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To my father, 
for tacitly passing on his interest in history 
and the Adirondacks.

			





 

			Advance Praise for Sworn to Silence

			 

			“When I began working with Jim Tracy at the Glens Falls (N.Y.) Post-Star two decades ago, he was kicking around a project about Robert Garrow’s reign of terror through the Adirondacks in the 1970s. A subsequent newspaper series was merely the appetizer to Sworn to Silence, a master class in reporting and storytelling that is equal parts labor of love and effort in excellence.” 

			—Ryan O’Halloran, Sports Writer, The Denver Post

			 

			“As I worked construction on Lake George in the Adirondacks the summer of 1973, I listened on radio for news of the manhunt for Robert Garrow. I’ve never forgotten the haunting feeling of knowing that random killer was loose in the mountains around me. It was like a living ghost story told around campfires at night. Jim Tracy has done an excellent job of filling out the story that is much more than the news bulletins and headlines of the day.” 

			—Brian Rooney, former Correspondent, ABC News

			 

			“Like Watergate headlines and long lines at gas stations, this twisty, politically-tinged examination of the unsolved questions of the Missing Bodies case is redolent of the early 1970s. Tracy navigates this complex story brilliantly, leaving no stone unturned.” 

			—John Temple, Author of American Pain and Up in Arms

			





source on notes

			This book is a work of reported nonfiction. I changed no names or details. It’s based on a decade of research and interviews with many of the story’s key participants, including the late New York State Police Senior Investigator Henry McCabe and defense attorney Frank Armani. Also used was the entire copy of the Garrow case file provided by the Central Bureau of Records of the New York State Police and the entire trial transcript, including parts previously sealed and legally released only recently because of the expiration of time. All other information was found in public records, journalistic recordings, television newsreels, and academic venues. Dialogue in quotation marks is drawn from trial transcripts, interviewees recall, police files, prison records, newspaper clips, legal correspondences, and individuals’ notes. Scene depictions derive from my multiple visits to key locations in the story or photographs and video shot by the media or police at the time. No depictions or dialogue was embellished for dramatic effect. Anything used is sourced.

			





TIME AND PLACE

			(Author’s Note)

			In upstate New York in the early 1970s, amid a time of anxiety across America following the tumultuous ’60s, there lived four men. All four were successful at their chosen pursuits. Two were attorneys and friends. The third was a revered New York State Police investigator. The fourth was a prolific rapist and murderer. Through either coincidence or fate, these men’s lives intersected and remained perpetually linked in a bizarre true crime story and controversial legal thriller that would affect each of them profoundly. In the following pages, I tell the story of these men and this case, with a few brief excursions into my own personal experiences with it.

			At the time of these events, this story received extensive media coverage. Today, other historical happenings, like Watergate, Vietnam, and the energy crisis, have overshadowed it. But there’s another reason, a darker one, why this story is not better known. It has been kept lurking in the shadows, still hiding from Dateline or 48 Hours, because there’s an otherworldly darkness surrounding these events. Many of those affected by it, or involved in it, can’t revisit that time and place despite the passing of nearly a half century. This was the darkest side of human nature. These are memories, for many, too painful to relive. So why bring them back to life?

			There are numerous reasons, but the foremost is this case led to the landmark legal decision, People v. Belge, which is now taught in law schools worldwide. Professor Thomas Morgan of George Washington University summed up Belge’s significance today when he said, “This case is not just an interesting historical footnote. It’s a central case in our development and understanding of what it means to be a lawyer.”1

			Lisa Lerman, professor of law at The Catholic University of America, Columbus School of Law, called this story a mental magnet on a National Public Radio podcast. Elaborating, she said, “Many other cases that were taught at that time have faded from memory, but this case continues to fascinate law students and faculty not only in the United States, but all over the world. I found some photos from the case on the Internet of a German professor. Also, I was teaching the case to a group of Polish law students last year, and some of the students said they had already studied the case in a Polish philosophy class.”2

			What’s been missing in classrooms, discussions, and public seminars are answers to a lot of unanswered questions. 

