a senior class cruise to the Bahamas.”

Standing in front of my desk, he related the information McCarty had given him. The house was on a twenty-acre plot of land in a rural community known as Red Bank, about ten miles outside the town of Lexington, up a 750-foot driveway from Platt Springs Road. The teen, who went by Shari, had apparently stopped her car at the head of the driveway to pick up the mail. Letters to the Smiths were strewn on the ground, suggesting she was startled and overtaken. The dad, Robert Smith, known as Bob, called the sheriff’s department, which sent an officer to the house. There were no obvious prints or other forensic clues.

Sheriff James Metts put on the full-court press, organizing a large search effort, which over the weekend grew to include several hundred volunteers in addition to sheriff’s department officers, despite the stifling heat.

“We really don’t have much to go on yet,” Ron said. “Like I said, no paperwork. But the sheriff’s office asked the Columbia field office to open a case file. They’re submitting all of the required material that they have at this point to Columbia, and Columbia will send a package to us.”

Often, I’d found that local law enforcement was not particularly thrilled to have us consulting on a case. Either they were wary of the Bureau’s reputation for moving in and then claiming all the credit because they wanted to control the investigation on their own, or they were worried our analysis wouldn’t conform with the theory both the police and the community had firmly in mind.

Not so with this case. Jim Metts and Lewis McCarty were both graduates of the FBI’s National Academy, an eleven-week fellowship course for senior and experienced law enforcement personnel from around the nation and many overseas countries. The thirty-seven-year-old Metts had been sheriff for twelve years and was already an institution. He’d first been elected when he was twenty-five and had transformed the department from a sleepy rural office with no uniforms, cruisers, or procedures (deputies drove their own cars and wore whatever they liked) into a modern law enforcement agency. Originally an engineering student, he earned an advanced degree in criminology and taught university-level classes. Both Metts and McCarty had a high level of respect for the Bureau, the profiling program, and what they’d learned at Quantico. And once they’d become convinced that Shari Smith had been taken against her will, which didn’t take long, both men agreed on bringing in the local FBI field office and us up in Behavioral Science. Metts contacted the FBI’s Columbia, South Carolina, field office and spoke to the special agent in charge, or SAC, Robert Ivey, requesting Bureau involvement.

“The Columbia field office immediately ginned up their standard kidnapping protocol,” Ron said. “They’ve got agents at the house, they put trap and trace wiretaps on the phones, and they sent out a surveillance team. Everybody was sort of sitting around waiting for the ransom note. What they got instead were these phone calls, presumably from the UNSUB. The first one came around two twenty this morning. You can imagine what that did to the family. The mom took the call and took notes. After that, Metts’s office set up a recording device on all incoming calls to the house.”

“Was there a ransom demand?” I asked.

“Not from this guy. There was one call over the weekend demanding a ransom, but the sheriff’s office is convinced it was a hoax.” This kind of thing, seeing a grief-stricken family further victimized by an opportunist without a conscience, which unfortunately is not uncommon, always enrages me. If I had my way, they’d throw the book at every single one of them they catch.

Three days and no ransom demand, I reflected; that was a bad sign right there. You try to keep an open mind at the beginning of a case, but there are only two likely scenarios in a situation like this: You have a sexually motivated kidnapping, or you have a kidnapping for ransom; and either type could also involve an element of revenge, which is just one reason we look so closely into victimology. All kidnappings are harrowing ordeals, but by the very nature of the crime, with a money-motivated abduction, there has to be interaction with the victim’s family, which makes the perpetrator highly vulnerable. It doesn’t always mean the victim is returned safely, but the chances are better than with most other types of predatory crime, plus we almost always catch the perp. And to my knowledge, the FBI had never actually lost a ransom package. The outcome is usually much darker when we’re dealing with a sexually motivated kidnapping. In those cases, the offender’s often sadistic drive for power and complete control over his victim is the reason for the crime, and he has nothing more to gain and a lot to lose by letting the victim go and possibly identify him. In a kidnap for ransom, returning the victim safely is one side of the transaction, and while the victim can still be killed, either accidentally or intentionally, she or he stands a better chance.

