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Chapter 1: Shadows Over Anchorage
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The winter sun cast a pale glow over Anchorage, barely rising above the horizon before slipping back into darkness. In this land of extremes, where daylight could stretch for endless hours or vanish almost entirely, the city moved to its own rhythm. Oil workers hustled through their shifts, fishermen braved icy waters, and tourists marveled at the rugged beauty of the Alaskan frontier. Yet beneath the surface of this thriving community, a quiet unease had begun to take hold.

It started subtly—a dancer at a downtown club didn't show up for her shift. A young woman hitchhiking on the Seward Highway never reached her destination. Friends shrugged it off at first; after all, Anchorage was a transient place. People came and went, chasing dreams or running from pasts. But as weeks turned into months, the missing persons reports began to stack up. The faces of women, many of them workers in the city's burgeoning nightlife scene, filled bulletin boards and police files.

Detective Jim Murphy shuffled through the latest reports at his cluttered desk in the Anchorage Police Department. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a harsh glare on the paperwork that seemed to multiply daily. Murphy was a veteran officer, with graying temples and a demeanor that balanced skepticism with a stubborn sense of duty. He had seen his share of runaways and tragic accidents, but something about these disappearances gnawed at him.

"Another one, Jim?" his partner, Detective Eileen Thompson, asked as she leaned against the doorway.

He looked up, rubbing his eyes. "Third this month. Same profile—a dancer, early twenties, last seen leaving work late at night."

Thompson stepped inside, closing the door behind her. "You think they're connected?"

Murphy sighed. "I don't believe in coincidences, not this many. But we've got no leads, no witnesses. It's like they just vanished."

Across town, the Chugach Mountains loomed over the city, their snow-capped peaks tinged pink by the fading light. In the shadow of these giants, a small bakery buzzed with the warmth of ovens and the scent of fresh bread. Robert Hansen, the owner, moved with practiced efficiency, sliding trays in and out, greeting customers with a shy smile. To many, he was simply "Bob," the quiet man who made the best apple pies in Anchorage.

But Hansen harbored secrets that few could imagine. Behind his bespectacled eyes lay a world far removed from the cozy glow of his storefront. He was an avid hunter, known among local enthusiasts for his skill with a rifle and bow. His trophies adorned the walls of his modest home—a bear here, a moose there—testaments to his patience and precision. Yet, even among fellow hunters, there was something solitary about him, a distance that was hard to bridge.

As night fell, the city streets emptied, the cold driving people indoors. Neon signs flickered to life, casting vibrant colors onto the wet pavement. In a dimly lit club on Fourth Avenue, a young woman named Sherry finished her shift. She wrapped a scarf around her neck, bracing herself against the chill. Stepping outside, she glanced around, her breath forming small clouds in the frigid air.

A car pulled up beside her—a familiar face behind the wheel. "Need a ride?" the driver asked.

Sherry hesitated for a moment before recognizing him. "Oh, hi, Bob. You sure it's no trouble?"

"Not at all," Hansen replied, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose. "It's too cold to be walking."

She smiled, relieved. "Thanks. I appreciate it."

As she climbed into the car, the door closed with a soft thud that echoed down the empty street. The vehicle merged into the sparse traffic, disappearing into the labyrinth of Anchorage's roads.

The next morning, the sun rose reluctantly, casting long shadows over a city beginning to sense that something was amiss. Sherry didn't show up for work that day, or the next. Her friends grew concerned, but their worries were met with indifference when they reached out to the authorities.

"She's probably just moved on," they were told. "It's not uncommon in this line of work."

Detective Murphy, however, wasn't so sure. Sitting at his desk, he spread out the files—names, dates, last known locations. A pattern was emerging, but it lacked shape. There were no bodies, no crime scenes, just absences that weighed heavier with each passing day.

"Maybe we're looking at this the wrong way," Thompson suggested, peering over his shoulder. "What if they're not leaving on their own?"

Murphy tapped a pencil against the desk. "Then we have a bigger problem than we thought."

Miles away, beyond the reach of streetlights and sidewalks, a small plane touched down on a makeshift airstrip hidden among the trees. The engine's roar subsided, leaving a profound silence broken only by the rustling of the wind through the branches. Hansen stepped out, his boots crunching on the frost-covered ground. He moved to the cargo hold, opening it to reveal a figure bound and trembling.

"Time to get started," he said softly, his breath visible in the cold air.

Back in Anchorage, life continued with a semblance of normalcy. People went to work, schools opened their doors, and the routines of daily life pressed on. Yet, for those who noticed the growing list of missing women, an undercurrent of fear began to flow. Whispers spread through the clubs and bars, cautioning against accepting rides from strangers, urging vigilance in a city that suddenly felt much less safe.