			Why would two lawyers—fathers of teenaged girls—keep secret the location of their client’s female victims’ bodies while their families pleaded with them for information? How far did one of the lawyers go in helping Robert Garrow, a convicted felon, stay on the streets when he should have been back in prison? Had they initially hoped to be paid before being forced to take the case as public defenders? How, over the decades, have the two lawyers gone from villains to heroes in certain circles? What drove Garrow to become a serial rapist? How many people did he really kill? How did the wording of an attorney's oath of office change as a result of this case? What cold cases today point to him as the culprit? Whatever happened to his family? Why did New York State officials prevent the investigator from pursuing more cases involving Garrow? How did Garrow fool most of the state Corrections Beauracracy?

			This book provides those answers with objective reporting and, in the aggregate, serves as a compendium for Belge, more commonly known today as “The Missing Bodies Case” or “Buried Bodies Case.”
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INTRODUCTION

			1973…AN UNCERTAIN FUTURE

			It wasn’t until 1973 that Americans could say the turbulent ’60s were really over.

			The decade of political assassinations, war, and civil unrest had hung around the first few years of the 1970s like an unwanted houseguest. As 1973 marched on, as President Richard Nixon began his second term, and as America ended its involvement in Vietnam in the spring, most of the clamor of the previous decade was officially jettisoned into the history books.3 Unfortunately, new problems abounded.

			Foremost was Watergate. The scandal had, by degrees, engulfed the nation. The summer of 1973 was the summer of Watergate, but other ominous events hovered over the nation like tear gas ready to rain down. The crime rates in the major cities were out of control and hitting astronomical proportions. The official U.S. murder rates released from the previous year came in at almost 19,000, a historical high. In New York state, murders surpassed 2,000 for the first time; and forcible rapes, at least those reported, had nearly doubled since 1965 to more than 4,000. The economy was collapsing. Inflation was knocking. The Arabs were threatening an oil embargo. The cost of gas was about to go through the roof or maybe dry up all together. The draconian Rockefeller drug laws in New York were scheduled to take effect on September 1, putting many nonviolent marijuana peddlers away for a long time.

			It was also a much different America. No cable television, no internet, no social media. People lived in vacuums between the morning newspapers and the evening television news. Days were longer. Kids played outside, came home for dinner, and then disappeared again until the streetlights came on. Lastly, two notable customs from the 1960s had survived into the new decade: young men wore their hair long and hitchhiking continued as a means of transportation for both men and women.

			This culture was the setting for one ex-convict who was on the roads hunting for women. His name would become public during a manhunt in the serene Adirondack Mountains in northern New York state—a frightening episode that became legendary and changed the peaceful culture forever—following a murder spree at the height of the tourist season. Eventually his story, and the controversial actions of his two attorneys, would become national news.

			These events seemed a microcosm of the anxiety the nation was enduring as a whole. Before it was over, the killer’s crimes, like the ripples from a rock dropped in a pond, would reach and affect society well beyond his victims. Ultimately, this story would lead to a contentious and emotional public debate over the philosophical question: How far should a defense lawyer go in protecting his client?

			





PART I

			THE CRIMES

			





ONE

			THE OMEN

			How bizarre it was, he thought, that he had never no-ticed it before.

			Had Danny put it there before he left for the Adirondack Mountains? Or maybe John? Where did it come from? When John Gorman arrived, he asked him. Gorman looked at his friend Pat Caddell like he was nuts. It’d been there for weeks, John said, one of several trivial items making up the office’s décor. For some reason, Caddell was seeing it for the first time he could remember, and it was as conspicuous as a road flare on a pitch-black night.

			The little wooden potpourri box sat on a table in the corner of the office next to magazines. Caddell was fixated on the box, and it emitted a powerful odor that rose in his nose. The sight and smell heightened his apprehension. The sensations he associated with it had rekindled his earliest memories of death. Years later, he could only try and describe it: “It was the most surreal feeling I had ever experienced. A dark sense of foreboding.”4

			When he glanced at his watch, it was already early afternoon. The date was Monday, July 16, 1973, an infamous day in American history. Caddell, despite being twenty-three-years-old, was already a rising star in national politics. He was in his office near Harvard Square in Cambridge, Massachusetts. The lighting was dim, the blinds pulled, and it was quiet except for an air conditioner rattling against the summer heat and humidity settling over most of the Eastern Seaboard. In front of Caddell, hardly touched, sat The Boston Globe. A photo of smiling First Lady Pat Nixon and her daughter Tricia stared up at him from the front page as they waved to reporters gathered at the Bethesda Naval Medical Center after visiting President Richard Nixon over the weekend as he recovered from viral pneumonia. His illness, the public speculated, was a result of the stress of the ongoing Watergate investigation.

