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        “Don't play with those, Willy. They can hurt you.”

        But if you know how to use them, fun!
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          A BEGINNING

        

      

    

    
      Ned Markham is my name. I am an FBI agent. In the course of working as a police official I have been assigned many tasks. One of those which has been most interesting was the assignment to act as an aide to and shadow for Tom Leivas of the Phoenix Police Department Bomb Unit. Tom and I and his family, all four of his children and his wife Selena, and my wife, Josie Du Puy, have become friends as well as work mates. The work we undertook together became the basis for the start of our friendship. Most of that came for me in one case encompassing several bombings.

      It is not possible to tell you in a narrative such as this story everything in the mind of a killer, a bomber. No one, no storyteller, no psychiatrist, not even the killer himself or herself knows everything in their mind. I saw a young man interviewed who ran from room to room, chasing down and shooting his stepfather. The same young man shot his mother many times the same day. When asked why he did it he responded he could not figure out an answer to the question except it felt good. The mind of a spree killer is weird. Couldn’t figure it out for himself, except it felt good? How does a normal person ever conceive of such a thing? The answer for me, they do not.

      Even after saying that, it is easy to surmise some of what was in a killer's mind if it is a necessity to the completion of the tale. What I gleaned based itself on how he acted, what he had to say to others, what he did in terms of reaction to being taken into custody, all those things. Anyway, much of what I will tell you in the rest of this story are things with which I am well acquainted, some I got involved in, some my wife told me.  I base my conclusions on my knowledge of the man who is the subject of this book, Wilfred Dunhill. So here we go or "bombs away" if you prefer.

      Wilfred Dunhill, when we encountered him, was forty-eight years of age. He was about five feet ten inches in height and weighed a solid one hundred forty-five pounds most of the time. He had mousy brown hair and bright blue eyes. His slight build belied strength. The appearance of a weak little man did no justice to the fearful purposefulness he possessed. He wore clothes of no particular color; brown or gray being the dominant colors of his world.

      Wilfred is/was Mr. Everyman in spades. He was not seen by anyone around him most of the time, cultivating that attitude in others. His ubiquitous glasses changed nothing of this unremarkable man. I suspect that if you walked up to Wilfred on most days and had a conversation of five minutes or more, you would not remember what he said or what he looked like afterward. Don’t mistake my description for disrespect. Wilfred became a most willing and fearsome opponent of mine, and that of Tom, my wife, many others. My description is meant to show you how little I expected his attitudes, his abilities to have such an impact. It is easy when you work with capable people to underestimate the abilities of a perpetrator.

      

      Wilfred married earlier in life, but his wife divorced him many years prior to our encounter. Her name, after the divorce, was Carol Johnson. Carol knew Wilfred as a sexual man, even demanding, which she liked. She discovered, to the ruination of their marriage, there were men in the world with much larger equipment than that with which God endowed Wilfred. She cheated on him for several years prior to their divorce. In time he found out about her infidelity. The confrontations following his walking in on Carol and another man, in flagrante delicto, became a legend in their neighborhood. The initial confrontation brought Wilfred into the criminal justice system.

      The divorce itself was rancorous. She tried to reach some value of his inheritance from his mother. He fought tooth and nail against her attempt. He was successful in denying Carol any part of his inheritance just as his attorneys had suggested he would be. The court required him to take part in a property division awarding her their home. When she protested she could not pay the cost of maintaining the home, he said, “Sell it.”

      They had no children, and that was not an issue. Since Carol held a good paying job, there was no issue of spousal maintenance. The judge presiding over the case spent a lot of his day peering over his glasses at either Wilfred or Carol during their testimony. The hatred they spewed had no effect on the division of property but gave the judge a lot of pause about the future of either of them. Wilfred’s spiteful answers made his anger and hatred toward her well known in the halls of the courthouse. Every day of the hearings the clerk in the courtroom was asked by her coworkers, “Come on, give us the gory details of what happened today.” She seemed happy to divulge all.

