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- A Request from an Unexpected Source –

A Jack Ryley Story


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


MY TRAVELS THROUGH the Swiss Alps should have been filled with an abundance of awe inspiring sites and pleasant memories of Mother Nature’s finest work. Memories of several picturesque views of the most beautiful and majestic mountain ranges Europe has to offer. It should have been something I would want to remember. Remember to the point I would want to share my recollections, and someday want to visit again. But as the bodies began to accumulate, those mountains soon became a reminder of a horror I wanted to forget and would pledge never to return. 

In all fairness, my trip to Switzerland was never intended to be a vacation. I came here at the request of a serial killer. He would later say he came to me because he wanted to cleanse his conscience. His conscience may have been cleansed, but after dealing with the killer, my subconscious became stained. 

Once we unearthed the last body at his Swiss home, the killer promised to guide me to eleven more graves at his villa in Porto Stefano, Italy. Porto Stefano, I would later learn, would turn out to be a duplicate of the killer’s home in Switzerland.

Porto Stefano, a beautiful little seaside village on the western edge of Italy, not too far from the Swiss border. I was told by the International Task Force I was traveling with that it would be faster if we drove than if we took a plane. Six to one, half a dozen to another. It mattered little to me how we got there. I already knew what to expect.

There were four of us in the car, but I felt as if I were a single occupant, traveling alone from one bad place, going to another. The driver was Special Investigator Robert (Bobbie) Lambert from Scotland Yard’s Interpol. William Russo and Phil O’Haloran, also Special Investigators, sat in the rear. I assumed they chose the back seat because I was their guest or because of my size, they were being polite by allowing me to sit up front for the extra leg room. I saw it as a moot point. The Mercedes 450 CL was roomy enough and made little difference where any of us sat. What did matter, no one spoke. No one wanted to. Maybe we should have. Maybe it would have taken our minds off what we saw. There were too many victims, and how they were found deeply tarnished our thoughts. I didn’t need to look behind me to know that William and Phil were mindlessly staring out their respective windows, paying little attention to the beautiful countryside. I could read their minds. That was my specialty. It was easy for me. It was as easy as looking over at Bobby and seeing that he had his sights on the road ahead. But in reality, his thoughts were tightly wrap around this case. He was thinking that nine murders, which spanned over a period of thirty-one years, had been solved in only two days. He should have waited on that thought. There was more to come. He changed thoughts, and he was now contemplating his current problem. How was he going to write his report? Given the circumstances surrounding the murders, Bobby wondered if he would even be allowed to write a report? He then thought, would he get credit for solving the crimes? Solving them wasn’t too difficult since we were told where to find the bodies. And as we found each one, I was given the name of the victim and a date the crime had occurred. The killer had an impeccable memory. He was amazing in that he knew exactly where each victim lay and just as insane in that he continued to hold emotional attachments to each one. What the killer didn’t give us, was why. Why had Lukas Frick murdered them? 

My investigation actually began in Sweden. We recovered nine missing women from Lukas’ Swiss home. The victims ranged in age from twenty-nine to fifty-eight. As the remains were brought to the surface, they began to mentally take their toll on the recovery team. No sooner had the team recovered one corpse and placed the remains in one of many evidence vans, Lukas Frick would yell out, “Here!” and stab a finger at the ground. The way he said it, it almost sounded like a command rather than a direction. He had specifics on how he wanted me to identify each grave. Lukas gave me strict instructions that I was to mark the ground with the heel of my boot and drag it along the grass until he said stop. He then directed me to drag my heel in the direction to the right or left. I continued until I had completed the outline of the grave. Most were rectangle in shape, but some were square. 

“Gretchen Wilhelm,” he said. “My wife. She was the first. She’s deep. She’s precisely two meters deep.” 