			Caddell, a tall, stocky, and pallid young man with long dark hair, had picked up the paper several times throughout the morning to read it. But each time, he found the words passing in front of his eyes without recalling them. Preoccupied, he never got beyond the front page. He was worried.

			His best friend and business partner, twenty-three-year-old Danny Porter, and Porter’s twenty-one-year-old girlfriend, Sue Petz, had not returned home from their one-night camping trip in the Adirondack Mountains in northern New York state.

			Caddell knew it was uncharacteristic of Porter not to call if he was going to be late. It was really unprecedented in Caddell’s relations with him. Caddell, from South Carolina, had met Porter, from Ohio, when they were freshman at Harvard College. Caddell took to him immediately. They became friends, then business partners. They graduated from Harvard together, members of the Class of ’72. Porter had earned a full scholarship to Harvard after graduating from Mansfield High in Mansfield, Ohio. Porter was the most punctual and dependable person Caddell had ever met. When Caddell envisioned partners for his company, he could not have dreamed up a better one than Porter. Before their senior semester, the two men recruited Gorman, another friend from their freshman year, and the trio established Cambridge Survey Research Inc., a political polling company.

			With early success in some state elections, there came one galvanizing moment in their senior year that changed everything. U.S. Senator George McGovern, a Democrat from South Dakota, hired the trio on a tip from an advisor to sample the electorate for his upcoming presidential run. His platform was primarily to end the Vietnam War immediately, which the three boys were wholeheartedly fighting for.

			In the following months, they played a crucial role in the senator’s rise from one of the longest shots in the Democratic field at the outset of the campaign, in the winter of ’71–’72, to the eventual nominee. In November 1972, McGovern lost to Nixon, winning only the state of Massachusetts and the District of Columbia in one of the most lopsided presidential elections in history. All was not lost, though. The McGovern campaign had taken them all across the country. It would be a time romanticized for years in books like Hunter Thompson’s Fear and Loathing on the Campaign Trail ’72 and Timothy Crouse’s The Boys on the Bus, both considered modern political classics. Now, in 1973, with the escalation of Watergate, the McGovern camp had gained some vindication. The three young men had made a name for themselves and looked to have big futures.

			At the moment, though, none of that mattered to Caddell. All he wanted was for the phone to ring or for Porter to walk through the door. His consternation caused him to hardly notice something that would have been much more significant on any other day in his life. On TV, in an infamous moment in Watergate history, Alexander Butterfield, deputy assistant to President Richard Nixon until mid-March, revealed to the Senate Watergate Committee that a secret taping system was used in the White House. This led to a fight over the tapes between the president and the Watergate Committee that was settled by the famous SCOTUS decision United States v. Nixon. 

			Because of Caddell’s support of McGovern, he knew Nixon was not fond of him. What he did not know yet was that Nixon had listed him on his so-called enemies list—the youngest person on it. The list wouldn’t emerge until December in The Washington Post.

			[image: ]

			Around 4 p.m., and still without word from Porter, Caddell felt compelled to act. He knew instinctively something was wrong. He had grown up in the South and knew practically nothing about the Adirondack Mountains. He grabbed an encyclopedia from his bookshelf. He was surprised by what he read.

			The Adirondack State Park is a geographical freak spanning six-million acres and encompassing one-fifth of the total land area of New York state. Although small towns, hamlets, and villages can be found throughout, it’s one of the wildest parts of the eastern United States. The park consists of thousands of lakes, ponds, rivers, and streams, and is home to a vast array of wildlife. The park is overseen and policed by the state, but much of the land is owned or leased by private citizens.

			Caddell’s concerns about his friends were amplified by the description of the Adirondacks’ enormity and vast wildlife. He reached for the phone and dialed the New York State Forest Rangers. They referred him to the New York State Police; but he could not convince a trooper over the phone that there was a problem. Caddell told the police officer the couple had no plans of hiking and likely weren’t lost. The trooper told Caddell there had been no reports of accidents over the weekend involving a Porter or a Petz. Things, as usual, were quiet in the Adirondacks. He advised Caddell to give it more time. Caddell remained insistent that Porter and Petz were in some kind of danger but failed to convince him. It was an otherwise routine call for the police, except for the desperation of the caller.