      When it was over, Carol got the house and a payment to him that amounted to thousands. Though she had good intentions she didn't make the payments. He asked his attorneys to go after her five years after the divorce. They requested a large retainer, creating nearly as much enmity in him toward the attorneys as at Carol. When he left their offices, he decided to let the money go but not his anger at Carol or the attorneys. He planned from that day forward how he could kill her and get away with the crime. His plans boiled down to explosives because he thought the police would have more difficult fathoming who did the crime if he used explosives. Wilfred thought the attorneys deserved the same fate as Carol. After all they lost his house and the money he was supposed to get from the sale. His plots extended to them.

      Within months of the divorce Wilfred bought a parcel of property, raw desert in a remote area of the Valley of the Sun called Queen Creek. It was about twenty acres. With the house sitting in the middle of the property, as built, there was close to a thousand feet of open space on all sides of the house. With the house complete, he also had a large shed/ barn built. After putting up his buildings and some items for his entertainment, including a large swimming pool, five rows of trees got planted on all the borders of his property.

      Dunhill was meticulous about the property lines. They survey of the property resulted in markings so his tree lines would not encroach. He had other plans for the property, but they awaited his acquisition of many items needed to use in events to come. Along the perimeter of the property he placed large light standards which held lamps that illuminated most of his property at night. The house also bore lights pointing away from it, which made the property as light as daytime when turned on. Wilfred wanted no trespassers, no incursions on his land without his knowledge. Computer systems and large one-way windows gave him the ability to view his entire property any time of day.

      In some ways the ranch, as he called it, appeared to be a castle, or at least a defensible building. Wilfred installed thick steel doors and window shutters which sealed the building tight when lowered. He knew the building could not be protected against a well-coordinated military style attack, but the protective devices offered him a means of escape.

      Wilfred looked for various kinds of explosives starting some five years after he and Carol divorced. No hurry existed in his mind. Killing Carol became his life’s work. If the work took all the rest of his life, oh well.

      He learned the uses for various forms of explosives. Among his acquisitions were a large number of digital clocks, small ones, that could be used as timers for his explosives. Most of these things, along with many other hardware items, got purchased all over Maricopa County, even as far as fifty miles away across the reaches of the Valley.

      Some of the items he acquired, the Semtex, the TNT, the RDX, the incendiary pencils, were extremely difficult to get and expensive. He had no care about the time or the expense. His was a long-term program on which he would continue no matter what. Through a series of people, he found a source who could provide him with any amount of explosives, and whatever type he wanted, for a price. He was only too happy to pay the price.

      Regular travels to Mexico or Canada or South America occupied Wilfred’s time if one looked at his passport. Communications on the internet resulted in contacts in those countries from which he purchased explosives. The chanciest part of the game became transporting the explosives back to Phoenix. Between him and those making a lot of money from him, they figured it out. His collection of explosives began, expanded, and grew large.

      So, as he acquired his cache of explosives, he found success in obtaining a variety of materials. Among those items were TNT and RDX, both good general-purpose explosives.  He experimented with these things. His experiments took place far out into the desert in unoccupied areas. He tested out timers; he tested fuses by length, and detonator cords with various types of blasting caps. He tried out ammonium nitrate, but it required too much bulk to make it effective unless as with Timothy Mc Vey it was combined with gasoline. Of course, that made even more bulk necessary.

      The issue of bulk further convinced Wilfred that for his needs plastic explosives, Semtex and C-4 were the answer. It was all a learning process. Learning the process of combining incendiary devices with explosives became his specialty skill. In time he experimented with using incendiary and explosive devices on the gas tanks of cars. Several old beaters, transported to remote locations in the desert, burned when their tanks exploded with small charges of plastic explosive and phosphorous molded together.

      As the time neared when he planned to attack his ex-wife and her boyfriend (one of several) he decided it was time for a public display, and a test of his skills. He drove downtown in Phoenix with the thought in mind of blowing up a car. He had no idea where he would strike until he was in the courthouse’s area. He thought the parking garage in the courthouse would be a perfect place to experiment.

      He adopted a disguise for his trip downtown. Wilfred didn't want to be seen in this experiment. He wore an Arizona Diamondbacks shirt and hat. The hat had a long brim that hid part of his face. He grew a mustache for the day. The mustache got shaved off after the event. His hair grew longer than normal, covering his ears. He wore dark glasses and his shirt, despite the warm weather of the spring in Arizona, was long sleeved. His concerns were not about the people he saw. They were more oriented to the recording cameras set up in the elevators and around the parking garage.