At this time, my title was Profiling and Consultation Program Manager, and I shared an office with my old teaching partner, Robert Ressler. Bob and I had conducted the original prison interviews with violent predators while we were out conducting “road schools” around the country with local police departments and sheriff’s offices. He and I were focusing on serial killers and violent predators, with me on the operational side as manager of the Profiling and Consultation Program, and Bob on the research side as the first manager of VICAP—the Violent Criminal Apprehension Program that created a database of criminals and their specific traits throughout the United States.

My job represented the outcome of a philosophical debate that had been simmering within the Bureau ever since Bob and I first began our interviews. According to Bureau orthodoxy, the Academy was there to train FBI agents and the other law enforcement professionals who came there for courses and the FBI Academy Fellows program. Taking part in actual investigations, therefore, was not part of the Academy’s core mission. But after the previous generation of instructors in Applied Criminal Psychology began doing informal case consultations with law enforcement professionals they were teaching, the idea that Applied Criminal Psychology actually could be applied to real-life, ongoing cases began creating its own reality.

At a point, Bob and I had conducted enough prison interviews to feel we could start correlating what was going on in the offender’s mind before, during, and after a crime with the details of the crime scene, the victimology, and so forth. We then began gaining the confidence not only to start offering insights into an offender’s personality and behavior, but also to suggest proactive strategies local investigators might use to lure the unknown subject (or UNSUB, in our parlance) out into the open or get others who might have encountered or dealt with him to recognize him and come forward. That, essentially, was the beginning of the formal Profiling and Consultation Program at Quantico. Bob and I were soon joined, always on an informal basis since they were officially tied up with teaching and research, by Roy Hazelwood, a brilliant agent whose special area of expertise was interpersonal violence and who had gone down to Atlanta with me four years before to work ATKID-Major Case 30: the Atlanta Child Murders, and the equally brilliant Kenneth Lanning, who focused on crimes against children.

But the struggle for recognition of the program’s usefulness and for the resources we needed to expand it was ongoing. Behavioral Science Unit chief Roger L. Depue was a great champion for us and regularly went to bat on our behalf with the Academy and Headquarters brass. Roger, a Marine Corps veteran and former police chief in Michigan, felt strongly and repeatedly stated that rather than being a distraction from the Academy’s mission, consultation on active cases was the proof of concept that justified the viability of our research and instruction—and our very existence. Of course, this put a tremendous amount of pressure on both him and us to deliver the goods and show positive results, and thankfully we’d had some notable victories, in particular with the Atlanta Child Murders in 1981.

Not surprisingly, those early successes led to more requests for our profiling and consultative services. I had been the Bureau’s first full-time profiler, and for several years I was the only one; the workload quickly became overwhelming. In January 1983, I had gone to Jim McKenzie, the assistant FBI director in charge of the Academy, told him of my exhaustion, and pleaded for more full-time help. McKenzie was sympathetic, as well as being a firm supporter of the program, like Roger Depue. He’d managed to sell Headquarters on the idea by shifting around some manpower slots at Quantico. What this meant, in essence, was “stealing” bodies from other programs to get me my first four profilers: Ron Walker, Blaine McIlwaine, Jim Horn, and Bill Hagmaier.

Ron had come to us from the Washington field office (WFO). It was his first field assignment, which was rare, because the WFO is one of the most important field offices in the FBI network, but his background supported the posting. Like me, he was an Air Force veteran. Unlike me, he was an officer with eleven years on active duty, including flying F-4 fighter planes, and he would go on to another sixteen in the reserve, where he was involved with special investigations, security, law enforcement, base defense, and antiterrorism. In 1982, we were formalizing the profiling program and establishing a profile coordinator in each field office as a liaison to the Behavioral Science Unit in Quantico. Ron was tapped by the Training Division to be the WFO’s coordinator, even though he only had two years in the Bureau, because of his service record and master’s degree in psychology. I first met Ron during an in-service training he attended at the Academy, so when I was able to convince Jim McKenzie to up the profiling program’s manpower, Ron was a natural choice to join our team.

Now, as he stood before me, I asked, “Anyone working with you on this kidnapping?”