			The Abandoned Car

			Two days after Caddell called police, in the early evening hours of Wednesday, July 18, a man left his residence on Waddell Road in the hamlet of Wevertown, forty minutes west of the shores of Lake George, a popular Adirondacks’ resort destination. As he drove down Waddell, a narrow dirt road in the Adirondack forest with few houses, he passed the same late model BMW he had seen the previous weekend, parked exactly as it had been when he first saw it three days ago. When he returned from dinner, it was still there. He phoned the police.5 Near midnight, two troopers found the light blue, 1972 BMW four-door sedan parked and locked. Nothing inside or outside the vehicle was amiss. The ownership came back to Colonial Car Leasing, in Plymouth, Massachusetts, and registered as a long-term lease to Cambridge Survey Research Inc. It was the car Porter had driven to the Adirondacks. Police issued a memo for the officers on the day shift to reexamine it with the benefit of light.

			The next morning, two troopers conducted a more thorough investigation. They noted the car was parked “272 paces” in from State Route 8. They searched the road but found nothing. One of the troopers recalled, “The car was locked up, and there was no sign of a struggle. I didn’t see any scuff marks anywhere near the car or on the dirt road. There was no blood and absolutely no indication the owner wasn’t coming back.”6

			Police had it towed to a local service station and its contents inventoried. It was “heavily laden with camping supplies, tents, sleeping bags, etc.” If the car was missing when Porter and Petz returned, they would contact police. With nothing amiss, police remained steadfast in their belief that the young couple would eventually materialize. Police assumed, because Petz was a Boston University student, that they had met up with a group of twenty-two BU students who had arrived in the Adirondacks on Thursday for a white-water rafting trip on the Hudson River over the upcoming weekend. The group planned on rafting 310 miles south to its estuary, the Battery in Manhattan.7

			When police contacted Caddell, he knew his friends had no plans of rafting. They were supposed to be home the weekend before. Now convinced something was terribly wrong, he called both Porter’s and Petz’s parents and informed them. The Petzs did not know Sue went camping. They had assumed she was in Boston. They immediately flew from Chicago to New York to file a missing person’s report.8 They were directed to meet a man named Henry McCabe in South Glens Falls, about an hour north of the capital city of Albany. He was that area’s senior investigator for the Bureau of Criminal Investigation unit of the New York State Police. The BCI are the plainclothes detective branch.

			In Cambridge, Caddell and Gorman readied for their trip to New York. They rounded up two other politically powerful friends—Jim King and Al Pierce—and left for the Adirondacks on Thursday, where they checked into a local hotel. The next morning, Caddell called state police and said he and his friends wanted to see where the car had been parked and to look around. A trooper escorted them to Waddell Road and left.

			The men stepped out of their car on this desolate road and an uneasiness struck them. It was secluded, and therefore, they felt vulnerable. The smell of fresh pine was noticeable, but the silence was eerie, with the only sound coming from a trickling brook. Where they stood, and where Porter’s car had been parked, was just past a sharp curve in the dirt road, and out of sight from vehicles traveling on State Route 8. Although they were less than one hundred yards into Waddell Road, the isolation of that spot seemed miles from civilization. It was spooky. A warm wind picked up. The trees rustled and crackled. It chilled them. Days later, King could only describe the area to a Boston Globe reporter as “a Godforsaken place.”
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			NYS Police Sr. Investigator Henry McCabe, because of mandatory retirement rules, was not permitted to follow up on cold cases involving Garrow. Courtesy The Post-Star.
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			Danny Porter’s car was found abandoned in the Adirondacks. Courtesy John Lustyik.

			The four friends saw no reason for Porter and Petz to have been on that road. There were no signs for camping anywhere nearby, and the terrain was not suitable. The four men split up and looked around. At 11:40 a.m., King spotted something white off the west side of the road, parallel to where Porter’s car had been parked. As he walked toward the object in the woods, about twenty-five feet in from the road, he saw a white Adidas sneaker. It was attached to Porter, who was slumped over. His shirt was saturated with blood. Porter was facing the brook, hidden from the road behind a tree. King looked around, and he saw no sign of Petz. King tied his bandanna to a tree branch where Porter had been sitting, and he crouched down, picked up Porter, and carried him to the road. Maybe it was a reflex. King was ten years older than the other men and a Korean War veteran. He yelled for the others. They gathered around their dead friend. There was no saving him. He had been gone for several days. One of them raced to a payphone and called police.