      

      Dunhill parked away from the county facilities. He walked to the parking garage as though he had a vehicle in the facility and took the elevator to the sixth floor. Wilfred walked out into the parking area in a place where it was relatively dark. Behind a non-descript sedan he knelt and put his device on the vehicle. Back down the elevator, back to his car at a relaxed pace, he drove away for about forty minutes, then turned around and drove back near the facility. As he arrived in the area, just close enough to have the parking lot in sight, he heard a loud bang, saw the dirt, dust and fire associated with the explosion boil out of the lot. The timer on the device caused the explosion at one hour, about five seconds before his expectation.

      The experiment turned out to be a success. It was a satisfying moment and one which gave him an erection. The urgent sexual need he didn’t contemplate. Right away he drove to an area of the city, on Van Buren, where whores walked the streets. He fulfilled his desire to relieve himself as he headed toward home.

      When he got home in the afternoon, he celebrated with a bottle of a very nice Tattinger's Champagne and a filet mignon steak he prepared with large Shitake Mushrooms cooked in a wine sauce, and a baked potato. It all turned out well. He prided himself that he had become something of a cook. That evening anyone might have complimented him. He went to bed that night and slept well. All in all the day turned out to be a spectacular success.

      Wilfred’s home near Queen Creek, Arizona, was large, and his barn/shed was his workplace, or so it seemed. Part of the reason it took so long for Wilfred to prime his indulgence in his desire to kill his ex-wife was the basement installed under his shed/barn. He did it by himself. It was tedious at first. He worked at night. He dug under the barn for a time, took the dirt he gathered as a result of the digging and spread it out on the property away from both structures. Throughout the project he followed the same pattern. He and only he knew about the basement. He and only he dug the entire structure out. All the materials he obtained himself, scattering his purchases of building materials and other necessities all over the Valley of the Sun and even in Tucson.

      Soon, in that process, much like prisoners digging tunnels, his work brought about a large underground chamber. It had a concrete floor, concrete roof supported by concrete uprights filled with steel and sitting on top of pylons sunk deep into the earth beneath the floor. That became, in time, the place in which he did his experimentation, exploding nothing. He equipped the basement with desks he assembled. He bought them out of state. He bolted them to the wall and the floor so nothing would move during his experiments with small bits of nitroglycerine. He brought in pegboard and put all his tools on the wall hanging from rubber covered pins inserted into the pegboard. The tools he used, regardless of the nature, had some rubber protection on them. He wanted no sparks formed of static electricity blowing up his basement and himself.

      Not satisfied with the basement he built Wilfred built escape tunnels into the property. The tunnels, reinforced walls, reinforced ceilings, were tall enough for him to walk upright though not so for a much larger man. One tunnel took two years to build. There were two. One of them exited into the house and had an entrance concealed in the garage. One of the two tunnels exited into the tree line on the northwest area of the property nearby to a main street. Wilfred bought the property next door to his parcel, built a storage facility on it, put it into the name of his mother's trust and put a GMC four-wheel drive pickup in the storage shed. The mother’s trust also held title to the pickup.

      One tunnel became, in part, a venting agent. There was no air conditioning system in the basement. It was not necessary even in the summer months though sometimes he would run a fan during those times. The ventilation system used power driven whirlybirds to circulate air out of the basement and through ductwork taking the stale air out through the roof of the house. In the barn/shed he built a system of vents and whirlybirds. The whirlybirds he mounted on the roof of the house and the shed to such out stale or polluted air.

      On a couple of occasions, he had to get out of the basement when the fumes from the chemicals he was using got too noxious. He experimented with small bits of sulfur, oxygenating that chemical and mixing it to make phosphorous. Those days were dicey in terms of the smell in the basement.

      Wilfred was not a “jock,” but he was in decent physical condition. He rode bicycles around his neighborhood to get his wind to come around and then ran laps on his own property. He built a track using the same materials one might find on a college track and field surface made for runners. He ran only at night. He wanted no one to know about his physical conditioning regimen. Wilfred amassed such things as black shirts, black sweaters, black pants, black shoes and socks. He also acquired a black pullover hat that could come down to the neck. It was like a ski mask with a mouth and nose hole, and holes for the eyes. Why these things might be important meant nothing to him, but he thought they might come in handy one day.