Lukas gave additional explicit commands that the grass outside the lines he had me create with my heel, would not be disturbed by those working the shovels. If the recovery crew disobeyed his orders and haphazardly dug outside of my markings, Lukas threatened not to reveal any of the other sites. The team at first was skeptical and balked at the instructions. I couldn’t blame them. When Lukas had me mark the ground, it was an area one meter by one and a half meters. This immediately drew the naysayers to comment that there couldn’t be a body in the ground where Lukas had indicated there would be one. ‘It was too small’, they argued. I too, was skeptical. No headstone, tree, or any identifying marker lay anywhere near the dig that would show that someone was buried below. But as the dirt was cleared away, Gretchen wasn’t found in a lying position as everyone had assumed. Instead, she had been placed in a high back chair and positioned in to the ground facing the lake. The chair was an exquisite piece of furniture. A high quality handcrafted piece made of sturdy hardwood. The chair had held up well, considering it had been underground for over three decades, which was more than I could say for poor Gretchen. Her body had been wrapped in a white linen cloth and tied to the chair at the chest, arms, and legs to maintain her pose in a sitting position. Albeit strange, it made the recovery job easier to raise Gretchen. After the first body was recovered, all mockery and sarcastic remarks aimed at Lukas instantly ceased. A sense of seriousness and grudging respect was extended to Lukas. 

Records showed the last time Gretchen’s parents saw their daughter was in June, thirty-one years earlier. After Lukas had committed the crime, he covered his tracks and had filed a missing persons report. Later, it was identified that there was no mention in the original report of anyone searching his property for any signs of a grave. 

Team members were scratching their heads and discussing among themselves, a fact that was somewhat difficult to comprehend. Gretchen’s body was at least thirty meters from the main house in the middle of a massive lawn. Lukas Flick’s backyard was huge. Possibly two acres. How did Lukas know where to find the body in such a tight boundary in such a vast openness without any markers or notes? We all asked the same question, but answers to our questions would have to wait.

“Gretchen was twenty-seven when I met her,” Lukas, began. “A weekend tourist from Germany. She was in the midst of writing a book. A romance novel and had developed writer’s block. She said she needed a little time to get away. To clear her thoughts. So she decided to visit the town of Sachsein. Lukas pointed to the other side of Lake Sarnen. As fate would have it, we chose the same restaurant and arrived at the same time. Both of us were dining alone, but the owner sat us at tables that were adjacent to one another. Of course, I knew what she was going to order, so I too ordered the same meal. She intrigued me, and it was at my suggestion that we share a table. I was thankful she obliged. We had many things in common. Our discussion was so fluent and entertaining, it lasted for hours. She immediately came up with many ideas for her book. Gretchen had such a wonderful imagination. Our time that night had been the best I had experienced. As we departed, I invited her to cruise the lake with me on my boat the following day. I was delighted that she had accepted my offer. The time came when she needed to leave, but she returned the following weekend. I tried to act surprised when she returned, but of course, I knew she was coming. She moved into my guest house at my invitation, and we began dating. A short time later, we were married in a chapel not too far from here.” Lukas then pointed toward the northeast. “On the other side of the Swiss Alps, in that direction.” 

When I followed the direction Lukas was pointing, it was then, that I had really noticed the Alps. The recovery operation had begun at sunrise. Visibility was limited, shrouded by fog streaming off the lake when we arrived. The view was all the same to me. The ground, the water of the lake, and the mountains were all close to the same shade of slate, except for the very tips of the Alps, which were a light hue of white. Later in the day, the view became clearer and brighter, but I never truly had the opportunity to take in the full beauty of the mountains. I was too busy watching the crew bring up human remains. One after the other. 

As the digging continued, we learned that Lukas had placed all of his victims in ornately styled chairs, each one different and each one situated to face the lake. Lukas said the chairs were an extension of each lady’s personality. As the victims were being removed, we began to notice that the graves were laid out in a crescent configuration in front of a bolder which had been carved on the front side. The front of the bolder faced the graves. Lukas explained that he had a mason cut a throne in the huge rock. He said that’s where he sat when he wanted to talk with his ladies. At that moment, I began to understand Flick a little better, but that didn’t mean that I liked him. 

No sooner had Gretchen been recovered than Lukas moved across the lawn twenty meters to the west and said, “Here!” and pointed his finger toward the ground. 

Again, he gave explicit instructions and had me outline the next grave with the heel of my boot. “Renata Troxler. She had long, beautiful brown hair,” he said. “You’ll find a snippet of it in the top left hand drawer of the dresser in the guest room. I would appreciate it if you would retrieve it and place it with her body.” Lukas stayed with the task force to keep an eye on the recovery efforts while I agreed to recover the lock of hair. 