			Suspicion immediately fell on the four men, particularly Caddell. Why had he called so soon, knowing something bad had happened? How could they travel to the Adirondacks for the first time in their lives and locate the body after police had done a meticulous search of that road? Why did they move the body? How did Caddell know Porter? What kind of business was Cambridge Survey Research Inc.?

			Caddell and Gorman were forthright. They told them everything they knew, including the incriminating fact they each carried $150,000 life insurance policies on Porter. Police suspected Caddell had killed Porter for the money, but he needed a body to collect the funds. It explained, from the cops’ perspective, Caddell’s urgency for police to locate Porter. Caddell, however, stood his ground and begged them to start looking for Sue.

			State police did not make an arrest but advised them to remain at their hotel for further instruction. Once there, the young men decided they needed help because they knew they were considered suspects. They phoned King’s boss, Ted Kennedy, a powerful U.S. senator and likely future presidential contender. King was the executive administrator of Kennedy’s district office in Massachusetts and an employee of the U.S. Senate. Cambridge Survey would likely work for Kennedy if he made a presidential run in 1976. Kennedy reached higher-ups in New York and vouched for the men. Additionally, he sent his own team of private investigators to the Warren County District Attorney’s office for observation. The district attorney in the small county wasn’t sure initially what to make of the situation when, on a Friday afternoon, and before he had much information on the murder, Kennedy’s suits invaded his office.

			“The Kennedy family was very interested in this abandoned car and missing girl,” former Warren County District Attorney R. Case Prime recalled. “They sent some of their people who work for them to see what was going on. They hung around the office. They didn’t interfere, but they were very interested.”9
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			Henry McCabe’s old headquarters on Route 9 near South Glens Falls. Author’s photo.

			In South Glens Falls, about thirty minutes south of the murder, McCabe was sitting across from Porter’s and Petz’s parents, taking information on a missing person’s case. Sadly, the once prospective in-laws were meeting for the first time. While he was filling out the paperwork for the missing couple, his phone rang with the news of Porter’s murder.

			Thus, under those dreadful circumstances, this case began for McCabe.

			





TWO

			A COP’S COP

			Danny Porter’s murder and Sue Petz’s disappearance could not have been in better investigative hands.

			Fifty-three-year old Henry McCabe was a unique individual. His presence commanded respect—and not just because of his reputation as a great detective. He also had swag, coupled with a salient New York City accent and an energy and vivacity that belied his chronological age.

			“I can still run like a fuckin’ deer,” he’d tell the younger troopers in his fast-cadenced, high-pitched Brooklyn accent when they chided him about his age. They knew it, too, because he was in better shape than half of them. Behind his back, they called him a cop’s cop, the ultimate compliment for a law enforcement officer.

			Tall, thin, and not powerfully built, McCabe stood an inch or so over six-foot and weighed 170 pounds. But his weathered skin and self-assured vernacular left no doubt about his toughness. People liked him though. In barrooms, which he frequented often, particularly in his younger years, he won a few bets telling people he was a cop. He loved beer, smoked heavily, swore often, and seemed a regular guy. He cursed, not in a classless manner or in a way to draw attention to himself, but in a timely fashion, spewing an expletive at the perfect moment to draw out a laugh or make a point. He had no airs about him. Even when being critical, he would pose his criticism in a form of a polite question that seemed more curious than accusatory, and he would listen without expressing his opinion. He had an innate ability to read people. He possessed common sense. Never a braggart—and quick to admit there had been plenty of times in his career when he was scared—he had never suffered a scratch in nearly thirty years with the state police despite being in many life-threatening situations. He said he always made sure he knew what was on the other side of the door he was about to kick down and all other avenues of escape were covered. He was quoted in the newspaper once saying, “If you know what you’re doing and do the right thing at the right time quickly enough I don’t think harm can come to you.”

			In the months prior to the Porter murder, there had been a noticeable change in his demeanor. What was eating at him was his mandatory retirement date. It was approaching like a speeding train he could not get out of the way of. He regretted that he’d be hanging it up soon. He felt he was at his peak, physically and mentally. He chuckled sardonically once in a while, because he had voted for the fifty-five-year-old mandatory retirement age when he was younger.