All the profilers had strong egos; that was a given in our occupation. To build on their confidence while protecting against its excesses, I liked having my team work together collegially and share ideas. So much of what we were doing was intuitive that I firmly believed the old adage about two heads being better than one, and Roger Depue encouraged this approach. Bob Ressler, on the other hand, preferred to work alone, with a proprietary protectiveness about his cases and projects. I can’t say that was wrong or didn’t produce some good results. It was just not the way I did things.

“Yeah, I looped in Jim,” Ron replied.

That seemed logical. Ron shared an office with Jim Wright who, like him, came over from the WFO. He had joined the unit when we were able to score three more profiling slots, after spending more than a year investigating the assassination attempt on President Ronald Reagan outside the Washington Hilton Hotel and preparing the case for trial. Later, when we established the Investigative Support Unit as a separate operational entity within Behavioral Science and I became its chief, Jim took over from me as profiling program manager and second-in-command of the unit. Ron and Jim were both becoming fine profilers.

Within the greater FBI establishment, we were a very small organization, and it’s important to understand the way, and the conditions under which, we worked. While we consulted on a wide variety of crimes—from extortion to kidnapping to sexual assault to serial murder—it quickly became a challenge to keep up with the hundreds of cases presented to us at any given time. Some could be handled with a simple phone call that suggested to local authorities the kind of person they should be looking for within a small field of suspects, and some were extremely involved and required extensive on-scene assessment and analysis, as Roy Hazelwood and I performed on the Atlanta Child Murders investigation, in cooperation with the area’s police departments and the FBI field office.

So, as early as when Bob Ressler and I undertook our study of incarcerated offenders, we realized that within the spectrum of violent and predatory crime, there were certain characteristics that made it more or less likely that what we did with behavioral profiling, criminal investigative analysis, and proactive strategies would be helpful in a given case, regardless of the type of crime involved. Under longtime director J. Edgar Hoover, the Bureau had developed a reputation for wanting to be involved in every crime that came to its attention. In our case, however, there was no sense in wasting our limited resources or the local law enforcement agency’s critical time if we had nothing to contribute. To put it in its simplest terms, the more common and ordinary a crime, the harder it is to solve using our methods.

Actually, it was our legendary and fictional forerunner Sherlock Holmes who stated it most plainly in an interchange between Holmes and Dr. Watson in “The Boscombe Valley Mystery,” which Arthur Conan Doyle published in Strand Magazine in 1891.

“Have you heard anything of the case?” [Holmes] asked.

“Not a word. I have not seen a paper for some days.”

“The London press has not had very full accounts. I have just been looking through all the recent papers in order to master the particulars. It seems, from what I gather, to be one of those simple cases which are so extremely difficult.”

“That sounds a little paradoxical.”

“But it is profoundly true. Singularity is almost invariably a clue. The more featureless and commonplace a crime is, the more difficult it is to bring it home.”

While motive or motivation is an important and interesting aspect of a violent crime, and something the jury almost always wants to hear about, it is often not very helpful in solving that crime. As Ron Walker noted when he first told me about the Shari Smith case, we knew the motive had to be money or some kind of sexual assault, possibly with a revenge element attached. And while it was important to figure out which it was, that alone wouldn’t tell us all that much. By the same token, the motive for a stickup in a dark alley is obvious, but not helpful in determining the perpetrator. That is why we almost never accepted felony murder cases—defined as a murder that takes place in the commission of another felony, such as a bank robbery—or other “routine” crimes. The circumstances and behavior displayed were just not distinctive enough for us to add much to the standard police investigation.

We looked at a number of critical components, some of which we’ve mentioned previously: victimology, along with any known verbal exchanges between the victim and perpetrator; crime scene indicators, such as any evidence of antecedent behavior or how the crime itself was carried out, how the body was disposed of and left, and evidence of postcrime behavior; how many crime scenes were involved; environment, place, and time; apparent number of offenders; degree of organization or disorganization; type of weapon(s); forensic evidence; personal items missing from the victim or purposely left at the crime scene or body disposal site; and medical examination of the living victim or postmortem examination of a deceased one. All of these factors help us profile an UNSUB and anticipate his—and it was almost always a “he” when it came to UNSUBs we would profile—next move. And the more we have to work with, the better able we are to help direct the local authorities’ investigation and hunt. Elements like the phone call to the Smith family early that morning from Shari’s presumed abductor gave us hope this UNSUB would give us plenty to work with in that regard.