When I returned, he began telling me Renata’s story. “She was passing through on her way to Rome to meet her sister.” It was the same routine as Gretchen’s. He spoke passionately of Renata, all the while the men were removing dirt from her grave. After her remains had been recovered, Lukas marched to a new location, pointed down, and again said, “Here!” Erica Helfrich. As the men began digging, Lukas surveyed his property. He then demanded that the men restore the lawn they had disrupted and plant grass seed to cover the bare spots. 

I was shocked at his request. “How can you make such a demand after what you’ve done?” I asked him.

“What you fail to understand Mr. Ryley, the spirits of these women will forever be here on this land and I do not want them to be upset at the destruction that was created here when they come back. And I can promise you, Mr. Ryley, I will come back to greet them.”

“How is it that you are so sure they will come back? What makes you an expert on the spirit world?”

“Come now, Mr. Ryley, are we going to waste our time engaging in a battle of wits to see who is the most knowledgeable about the paranormal?”

The crew around me had stopped, and I noticed they were all staring in my direction. I chose to end the conversation and let Lukas win the dispute. He was a serial killer, and we had only uncovered three graves. We had seventeen more to recover. To argue with or judge Lukas at this point might push him over the edge, and he would deny us the locations of the remaining burial sites.

After Erica had been loaded, Lukas became withdrawn and refused to speak. He made us wait until the next day before he would reveal another grave. It was okay with the crew, they were tired and they needed a much deserved drink. A strong alcoholic drink and, more than one. 

We recovered three more bodies on the second day and another three on the third, making a total of nine women at Lukas’ Swiss villa. Working with Lukas tested my patience for many reasons. At the top of the list, he knew he was in control. He refused to tell me where all the bodies had been buried at once. He seemed to take delight in showing me their locations one at a time. Lukas would go from right to left, then back to the right. He claimed he needed time to express the passion he held for each woman, that he really did love them all, and that he never truly intended to kill them. 

‘Yeah right,’ I thought. In the end, it wouldn’t have made a difference if he had given the locations all at once or one at a time. It was difficult to tell if he was playing some sort of game or if his actions were done out of respect. I tried to read his mind, but he caught me. He warned me with a wagging finger. He said if I attempted to do it again, the deal was off. I was left to my own conclusions, and if I were to guess, I would say Lukas was giving his undivided attention to each woman as she was being recovered. A sick way of letting her know it was all about her. 

I don’t normally investigate homicides, much less serial killers. I have studied them. It’s difficult to understand the mind of any killer, much less a serial killer. I only understand them to be mentally unstable, and Lukas was no exception. His only redeeming quality was that he stopped when he did and decided to divulge the burial sites, allowing family members to finally have closure. I had to remind myself it wasn’t a great personal quality, but it was better than most serial killers would have done.

We had left Switzerland and were two hours into Italy when the driver pointed across the windshield to a highway sign. In a distinguished British accent, he said, “That will be our exit, only ten kilometers now.”

In my line of work, nothing is ever the normal. If it were, then it’s not a case for me. I’m a private contractor and in my world, I’m known as a Seeker. I seek out and capture people with paranormal powers. Individuals who use their abilities for the sole purpose of committing a crime. Normally, I receive my assignments from the FBI and on occasions, the NSA. If it is an assignment from the NSA, the person of power is a telepathic or telekinetic paranormal Specie Level Two or Three, possibly higher. Personally, I’ve never experienced a level higher than myself, which happens to be level three. To put the paranormal levels in perspective, there are seven levels. One through five deal with telepathic and telekinetic abilities. Six is spiritual, and the seventh is of alien origin. Once captured, the Specie who committed the crime, would be put away and never see the light of day again. Where they go, I haven’t the slightest idea. Lukas Frick was one such individual. He was a Level Three telepath. Fortunately, he didn’t possess any telekinetic abilities.

This assignment caught me completely by surprise. I wasn’t called by the FBI, nor was I contacted by the NSA to investigate Flick. Instead, the offender, Lukas Flick, came directly to me. I had just arrived home, was hungry, and was in the middle of gathering ingredients to fix myself a sandwich when I sensed I was being watched. My first instinct was to go for my weapon, but it was in the other room. The only thing close to me of any value to be used as a weapon, was a jar of mayonnaise. Setting all of the ingredients back in the refrigerator except the jar, I spun around quickly, ready to attack or defend myself. 