			His investigative skills were innate. One time, he took a rare vacation and traveled to Washington, D.C., where he toured Ford’s Theatre, the site of President Abraham Lincoln’s assassination. The last thing he wanted to think about was work. He took a group tour of the theater, listened to the guide tell all the myriad details of the assassination, saw the layout of the building, and inadvertently blurted, “Jesus Christ, Booth couldn’t have killed Lincoln. It had to have been his co-conspirator. Booth jumped onto the stage as a decoy.”10

			The guide listened, seemingly transfixed, and then pulled him aside and whispered, “Jeez, I always thought that too. But don’t say it too loud or you’ll change the whole course of American history. And I’ll have to change my whole tour narrative.”

			They both laughed.

			Now, the summer of 1973, he didn’t know it—the idea would have seemed ludicrous—but he was about to embark on the biggest case of his life.

			





THREE

			GONE GIRL

			McCabe hung up the phone and broke the news of Porter’s death and Petz’s missing status to the four parents sitting across from him. Like any cop, he hated delivering death notifications. They were physically and emotionally draining, and he remembered all of them for the rest of his life. He also knew that the emotions he felt were just a modicum of the pain and suffering the victim’s family would endure.

			“Understandably, they looked like beaten down people,” McCabe remembered years later. “They were very, very nice people.”11

			Police would later conclude that Porter was murdered on the night he arrived, July 14, six days prior to his body being found. The cause of death was shock and hemorrhaging caused by four stab wounds to the chest. Minutes after he was killed, the heavens poured buckets.12

			McCabe suspected Caddell was the culprit too, even though Kennedy had vouched for him, and Governor Nelson Rockefeller’s staff had been briefed.13 The motive was the insurance money. McCabe released the four men, and they went back to Massachusetts not knowing two of McCabe’s detectives were not far behind, digging up evidence to build a case against them. It would prove to be a dead end. McCabe, meanwhile, stayed in New York to lead the search for Petz. 
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			Early Friday afternoon, after wrapping up his business with the parents, McCabe departed South Glens Falls and drove up the Adirondack Northway to Waddell Road.

			During his investigation of the crime scene, McCabe found a piece of white nylon rope in good condition about ten feet off the west side of the road at a point directly in the path of Porter’s body. A brown shoelace was found in the branch of the underbrush at a point twenty-one feet from the edge of the road, again in the direct path between the body and the roadway. The match to the brown shoelace was found inside the vehicle. There were no fingerprints on the car other than Porter’s and Petz’s. McCabe found no signs of a struggle and theorized that Porter had trusted his killer because he didn’t run or fight. Or he walked into the forest under some false pretense, or by the threat of a weapon, maybe being reassured he wouldn’t be harmed if he cooperated.

			Porter’s mother arrived at the crime scene wanting to see where her son had taken his last breath. After, McCabe escorted her to nearby Glens Falls Hospital, where her son’s body had been taken for an autopsy. 

			She recalled, “Danny was gone. It was a promised life, unfulfilled.”14

			McCabe sat with her inside the waiting area. He read the inventory sheet of the deceased’s possessions. On his person, Porter carried one item: a piece of Juicy Fruit gum in a pack. Mrs. Nauman, Porter’s mother, asked McCabe if he could retrieve it for her. He did. Minutes later, she grew upset. She realized her son’s watch was missing, a graduation gift from her. It had been on his body at the crime scene, police noted, eliminating robbery as a motive. She assumed it was stolen—one more indignity for a shocked and grieving mother. McCabe recalled that awkward moment later and said, “I don’t think anyone stole it. I think it must have got thrown out. A lot of people handled the body between police, ambulance attendants, nurses, and orderlies.”

			The only circumstance mitigating this tragedy was that Mrs. Nauman had a conclusion to her son’s fate, something not afforded Mr. and Mrs. Petz. That evening, McCabe met with them and obtained a photo and physical description of Sue to run in the papers.

			Petz was described as a petite woman: five-foot-two and a little more than one-hundred pounds with dark blonde hair, usually worn back in a bandanna. Photos of her showed a pretty woman with a wide, toothpaste commercial-like smile and an ebullient radiance. She was reportedly wearing jeans, sneakers, and a light top.

			The next morning, the local newspaper, The Post-Star, ran the first story on the murder. Some of the initial details police reported were incorrect.

			Girl Sought In Stabbing

			JOHNSBURG – A Boston University student [sic] was found stabbed to death near Waddell Road in the Town of Johnsburg at noon Friday, State Police said.