Even with just the bare outlines of the case to work with, Ron and Jim had determined that it was doubtful the UNSUB just happened to drive by as Shari came home and stopped at the mailbox. That meant he had likely followed her or targeted her in advance. From what Lewis McCarty had said, the Smiths were prominent in the community, but not wealthy, and definitely not showy or ostentatious, so there was no particular reason to focus on her for what we classify as a criminal enterprise—a crime committed for monetary profit. But Ron had been told that she was a pretty, blue-eyed blonde, popular in school, with an outgoing personality, so some creep could have easily fixated on her as a sexual or romantic fantasy.

The fact that her dad found her car running and her purse and medicine in the front seat not only told us she did not disappear willingly, it also revealed a fair amount about the UNSUB. Clearly this was not the kind of guy who could charm or disarm a woman into trusting him with good looks and/or a gift of gab. This was someone who knew the only way he could get a woman to go with him was by force, no doubt combined with the element of surprise. If it had been a blitz style of attack in which he suddenly physically overpowered her—knocking her out with a completely unexpected blow to the head, for example—we would have expected to see evidence of that in markings left in the soft earth between the car and the mailbox, rather than the footprints going only in one direction from the car to the mailbox. More likely, he had forced her into his car at gun- or knifepoint.

“Keep me updated,” I said to Ron, “and we’ll have a case consultation with the whole group when we get the package from Columbia.”

AFTER RON LEFT MY OFFICE, I FOUND I COULDN’T IMMEDIATELY REFOCUS ON ALL the other work piled up on my desk. As little as we knew about the Smith case at this point, my mind went back to another I had worked more than five years earlier that seemed a lot like this one.

In December 1979, Special Agent Robert Leary of the FBI resident agency (a smaller Bureau outpost than a field office) in Rome, Georgia, called with the details of a particularly troubling case. The previous week, a pretty and outgoing twelve-year-old girl named Mary Frances Stoner had disappeared after being dropped off by the school bus at the driveway to her home in Adairsville, about a half-hour from Rome. As with the Smiths’, the house was set back a good distance from the road. Her body was later found in a wooded area about ten miles away. She was clothed, and a bright yellow coat covered her head.

The cause of death was blunt force trauma to the head, and in the crime scene photos, there were bloodstains on a rock near her head. Marks on her neck also indicated manual strangulation from the rear. The autopsy clearly indicated she’d been a virgin when raped by the UNSUB. When the body was discovered, one shoe was untied, and there was blood in her panties, indicating she had been hurriedly redressed after the sexual assault.

As with Shari Smith, Mary Frances had been a low-risk victim in that environment, so I had wanted to know as much as possible about the victimology. She was described as friendly, outgoing, and charming, much like Shari; a cute twelve-year-old who looked and acted her age (rather than older); sweet and innocent, a drum majorette in the school band who often wore her uniform to school. After a full briefing from Bob Leary and a study of the crime scene photos, I jotted down some basic impressions: white male, mid-to-late twenties, average to above-average IQ; no more than high school education, possibly a dropout; dishonorable or medical discharge from the military; married with problems or divorced; blue collar, possibly electrician or plumber; past criminal record for arson and/or sexual assault; drives a dark-colored vehicle, several years old, well maintained; local. From my experience, orderly, organized, compulsive people tended to favor darker-colored cars. His would be several years old, because he wouldn’t be able to afford a new one, but it would be well maintained.

I thought I could visualize what happened with Mary Frances and whoever took her. Because of where the body was deposited, I figured he knew the area well. Though, like Shari’s, this was a crime of opportunity, I thought that, like Shari’s abductor, the UNSUB likely had seen Mary Frances either that day or before, probably observed her sunny disposition, and fantasized that he could have a relationship with her, just as I was convinced our current UNSUB had fantasized about a relationship with Shari. Like the current UNSUB, this guy probably had an idea of when she would be dropped off at her driveway. This made me consider the possibility that he did some kind of work in the area.