Lukas easily held up his hands and calmly said, “Sie können, werden sie nicht benötigen werden.”

“English,” I said. “I only speak English.” 

“My apologies,” Lukas said, speaking in English. “I simply said, that you won’t be needing that.” He tilted his head at the jar of mayonnaise. “That jar you are holding in your hand, Mr. Ryley. You were going to use it against me. Were you not? There is no need. I did not come here to harm you. I’m done harming people.” 

Unless he had a gun, Lukas wouldn’t have been much of an opponent. Under his thick European style sweater, I could tell he was a thin man, possibly one hundred and sixty pounds, and stood at about five foot eleven. His hair was short and neatly combed back, displaying a prominent widow’s peak. His face, narrow with high cheekbones, a somewhat sunken jawline and piercing blue eyes. 

“I came here to see you, Mr. Ryley, because I need your help.”

“And that would be?”

“I’ve killed someone. Actually, I’ve murdered several women.”

“Why me? Why not the police?”

“Please, Mr. Ryley, you know very well why that is not possible. I know am going to pay severely for my sins. I understand this. What I did was terribly wrong. What I want to do, is to make it right as much as I can before I am made to suffer.” Lukas looked around and faced the living room. “Can we go in there where it is more comfortable? I have a bit of information I wish to share, and I will need your full attention.”

I agreed and had Lukas lead the way. In the living room, Lukas sat on the couch, crossed his legs, and stretched one arm over the backrest. For someone who just admitted to a heinous crime, he seemed a bit too comfortable. I pulled up a chair and sat directly in front of him, placing the coffee table between us.

“I find it amusing how Americans consistently design their homes by chopping up the rooms. It makes them look so much smaller than they actually are. I have a villa in Italy two-thirds the size of your home, but it seems much larger on the inside.”

“So...., you trespassed into my house to tell me the differences between American home designs which happen to suit our needs for privacy, over the openness of European homes? I was expecting you to tell me something about your victims.”

“Don’t insult me Mr. Ryley. You and I are very much alike. The only difference is, I went overboard. Maybe when you have completed assisting me, what you will see, hopefully, will prevent you from going mad, as I did. Neither one of us asked for our abilities, and unlike you, no one taught me how to use them. You, on the other hand, had your father and Dr. Kluge to assist you.”

I was shocked by Lucas’ words. I keep my abilities a closely held secret. Telepathy was the only way Lukas could have learned that information. It was at that moment I recognized Lukas to be a strong telepath, but I was better. I put a block on him the moment I felt his intrusion. “How can I help you?”

“Help me.” Lukas said, almost as a question. He hesitated for a moment. He seemed to drift away in his thoughts. When he refocused, he asked for a pen and a pad of paper. On it, he wrote down twenty names. 

“Nine can be found on my property in Switzerland. The remaining eleven are at my villa in Italy. I will meet you at my home in Switzerland in three days’ time. It is the first address. Don’t be late or I shall leave and you will never see me again.”

“This is kind of short notice. I prefer you give me a week.” I countered.

“Three days, Mr. Ryley, or the deal’s off. I have a schedule I must keep.” Lukas stood to leave, but before he did, he peered straight into my eyes. “There is one condition before we begin. No one, absolutely no one, is to enter either of my homes with the exception of you, Mr. Ryley. Make sure that request is made clear with Interpol and the Italian Carabinieri.”

As soon as Lukas left, I got on the phone, not with my FBI contacts, but with Neil Bachman from the NSA. The FBI was unaware of my abilities, but Neil knew me well, and he would understand my desire to take on this case. He was also the only person I knew who could make it happen. Any other organization, if I gave them the information I held, would most likely think of me as a wacko and hang up on me. At two in the morning, I was called by Scotland Yard. I had expected some hesitation, some skepticism, but I was wrong. Neil connected me to the right guy. Inspector Jamison. Jamison understood my situation and promised to keep my abilities a secret. He said he would put together a special ops team, a first rate group. By midmorning the next day, I found myself onboard a private jet that departed Kennedy International Airport. My first stop was Heathrow. My second was Scotland Yard.