      Wilfred had no real plan for how he would attack his ex-wife or her current lover. He knew he wanted to see her dead. He would find a way. After her death, if it became necessary to escape the pickup would be one option with the tunnels the focus of that effort. As he prepared to kill Carol, he knew the likelihood of escape, of not being known as the murderer seemed unrealistic. Upon completion of the tunnels he thought himself ready for the attack on Carol Johnson. The parking lot explosion was the last piece of the puzzle to fall into place. If he escaped detection in that effort he would attack. No one came to him. He received no calls from the authorities. No one seemed interested in him after the parking lot explosion. It was time to realize his desires.
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          ENTER TOM LEIVAS

        

      

    

    
      Tom Leivas is a specialist in bomb detection and bomb disposal and in using explosives. He is an expert in the results of the use of explosive devices. Tom is Latino/American, was a "dreamer" at one time who joined the military as a quid pro quo for citizenship. His recruiter followed through, as did Tom, and he got citizenship. In discussions with him, Tom told me some of the recruiters of Latino kids had no scruples, did not follow through. It led to the deportation of people with whom he served. Among many others he continues to fight for those men and women.

      He took his exam after being tutored for the purpose, passed it and became a citizen of the U.S. while he served as a Combat Engineer in the Army. His training as a combat engineer taught him the rudiments of using explosives. He liked the work, considered it an important way to contribute to the Army and asked to specialize in the area. The Army was happy to grant him the opportunity. It came as a natural extension of his training that Tom learned more about detection, disposal, clearing booby traps, IED's, whatever. In Iraq first, then in Afghanistan, he became the guy in the ugly looking suit who did the bomb disposal stuff. In my humble opinion anyone who clears IEDs, disarms them, whatever, has balls the size of a mountain.

      Tom stands about five feet nine inches tall and weighs maybe a hundred thirty to one hundred forty pounds. He is a “mestizo” and is proud of his Yaqui Indian heritage. His skin is a rich brown color, as are his eyes. Tom’s eyes are alive, piercing, full of his energy and ability. I suppose you might be asking why the description of his skin color and so on. The answer is simple. It is part of who Tom Leivas is, part of his psyche, a badge of honor.

      He speaks fluent Spanish as well as English, a smattering of Pashtun and Urdu he learned in Afghanistan, and a little Arabic he learned in Iraq. Tom teaches Spanish as a second language to patrol officers. In a state like Arizona, where many undocumented people live the ability to speak Spanish is an asset. The need for the officers to have at least a nodding acquaintance with Spanish and to know a few key phrases is legion. He enhances their knowledge, broadens their understanding of the Spanish language and heritage.

      Tom married the love of his life, Selena. They met in Spain. She studied there preparing to become a nun. When they met her plans on the sisterhood ended. Tom spent several months there on temporary duty, learning about the construction of IED’s constructed by former insurgents from Afghanistan. On leave after they met in Europe, he traveled to her home state of Arizona and proposed marriage. They have four children, three sons and a daughter. All four live with their parents.

      When you talk with Tom, he seems to be rapt on your every word. I wondered, when I first met him, if his being so intent on listening came as a result of having to learn English as a second language. It seems to be more, more about what he perceives, what he gleans from the speaker. The art of listening is not lost. He practices that ability.

      Tom’s heart and courage are humongous, and his loyalty to our nation, to his department, and to those with whom he works, is without question. He served 21 years in the Army before being retired for medical reasons. He had a heart attack at age thirty-eight, less than a year before the Army retired him. One can well imagine why he had a heart attack after looking at his military resume. He served in Afghanistan, in Iraq during Bush II, and was involved in the Iraq War of President Bush the elder. He also served a couple of tours along the demilitarized zone in Korea, one of the tensest military zones in the world.

      As I said earlier, I am Ned Markham. I am a special agent of the FBI. As an agent with the FBI it became clear to me that before my career was over it was probable I would encounter a perpetrator who used explosives for his criminal activity. I asked for temporary assignment to the Phoenix P.D. bomb squad and to Tom Leivas in particular. Learning about explosives and the people who use them was my motive. The Bureau granted my request on one condition. Leivas needed to allow a "shadow" for at least a six-month period. That was the time the FBI thought would be necessary for me to come up to speed on the usage of explosives by perpetrators. I talked with Tom before I undertook the position.