The one difference between the cases was that given Mary Frances’s young age, I thought she might have been easier to get close to through friendly conversation. Only when the UNSUB was close enough to get her in his vehicle would he have resorted to physical force or threat with a knife or gun. Physical evidence indicated she was assaulted in his vehicle, and once that happened, he would have seen that the reality of her horror, screams, and pain was nothing like his fantasy. At that point, if not before, he would have realized he had to kill her, or his life was ruined.

Playing out the likely scenario, I imagined him after the assault trying to control Mary Frances—at that point, hysterical and terrified—by telling her to get dressed quickly and he’d let her go, then driving to the woods he knew. As soon as he let her out of the car and she turned her back on him, he’d come up behind her and strangled her until she went limp. But strangulation is not as easy as people think, and since he’d had trouble controlling her in his car, he’d take no chances. He’d drag her under a tree, pick up the nearest rock he could find, and smash it repeatedly on her head.

The coat placed over the young girl’s head told me the UNSUB didn’t feel good about what he’d done, and if we could catch him—and catch him fairly quickly—we could use that in the interrogation. Believing that the UNSUB was from the area, and knowing how seriously the police had taken this case, I was reasonably sure they had already interviewed him as a potential witness to anything he might have seen at the time of the abduction. I told the investigators on the phone that this guy would be organized, and feel cocky that he had gotten away with it. And while this may have been his first murder, I felt certain it was not his first sex crime.

That case, like so many in the grim ledger of our business, had ended tragically for the victim. Most of the time, the best we can do is use our skills to try to prevent more victims. As I found myself involuntarily glancing at the photos of my own two young daughters, Erika and Lauren, on my credenza, I dared to hope this case would have a better outcome.




Chapter 2

Back in 1985, when Lewis McCarty called us about the Smith case, Behavioral Science occupied a row of offices on the first floor of the Forensic Science Building on the FBI Academy campus, nestled in the woods on the U.S. Marine Base in Quantico, Virginia. Unlike in later years, when we were moved to a warren of offices sixty feet belowground under a gun vault and indoor firearms ranges, though we didn’t have private offices, we did have windows to look out and see nature. We also shared a conference room with the Forensic Science side of the house, and they weren’t always happy about it because we were taking up some of their space. We started asking them to sit in with us on some of our case consultation conferences, and many of them seemed to appreciate that.

We met on Thursday, three days after Ron’s first conversion with McCarty, for a case consultation on Shari’s abduction. We tried to hold these meetings at least once a week so everyone on the team could run his or her cases (Special Agents Rosanne Russo and Patricia Kirby had come to us from the New York and Baltimore field offices, respectively, the year before as our first female profilers) by the others for assumption-challenging questions and ideas. In this instance, we had just received the Smith case package from Columbia, together with recordings of several phone calls from the UNSUB. In addition, there had been phone conversations every day with Metts or McCarty, filling us in on each new development as well as the situation at the Smith home, since sheriff’s department officers were a constant presence there. The case materials and photocopied newspaper articles were spread out across the conference table.

In addition to Ron Walker, Jim Wright, and me, Blaine McIlwaine and Roy Hazelwood were there. All of them would offer their insights on the current case and go on to make substantial contributions to the profiling program in general.

Ron and Blaine also made another contribution that was to have a significant effect on the program, at least as far as I was concerned. They saved my life.

Not quite a year and a half before, in late November to early December 1983, I had taken them with me to Seattle to consult with the task force on the Green River Murders, then already shaping up to be one of the largest serial killer cases in American history. The previous summer, in mid-July, teenaged boys had spotted the body of sixteen-year-old Wendy Lee Coffield floating in the Green River in King County, Washington. When four more bodies turned up within a month—all young women, all found in or along the Green River—it became clear that someone was preying on young female runaways, prostitutes, and transients along the Seattle-Tacoma corridor. By the time Ron, Blaine, and I went there in November 1983, at least eleven victims had been attributed to an UNSUB by then termed the “Green River Killer,” a task force had been formed, and the search had become the country’s largest serial murder investigation. As if the scope of the murders wasn’t horrific enough, the sad reality of how many vulnerable young girls and women went missing in that one area alone—some as young as fourteen or fifteen—was heartbreaking, and it took a toll on all of us who worked the case.