			Troopers said Daniel Porter, 22, [sic] of Concord, Mass., was found with four puncture wounds, two in the heart. Dr. Felix Schrenk of Chestertown, a Warren County coroner, issued a verdict of death due to shock and hemorrhaging from the punctures.

			Troopers are scheduled today to resume searching for Susan Petz, 21, of Skokie, Ill., also a Boston University student. The two reportedly were traveling from Boston to the Adirondacks.

			Porter’s body was found about 20 yards from where his car was found several days ago. Troopers said no weapon was found, but confirmed the death is being investigated as a homicide.

			Conservation officers are assisting troopers in the search.15

			The Boston Globe ran its first story in its Sunday paper.

			McGovern Aide Slain in New York

			By Richard Kindleberger
Globe Staff

			Danny D. Porter, a 23-year-old Harvard University graduate whose political consulting company played a major role in Sen. George S. McGovern’s campaign for the presidency, was found dead Friday in Johnsburgh, N.Y., an apparent murder victim.16
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			Searchers gather on Waddell Road as another day of looking for Sue Petz. Courtesy The Post-Star.

			The weekend passed with no sign of Petz. On Monday, her father, Earl, chief actuary for Kemper Insurance Companies in Chicago, and her mother, Roberta, flew home to be with their only other child, Sue’s sister, who was a year younger.

			As McCabe dug deeper, he learned Porter and Petz had departed the Boston area at around noon on Saturday, July 14. They made two stops in Massachusetts—the first at a camping supply store and a second at a grocery store—before continuing on to New York. Once there, they exited the New York State Thruway at Amsterdam between 6:30 p.m. and 8 p.m. and purchased gasoline. They followed Route 30 north and turned right onto Route 8, continuing northerly in the direction of Lake George, although their ultimate destination was unclear. It was estimated they had arrived in Wevertown between 8:30 p.m. and 10 p.m.

			McCabe noted:

			The mileage from Amsterdam to where the car was found is 65.5 miles. A notation made in a notebook by Porter at the time he purchased the gasoline, noted the mileage on the odometer of his automobile as 17881. The miles traveled compared favorably with the odometer reading at the time the car was located, 17949. The conclusion drawn here being that the automobile could not have travelled any more than 1 ¼ miles from the point where the vehicle was found.

			[image: ]

			For the next week and into the following weekend, McCabe led the biggest police action in Warren County’s history. There had been plenty of massive searches for lost hikers or drowned swimmers, but not for a murderer and a missing woman under suspicious circumstances in this quiet county. A contingent of state troopers, deputy sheriffs, and state forest rangers worked twelve-hour shifts and scoured, several times over, every inch of Wevertown and the surrounding area. McCabe used every resource available, including dogs and aircraft. His men walked in lines for miles, conducting sweeps of the area. He sent police to businesses, camps, bars, motels, and neighbors’ homes searching for information. They checked “lover’s lanes,” garbage dumps, and parking areas. Area restaurant workers, bartenders, and gas station attendants wanting to help said they had seen the couple at various times, but others questioned at the same location at the same time contradicted those reports and couldn’t identify having seen the couple. Aerial photographs taken from a helicopter proved useless, showing only treetops.

			Meanwhile, the demise of the young couple with bright futures gained momentum in the press. The seasonal population in the Adirondacks triples every summer, in addition to thousands of more tourists. Newspapers like the Chicago Tribune, where the Petzs lived, and The Boston Globe, where the couple currently lived, along with the Associated Press, the New York Daily News, and many local upstate New York papers covered it. McCabe kept his initial comments brief but truthful.

			“We need a break, that’s all it amounts to. It’s all guesswork. All we have is a body and a locked car.”

			State Police Sgt. Ronald Griffin told the press what they were up against in finding her: “The area is not just heavily wooded; it’s all woods. You have to consider; it’s very difficult terrain.”

			When pushed further about why they were so adamant she was here, he grew a little testier and a little more frank.

			“Listen, we’re trying to work on every possibility. One is they may have picked up a hitchhiker along the way. We’re conducting an extensive search for the perpetrator and the girl, but frankly, we don’t have many leads as to what happened to her.”

			Reporters called Caddell in Massachusetts for comment. He rebuffed the hitchhiker theory.