      "Hi Tom," I said, when we were first introduced, "I am Ned Markham. My wife is Josie Du Puy. You may have heard of her but not me."

      Tom replied that he’d heard of both of us and he was pleased to meet me. He asked me after I told him my purpose for visiting him, “What is your reason for wanting to learn about explosives and the perpetrators that use them Ned?"

      "Well first of all my bosses want me to do this, but it sounds like something that I should know, don't you agree? In our society today there is or seems to be an increasing chance explosive are going to be used in crimes. With our agency being one of those enforcing the Patriot Act the training is justified."

      "Okay. It seems to me that you are motivated, but are you interested more than on an intellectual level?"

      "I guess I don't understand Tom."

      "Okay. I cannot describe what I am referring to but let me show you this picture." He put a photo in front of me and asked me to tell him what I saw. It depicted a burned-out automobile. I could not tell what kind of vehicle it had been. A small crater existed next to a road, and a bundle of rags lying next to the crater, or what looked like a bundle of rags. There was a lot of blood in the area. I told him what I saw.

      Tom asked me, "What happened here Ned?”

      "I guess I don't understand Tom."

      "Okay. I cannot describe what I am referring to but let me show you this picture." He put a photo in front of me and asked me to tell him what I saw. It depicted a burned-out automobile. I could not tell what kind of vehicle it had been. A small crater existed next to a road, and a bundle of rags laying next to the crater, or what looked like a bundle of rags. There was a lot of blood in the area. I told him what I saw.

      Tom asked me, "What happened here Ned?”

      “Tom, I do not understand what happened. I have never seen a bomb go off or the results of an explosion. My best guess is this was an explosive event, maybe a car bomb exploded here or a small IED next to the road where the little crater is. Other than that, I could not guess.”

      Tom smiled at me and said, “Ned this was the result of a bombing committed by a person wearing a vest filled with Semtex blocks. The bundle you see is a head. The blood in the area got expelled from the body of the bomber when he touched off the explosion. The family, five of them, all Sunni Moslems, appear to have been the target of the bomber. The bomber was a Shiite Moslem believer who thought this would send him to heaven, or maybe was so damn mad he did it for no reason. We discovered no motive behind this bombing other than the different sects. Months later we heard one of the family members in the car was a teen-aged girl. The boy who did this was also a teen-ager. It appeared, after finding the two teens knew each other, the boy exploded this vest as an act of outrage over the girl rejecting his advances by virtue of the differences in sects.”

      “Jesus, what a story?”

      “It's not an uncommon story someone bombs a family or another person in the Middle East or Afghanistan or Pakistan because of familial slights or affronts. To get insulted in the middle east or Afghanistan or Pakistan, is a profoundly serious business, and often results in murder of one form or another. This is just one example of that sort of thing. So, what do you think about dealing with bombers now, Ned?"

      "Have we had any of this in the U.S. yet Tom?"

      “Not much, but in the run of time, with the madrassas turning out suicide bombers and the young people of the country becoming more alienated from the government and their elders, it’s bound to happen. So far, the worst we have seen here aside from the 911 attacks is Timothy McVey, or Theodore Kaczynski. I guess it is inevitable.”

      "Well then, all the more reason for me to learn and know enough to fathom out what happens in a bombing."

      "You know Ned, one or two people I have shown this picture have puked after seeing it and knowing what happened. I am surprised you withstood the information so well."

      "Thanks Tom." About the time I said thanks, Tom received a telephone call, stood up and said something about a bomb going off downtown. "Do you want to start today, or would you like to wait until another time?"

      I said, "No, right now is great for me. I am yours for however long you think I need to be here."

      "Let's go then. We have a bombing in the Maricopa County Parking Garage. Let's go see what it involved. One thing Ned. In future you may want to consider wearing something other than a suit. It’s common for me to get dirty in my investigations. If you work with me, you’re going to ruin a lot of suits, or wear something else."