It was a particularly stressful time in my own life. Even with the new associates, I was overwhelmed by the workload and having trouble sleeping. Three weeks earlier, while giving a talk on criminal personality profiling to about 350 NYPD, Transit Police, and Nassau and Suffolk County, Long Island, police officers, the stress had gotten to me—I’d had a momentary but overpowering feeling of dread, even though I’d given the speech many times before.

I recovered quickly, but I couldn’t shake this sense of foreboding, so when I got back to Quantico I went to the personnel office and took out some extra life insurance and income protection insurance, in case I became disabled.

The morning after our arrival in Seattle, I made a presentation to the Green River Task Force and suggested some proactive strategies that might get the killer to come forward as a “witness,” and how to interrogate him if that did happen. Ron, Blaine, and I spent the rest of the day touring body dump sites with the police to pick up more behavioral clues. November in Seattle is not the most inviting month to be outdoors, and the locals were still talking about the “Turkey Day Storm” the previous week. By the time we got back to the Hilton hotel that evening, I was wiped out, had a headache, and felt like I might be coming down with the flu.

As I was trying to unwind over drinks in the hotel bar, I told Blaine and Ron that I thought I might feel better if I spent the next day in bed while they went to the King County Courthouse to go over records and follow up with police officials on the strategies we’d discussed that morning.

The next day was a Thursday, and my fellow agents left me alone as I’d requested. I hung the DO NOT DISTURB sign on the outside doorknob. But when I didn’t show up for breakfast on Friday, they were concerned. They didn’t get any answer when they used the house phone to call my room and got no response when they came up and knocked on the door.

Alarmed, they went back to the front desk and demanded a key from the manager. When they went back upstairs and unlocked the door, the security chain was on, and they heard faint moaning coming from inside. They broke the door open and found me on the floor, comatose and apparently near death from what turned out to be viral encephalitis. I was in Swedish Hospital in Seattle for nearly a month and almost died several times in the first week. I didn’t return to work until the following May. While away from it all, I was despondent and questioned everything about my life and commitment to this kind of work. Ron was one of the few friends I saw during that time, probably figuring that he understood and could appreciate what I was going through.

Now I was thankful to have people like Ron, Blaine, and the others on the team both to share their insights and to help absorb and defuse some of the stress.

With Ron taking lead, we reviewed the chronology together, from the time Shari disappeared up through what we knew at the moment. Much of it was based on the timeline the sheriff’s office and SLED—the South Carolina Law Enforcement Division—had put together. Understanding as much as possible about the victim’s personality, actions, and whereabouts before the crime, as well as the details of all her possible encounters with the UNSUB, are important in developing a useful profile. We wanted to experience the events just as the participants had, analyzing each step in terms of what the participants knew and did not know at that point.

“Since we didn’t think we were dealing with a ransom kidnapping,” Ron recalls, “you kind of assume it’s sexually motivated. But then what? Is this a guy that just picked this particular victim for some reason? Is he a neighborhood person, for example, or somebody that knew Shari and had seen her coming and going? Or was he kind of a stalker personality that had come across her before, followed her home, and went up to her when he saw an opportunity? At this point, unfortunately, we had no specific information about the perpetrator, so we were just shot-gunning potential lines of inquiry and thinking about what would happen next and what the typical type of person for this kind of crime might be.”

We had to think beyond Shari herself. Bob Smith served as a volunteer chaplain at the Lexington County Jail. He also ministered in other prisons and young men’s correctional schools and institutions. So was there a possibility that the abduction was revenge for some perceived wrong by Bob against one of the inmates, or simply resentment that he represented the law that had put them behind bars?

We’d learned, too, that sometimes Dawn and Shari would accompany their dad and sing for those in attendance. Had one of the men he’d ministered to become obsessed with one or both of his pretty daughters and decided to pursue her once he was released? Every possibility had to be checked out, and Sheriff Metts’s office and SLED were devoting the necessary manpower.

The last time Hilda Smith had seen Shari the past Friday was when they met up at the South Carolina National Bank in Lexington to get the traveler’s checks for the senior class trip to the Bahamas. Shari’s steady boyfriend, Richard Lawson, was with her. Hilda expected Shari home after a graduation pool party at a friend’s house, at which point she was going to help her daughter alter some clothing she was planning to take on the trip. Because Hilda and Bob Smith had observed Shari’s blue 1978 Chevette stopped at the mailbox by the road, we pretty much knew the exact time she had disappeared.