Detective Murphy knew they were racing against time, but without solid evidence, their hands were tied. "We need a break," he muttered late one evening, the office empty except for the hum of the vending machine.

As if in answer, a call came in—a tip from a trucker who had seen something unusual near Knik River. Murphy grabbed his coat, adrenaline surging. "Eileen, let's go. This might be what we've been waiting for."

As they headed out into the cold night, the vast expanse of Alaska stretched before them—beautiful, untamed, and hiding secrets that they were determined to uncover.

Little did they know that the shadows they pursued were darker than they imagined, and the hunter they sought was someone who walked among them, unnoticed and unassuming.
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Chapter 2: Early Life – The Making of Robert Hansen
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The flat expanses of Pocahontas, Iowa, stretched out under a vast sky, the horizon punctuated by silos and the occasional windbreak of trees. It was here, in this quiet farming community during the 1930s and 1940s, that Robert Hansen's story began. Born on February 15, 1939, he was the only child of Christian and Edna Hansen. His father, a stern Danish immigrant, owned a bakery in town—a modest establishment that demanded early mornings and long hours.

From a young age, Robert found himself under the weight of his father's exacting expectations. Christian Hansen was a man who valued discipline above all else. The bakery was both his livelihood and his legacy, and he saw in his son a successor who needed to be molded. Days for Robert often started before dawn, assisting with the most menial tasks—sweeping floors, washing pans, stacking bags of flour. The work was relentless, leaving little time for the simple pleasures of childhood.

School offered no refuge. Robert struggled with a pronounced stutter that made him self-conscious and hesitant to speak up in class. His acne was severe, leaving his face marked with angry red blemishes that drew unwanted attention. Classmates teased him mercilessly, dubbing him names that echoed in his mind long after the school bell had rung. He withdrew further into himself, finding solace in solitary activities that required no interaction with others.

One such refuge was the open fields and woods surrounding Pocahontas. Armed with a slingshot or borrowed rifle, Robert would spend hours honing his marksmanship. The natural world didn't judge or ridicule; it responded to patience and skill. He became an adept hunter of small game, his quiet demeanor and steady hand serving him well. The thrill of the hunt, the satisfaction of hitting a distant target—these were feelings that began to define him.

At home, tensions simmered. Christian's strictness bordered on authoritarianism, leaving little room for warmth or affection. Mistakes were met with harsh criticism or punishment. Edna tried to mediate, but her gentle interventions did little to soften her husband's rigid approach. Robert's relationship with his father grew increasingly strained, a mix of fear, resentment, and a desperate need for approval that never seemed forthcoming.

As adolescence set in, Robert's isolation deepened. Attempts to connect with peers often ended in rejection. He watched from the sidelines as others formed friendships, attended dances, and navigated the rites of passage that he felt excluded from. Girls, in particular, were an enigma—objects of both desire and bitterness. Rebuffed advances left him humiliated, fueling a growing animosity toward those who spurned him.

High school offered vocational classes, and Robert found some satisfaction in mechanical pursuits. He had a knack for working with his hands, an eye for detail that translated well into tasks like woodworking and metalwork. Yet, these small successes did little to alter his social standing. The labels assigned to him—outcast, loner—stuck stubbornly.

At eighteen, the pressures at home became unbearable. Seeking escape, Robert enlisted in the United States Army Reserve. Military life promised structure and a chance to redefine himself away from the confines of Pocahontas. Basic training was demanding, but he managed to navigate it without incident. However, his service was short-lived. After a few years, he returned to his hometown, the sense of disappointment heavier than ever.

Back in Iowa, Robert took a job as an assistant drill instructor at a police academy. It was a position that offered a semblance of authority and respect he craved. Yet, shadows from his past lingered. In 1960, a moment of recklessness led to his first serious brush with the law. Along with a local youth, he set fire to a Pocahontas County Board of Education school bus garage—a misguided act of revenge against a community he felt had rejected him.

The arson landed him in jail, where he was sentenced to three years. Behind bars, Robert underwent psychiatric evaluation, leading to a diagnosis of manic depression with periodic schizophrenic episodes. The assessments pointed to deep-seated issues—feelings of inadequacy, suppressed anger, and a tenuous grip on self-control. He was prescribed medication and underwent mandatory therapy, but the core of his discontent remained unaddressed.

Upon his release, Robert sought a fresh start. He married a woman he had met shortly before his incarceration, hoping that stability might quell the restlessness within him. The marriage was short-lived; trust eroded quickly, and they divorced after a few months. Undeterred, he remarried in 1963, this time to a woman named Darla





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MYLES HENMAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