      Just before leaving the office Tom pulled on a loose-fitting pair of coveralls. His normal mode of dress was a polo shirt and Dockers or the like. A small tool kit, or evidence kit, clipped onto a belt as did his holstered pistol. I noticed he carried a .45 caliber 1911 style pistol. Phoenix P.D.’s standard was the 9mm Glock. He must have seen me glance at the weapon He said, “I got used to this one in the military. When I joined this department, I asked for permission to carry the .45. They didn’t argue with me after I qualified.

      By the time we arrived downtown and got to the scene of the bombing the fire had been put out and the smoldering mess cooled down. Tom talked to the fire captain in charge of the unit that put the fire out. He asked the fire captain, after introducing himself as Sergeant Tom Leivas, Explosives Investigator, and showing his creds, "Was there any cleanup done after the fire was out, Captain?"

      "No, not a cleanup. We did sweep up some burned insulation material that was on the ground under the edges of the car after we finished dousing the fire."

      Tom apparently noticed the Captain looking at me. He said, “This is Ned Markham. He is with the FBI and working with me.”  Then he asked the captain where the materials were they swept up. The captain asked one of his guys who produced a black trash bag. Tom asked if he could look through the trash bag and the fireman spread it out. Tom sifted through the remains, took a small item out of the midst of the mass of yuck and said, “Thank you very much,” put the item into an evidence bag and motioned to me to follow him.

      Nothing about Tom’s actions or what he said bespoke itself of criticism or disdain for the fire fighters. I did see the fire captain shaking his head when Tom put the small item into an evidence bag., Before we walked away, the fire captain said, “I’m sorry Tom, we had no idea there was evidence in the burned up stuff.”

      “No problem, Captain. I’m not upset in the least. Very few ever see the results of a bombing. The residue, the burned-up detritus often contains items of evidence. Unless you are trained to look for them, well most often it happens just as it has today. Thanks for your comment though. It leads me to suggest this might be something for an interdepartmental memo. This bombing might well lead to others. The rest of the department might need the information.”

      The fire captain, as he walked away from us, made a telephone call with a cell. I overheard him saying, “Please make a note for the powers that be to tell all our people, in all the stations, not to sweep up the area of a bombing until the bomb squad people are done with the area.”

      TL walked around the wreck, looked at it from one side to the other, bent down near where the rear bumper had been, then got out a kit which had a body of swabs in it. He swabbed the bumper, got down close to the pavement under the car and took some photos and took more swabs, stood back from the car and took more photos and then turned to me and said, "Okay, we can go. The wrecker is going to come and get the car. There is nothing more we can do here."

      My curiosity boiled over. It could have waited, but I blurted out the question, "Why did you take the swabs Tom?"

      "Well as you already know explosives are made from chemicals bonded together and then blown apart by their reaction to an explosive stimulus. We call the stimulus a blasting cap or it might be detonator cord. The chemicals, when they explode, leave a residue in the area of the explosion, and the chemicals bond to the pavement, to the vehicle when it is a vehicle, to whatever soil or concrete is involved. So, my reason for the swabs was to get samples of the remaining chemicals. They will be sent to the lab for analysis, but I can tell you what explosive was used. It was Semtex."

      "How can you be so sure, Tom?"

      "Semtex is an explosive, so called ‘plastique,’ as the French call it, that is manufactured in Czechoslovakia. The Czechs, to make sure people know it is their product, add what is called a ‘tagant’ to their product. The tagant exudes a particular and recognizable smell when Semtex is exploded. That is how I know what was used. The odor remained strong right next to where the rear bumper used to be. That was where the explosion occurred, very near to the bumper."

      "Come to think of it and now that you mention it, I smelled something peculiar as I was watching you do smears from the bumper area. Was the odor the tagant of Semtex?"

      "Yes Ned. That's good. Not many people recognize there is an odor there right away. You have a good nose."

      "Thanks Tom. But tell me more about the chemicals and what you were swabbing on the concrete under the car."