Ron and Jim speculated that the UNSUB had probably noticed Shari downtown, and perhaps was jealous of her obvious affection for Richard, whom she was with at the shopping center both before and after the pool party, giving the UNSUB at least two opportunities to spot her that afternoon. The couple had met up first at the post office before they went to the bank, and then headed to the party in Richard’s car with friend Brenda Boozer.

The UNSUB might have seen this and followed Shari in her travels, waiting in his car, near the pool party, before following the three teens back to the shopping center. It was also possible that the second trip to the shopping center was when the UNSUB first saw her, watching and waiting until she got into her own car. Either way, he could have followed her until she finally got home and was in a position where she could be quickly and efficiently neutralized and snatched away without anyone close by to respond.

After the abduction, a phone call to the Smiths told them to expect a letter from Shari around two o’clock the next afternoon, which we learned was the normal time for their mail delivery. If the UNSUB knew that, then he may have surveilled the house and might have observed that Shari generally stopped at the mailbox before heading up the driveway. Whatever the scenario, we didn’t think this was simply an unlucky, chance encounter.

When Bob drove down to the mailbox but couldn’t find Shari, he drove back to the house and, according to his wife’s account, said, “Hilda, I don’t know where Shari is, but she is gone.” They then stood in the foyer and prayed for their daughter’s return, prayer and devotion to God being a central tenet of the Smiths’ life together.

While Bob called the Lexington County Sheriff’s Office, Hilda got in her car and drove back down to the road to look for Shari herself. With her daughter’s diabetes insipidus, there was a possibility Shari might have had to urinate suddenly and wouldn’t have time to get back into her car and drive up to the house. But there was no sign of her, and Bob called up to Hilda and told her to come back. As soon as she got there, Bob told her to wait at the house for an officer while he took the car to go out and search the surrounding area.

When he returned without finding any trace of Shari, Hilda was pacing the driveway, praying. No one had yet arrived from the sheriff’s office, and when Bob called back, a sergeant tried to reassure him. She and most of the other personnel in the department knew and admired Bob from his years of volunteer chaplaincy at the jail.

An officer finally arrived at the house about thirty minutes after Bob’s first call. Soon becoming convinced that Shari was not the kind of girl who would run off, particularly without her purse and medicine, and leaving her car still running, the deputy relayed this back to his office, whereupon Sheriff Metts, who also knew and respected the Smiths, threw the weight of the entire department behind the effort to get Shari back.

“There’s no doubt she was kidnapped,” Captain Bob Ford of the sheriff’s department told the State newspaper the next day. “She’s not a runaway. We can’t accept any theories that she ran away from home.”

MEANWHILE, IN CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA, SHARI’S OLDER SISTER, DAWN, was out at a mall, shopping for a graduation gift for her. She found a hamster that she could take with her to college in the fall. When Dawn got home, her roommate met her at the door and immediately she knew something was wrong. She said, “You need to call your mom. Shari’s been abducted.” When she said the word “abducted,” it was to Dawn as if she was speaking a foreign language. She just couldn’t comprehend it. What does that word mean? she thought, because it was so foreign to anything she would have expected to come out of her roommate’s mouth.

Dawn called her mom, who told her, “You need to pack a bag. A patrolman is coming to pick you up at your apartment.”

“What? Mom,” she replied, “I can’t come home; my show opens tomorrow. I’ve got to be at the show. I’m sure Shari is fine.”

“No, this is real,” Hilda said. “Pack a bag. They’ll be there in ten minutes.”

She did, and a South Carolina Highway Patrol trooper came and drove her back to Red Bank. It felt weird getting in the patrol car with a stranger, having no idea what in the world was going on. She thought, I was just shopping one minute and being escorted home the next minute. Still, her first thought was that this was all going to turn out to be a mistake. I’m going to go to all this trouble and pack my bag and go home, and Shari is going to be there when I get there. She went shopping with her friends, or she’s somewhere with her boyfriend. The reality of the situation did not sink in. It seemed more like an inconvenience that Dawn’s big show was opening the
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