I gave Jamison a rundown of my encounter with Lukas, and even though he already had the list of names, I showed him the list Lukas had given me. 

Showing me a photo, Jamison asked, “Is this the man you spoke with?” 

It was Lukas. “It is,” I said. 

I was then introduced to the team. I barely had time to freshen up before we boarded the same jet that had brought me to England, to fly us to Switzerland. 

Lukas’ home in Switzerland was on a large parcel of land. His nearest neighbor was over two hundred meters away. It was secluded only by its location and size, providing easy crowd control. 

As we drove up to the Porto Stefano site, it became immediately obvious that same luxury of seclusion we held in Switzerland was not going to repeat itself in Italy. Someone in the Italian Army dei Carabinieri couldn’t keep their mouth shut. The information about our arrival and why we were coming was leaked to the media, and the public came to watch. There was a horde of onlookers and multiple news agencies crowded around the quarantined area that surrounded Lukas’ villa. In the sky, helicopters circled like vultures. No doubt their cameras were zoomed in on the activity below. Jamison had to be called to deal with the fiasco. Lukas, aware of the crowd, had refused to cooperate until the helicopters were gone and the onlookers were pushed far enough back, they couldn’t see anything.

It only took two days to recover all the victims from the Italian site. Lukas seemed edgy, almost as though he was in a hurry. He even allowed two digs to operate at the same time. As with the site in Switzerland, Lukas buried each women sitting in a distinctive chair, but here in Italy, they were facing the Mediterranean. He had a duplicate boulder of the one at his villa in Switzerland, placed about fifteen meters in front of the gravesites. I asked a stupid question. “I take it this too is your throne where you sit to speak with the ladies?” I was being sarcastic, but Lukas took it seriously. 

“Of course I do, you idiot. Did you expect me to sit on the grass?”

“You know, Lukas, you really disgust me. You’re a putrid and vile individual. You kill twenty women and you’re worried about grass stains?” I walked away from him as the last victim was being recovered. When she was being placed in the van, I turned to ask Lukas if he was going to recite her personal traits like he did with the others but he was gone. I couldn’t find him anywhere. I immediately scanned the area, and I got a hit from inside the house. There was more. Although they had been told to stay out, a few of the Carabinieri had eased their way inside Lukas’ villa.

“No one was to go into the house until the last victim was recovered, you frickin idiots!” I shouted. It made no difference what I said or how loud I said it. None of the Carabinieri understood me except for one who barely spoke English.

“Il vostro uomo è all’interno.”

“Translate, please.”

The Army officer smiled at me then said, “You man. He’s inside. So ezz his dog.”

I got to the door as another member of the Carabinieri was coming out. The poor guy looked ashen, almost to the point of being sick, and held a cloth over his mouth. One step in the house and I understood why the Italian was ill. Decomp. I called out to Lukas.

“Up here, Mr. Ryley.”

As I advanced up to the second floor, the stench of decay was overwhelming. I also had to battle my way past a swarm of flies and continuously fend them off as I made my way up to the bedroom. Inside, Lukas was facing the sliding glass door. I could see the Mediterranean. It was the Alps all over again. A natural wonder stained by Lukas’ work. 

Lying on the bed, I saw the body of a man. The body was dark and bloated. It was beyond rigor and well on its way to decomposing. It didn’t take a mind reader to see the man had been dead for some time. Beside the bed, lying on the floor, was a fair size German Shepherd.

Lukas was still facing the glass. He spoke to my reflection. “Don’t worry about the dog, she won’t attack you.”

I again looked at the body on the bed. “This is you?”

“Yes, Mr. Ryley, this is me. I couldn’t take it anymore. I shot myself a week ago.”

“Why?”

Lukas turned to face me. “Why? What?”

“The women. Why so many?”

“Please, Mr. Ryley, you should know the answer to that question.”

“Really, I am afraid I don’t.”

“You’re what, somewhere in your late twenties? How many woman have you been with Mr. Ryley?”

“I’ve had my fair share.”

“And haven’t you’ve been upset at the thoughts a woman had about you but then said otherwise?”