      "Okay. When I first got down to look under the car, I was looking at the bumper area which took heavy damage. The damage to the front of the car was less explosive damage than it was fire damage. I knew the explosion came from the rear end of the car. That could have made it a gasoline explosion which could have been caused by almost anything. Maybe someone walking by threw a lit cigarette in that direction and there had been a leakage of gasoline from the tailpipe. That happens. Then the fumes from the gasoline lit, caused the gasoline on the ground to light, somehow the fumes in the tailpipe lit and it went back into the fuel tank itself.  Could have been that way. I have seen that. What I saw right away under the car in the area of the explosion, never mind the tagant odor, was crystallized tarmac. It is common with explosions taking place under a car where a bomb is used."

      "What does that mean? I didn't see anything shiny underneath the car."

      "Nor will you in most situations. It's just the coloration of the tarmac changes some, the silicon in the mixture of sand and what have you rises to the surface to a degree so there might be some spots of shiny color. It's only located where the explosion occurs. Fire may cause some differences in the tarmac but that is melting rather than crystallization. All those things are a matter of observation, Ned, most of which comes with experience."

      "All right Tom. I can see I have a lot of reading in front on me, a lot of study in general. Man, that's a lot of information for just one explosion."

      "We are just beginning to scratch the surface on this one Ned. There was a tiny piece of a timer I found in the trash. Now we know a bomb got placed here; a bomber placed it intending to blow up this car. We don't know why that happened. The first thing we have to do is find out who owns the car. I have the VIN numbers and I am going to run them through MVD to find out the owner's name."

      Tom did that and came up with the name of a young woman, Karen Tumulty. He walked back to the fire captain and asked if anyone had identified themselves as the owner of the car. The captain said no but told Tom the courthouse was about to let out for the day and maybe the owner would be coming in the next ten or fifteen minutes. We waited.

      We chatted a little about his service and experiences in the service for the few minutes we had to wait. He was an interesting character. We just began talking about his tours of duty in the Middle East when a youngish looking woman walked past us and then ran to the destroyed car. The fire captain walked to her and calmed her down, telling her the car had been bombed. Then he led her to us and said to her, "These men are from the Phoenix P.D. They will want to talk to you for a few minutes."

      Tom introduced himself and me to the woman who gave her name just as Karen. He said to her "We are from the Phoenix P.D. Karen. We are here because a bomb was set off in the rear end of your car. Did you understand?"

      "Yes, I guess so. God, why would anyone bomb my car? Gosh I don't have any enemies or anything of that sort. I am a student at A.S.U. I just graduated high school year before last. This was my first new car. What in the world could this be about?"

      "That was what we wanted to ask you, Karen," Tom said. "Have you broken up with a boyfriend, anything of that nature?"

      "Gosh no. I don't have time for guys now."

      "What do your parents do for a living Karen?"

      "My mom is a teacher in an elementary school in Phoenix, my dad works for a Chase bank branch in Phoenix. Neither of them has ever said anything about having enemies or anything along those lines. Mom teaches young kids in the second grade. My dad works in investments made by the bank, nothing to do with customers in many years."

      "All right, Karen. I think that's all we need to discuss with you now." Tom handed her a notebook and said "Would you please write down your telephone numbers and those of your parents as well as yours, and your parent's address. I promise you we will not use this information for anything except to contact you later if we feel it necessary. I doubt that will be true. Both Ned and I feel this is a random act."

      We left poor Karen to take care of providing the insurance information to the fire department. It would be necessary for them to await the arrival of her insurance agent. She was calling the agent as we walked out of the area. During the drive to the office where we would process the evidence envelopes, Tom talked little. After processing the evidence, we got it on the way to the lab at Department of Public Safety. On the drive he was analyzing, trying to figure out something. He told me, after we finished with the evidence envelopes, "I’m convinced this guy is a first-time bomber."

      "Why do you say that Tom?"

      "There seems to be no reason why this car was bombed. Based on what we got from the owner this seems random. There is no particular signature to this effort. Most often bombers put their bombs in the same places in every instance. It's as though they get habitual in their conduct without realizing that to be true. We call their habitual conduct a signature. It comes with the explosive, the timer if there is one, and there was one in this case, the place where the bomb is located, the victim against which the bombing is directed if it is in a war zone. There are other things, but those are the gist of what "signature" means, Ned."

      "Do you think this guy will do more explosions Tom?"

      "Sure. This was a test run, a trial run if you will. This guy has an agenda I would say. He will let us know soon what his agenda is." Tom's analysis was not only ominous but correct.
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