“Everyone does that to me. Not just women. That doesn’t mean I want to go around killing them. I learned to shut them out. You could have done the same. What you did had nothing to do with your telepathic abilities. I’ve traced down or captured over a hundred telepathic criminals, and not one of them ever came close to doing what you did. Not one!”

Lukas remained silent as he looked at his body lying on the bed. He sighed, then said, “Yes, I guess you’re right, Mr. Ryley. It is time to stop making excuses. The real answer is, I was never a good subject to possess telepathic abilities. Always the constant voices within the crowds. Always knowing what someone will say before they say it. Never was I surprised what someone had to convey. I ruined so many special moments. I smiled before any of the women could tell me good news, and I quickly angered before they could tell me the bad. It makes no difference now. I will pay for what I did, and I will accept my punishment. Behind you in that dresser, second drawer down, are two envelopes. Please fetch them.” 

I did what Lukas asked. I found one envelope that was the usual business type, possibly with a single letter inside. The second was a 9 by 12 clasp envelope and was very thick.

“The smaller letter is for my sister. She is in the crowd outside. Please be sure she receives it. I am asking her to take Meme, my dog.”

“And the larger one?”

“Open it.” 

I opened the envelope. Inside was a stack of smaller envelopes. Twenty of them.

“One last favor, Mr. Ryley. Please see that these letters are delivered.” 

As I stood there, Lukas Frick faded away. I had one last question for him. Why did he select me? I never saw him again thus my question will never be answered. I later learned that each of the smaller envelopes contained a personal handwritten letter apologizing for his crimes and asked each family for their forgiveness. Attached to each letter was a sizable check. Lukas Frick was a very wealthy individual and had split his wealth in twenty-one ways. He included his sister.

My job in Europe was over. I hoped that the next time I visit a foreign country I would be able to enjoy the sights. On my flight home, I received a text from Neil Bachman informing me that I had another assignment waiting for me the moment that I landed. I prayed it wasn’t another Lukas Frick.
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August 1977

The clock was ticking. It was five minutes to eight. The more Ron Baker focused on the timepiece, the slower it moved. He bolted from his easy chair and began rechecking his calculations for the umpteenth time. Nothing changed. The numbers didn’t lie. Not being able to control himself, he checked the clock again. Barely a minute passed since the last time he looked. Baker returned to his chair and stared at the phone. He had been waiting for two hours for it to ring. Wishing for it to ring. Wanting it to shake with the clanking of the bells to alert him that the person he wished to speak with was calling, but the phone remained silent.

The hands on the clock pointed to, seven-fifty-eight. Getting to his feet, Ron Baker went to his bookshelf and retrieved the damaged gold cladded plate. He studied one of the many etched diagrams that had not been damaged. He then traced his fingers over the partials of two other diagrams. Turning the object over, he studied it once more. The clock was ticking louder. It was now eight p.m. Baker edged closer to the phone. So many letters had been written and sent detailing the importance of his find. He kept his message simple. The phone hadn’t rang. Baker quickly headed to the north wall. It was papered with newspaper articles, science articles involving space, NASA promotional releases and, biography material on Carl Sagan. Baker had made countless calls and had written a mountain of letters to get most of the material he collected. Eyeing every article and brochure, not one of them mentioned a speaking engagement for Mr. Sagan on this night. He should be available. Baker’s temper was rising. ‘Sure, I’m not a scientist,’ he thought, ‘but I gave him enough information that would prod him to ask questions. Questions he would want, no, need answers to. Why doesn’t he call?’

Baker spun around in a fit of anger and almost hurled the gold plate across the room but resisted at the last minute.

“I gave explicate instructions,” Baker released from a tight jaw, “this is insulting. What is his problem? Surely he saw the importance of the information I sent him. He has to believe. Time is running short.” Baker was drawn to an article he posted on the wall discussing why Voyager II was being launched before Voyager I. 


‘NASA – Cape Canaveral will launch Voyager II two weeks before Voyager 1 in order to make use of a planetary arrangement that allowed Voyager II to study all four gas giants. Voyager I will launch two weeks after Voyager II but will take a shorter and more direct route to Jupiter. Doing so will allow Voyager I to arrive before Voyager II. Voyager II is set to launch on August 20, 1977, followed by the launch of Voyager I on September 5, 1977. 



Baker searched his room and located a calendar. Studying the dates, he saw he
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