			“Danny was generous to a fault, but he wasn’t stupid,” Caddell said.
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			Sue Petz was a graduate of East Niles High School (Class of ’70) in the suburbs of Chicago. She was one semester away from obtaining a journalism degree from Boston University, magna cum laude. She had been a volunteer reporter and photographer with the East Boston Community News since the spring of 1972. Coworkers said she was enthusiastic, well-liked, and had written numerous bylines. She was living in East Boston with her best friend and roommate Amy Bloom. Bloom, today a well-known novelist, spoke with a Globe reporter during the search. Today, she is one of many close to the case who can’t talk about it.

			She told the Globe that (Sue) has a lot of friends and is very active on the newspaper. She’s a hard worker, and she’s been taking summer courses for the past couple of years. Petz planned on graduating in three years instead of four. Bloom said that Petz hadn’t taken a vacation in a while and that she and Danny had just wanted to get away for a little while.

			On Tuesday, July 24, five days into the Petz search, Porter was laid to rest in Mansfield Memorial Park. Caddell and Gorman attended.

			On July 25, the Boston Globe reported that they spoke directly with McCabe, who said his personal theory was that the girl was alive—possibly a kidnap victim. With no leads, however, all McCabe could do was keep the search in the area going.

			By the end of the week, and with the massive search not uncovering a whiff of Petz, reporters were told of the new theory. Trooper Griffin reiterated McCabe’s theory. “We are going under the assumption that the girl was taken when Porter was killed. It doesn’t sound very inviting from the parents’ point of view, I suppose, but we have no alternative.”

			By Sunday July 29, ten grueling days into the search for Petz, temperatures spiked again like an unshakable fever. If this kept up, it was going to be one of the hottest summers in the region.

			On Waddell Road, McCabe was leaning over the rear of his car, studying a map spread out on the trunk, held down by rocks. A cigarette dangled between his pursed lips and a halo of smoke hung overhead in the humid air. McCabe stared aimlessly. He folded the map with a shake of his head and placed it back in his car. Frankly, he was out of answers. He paced up and down the road, wondering if he had missed anything but knowing full-well he hadn’t. There were only so many times they could go over the same landscape, and if Petz was there, they would have found her. He would have called off the search earlier, but a recent lead needed to be checked.

			A local man with a checkered past had been approached by detectives wanting to know if he had seen anything strange in the area around the time of the murder. When he saw police approaching, he threw a knife under a porch. They arrested him. At the station, he confessed. He said he killed Petz and threw her body in a swamp on Waddell Road where they were searching. So on this last Sunday in July, McCabe assigned his search party to scour the swamp. By mid-morning, it confirmed what McCabe figured all along. It was a false confession. He watched as his men rang out their wet clothes, knowing the case of the missing Petz woman was as cold as the water running out of them. McCabe’s superiors were excited about pursuing a case against the man who had falsely confessed.

			“For Christ’s sakes, just let the asshole go. I got bigger things to worry about than some nut.”

			Authorities reluctantly acquiesced.

			McCabe had received another lead from a letter sent by Mrs. Petz, who was home in Skokie, Illinois. He did not put much stock into it. It started with an apology for bothering him with a psychic. She said her father, Sue’s maternal grandfather, had visited Chicago’s top psychic, and Petz’s mother wanted to pass on the information. The clairvoyant was convinced that Sue was deposited in a place where there was strip mining. She described the area in detail, even cutting out a small portion of the map of New York state and circling the hamlet of Mineville in the High Peaks region of the Adirondacks, which was about an hour north of the search area. Her abductor had long hair, she said.17

			McCabe tossed the correspondence aside. He knew detectives who swore by psychics, but he wasn’t one of them. His experience at crime scenes where psychics had been brought in by loved ones, or had volunteered, resulted in wrong information and wasted time. For now, the letter became an irrelevant footnote deep in his conscience.

			





FOUR

			A DAY OF DAYS

			On Saturday, July 28, the night before McCabe’s men searched the swamp, and two weeks after Porter was murdered and Petz went missing, four friends—three men and a woman—had arrived in the Adirondacks, in a location about forty minutes southwest of the Petz search. It is unknown if they knew of the murder. They had driven two cars an hour north on Route 30 from their homes near the Capital District, and when they arrived in the Wells-Speculator area, the public campsite they hoped to stay at was full. So they had to make do. It was getting late and it was raining. At 10:30 p.m., they turned onto Old Route 8, which branches off of Route 30 between the villages of Wells and Speculator. They scouted the secluded and rarely used road for a site. A little more than a mile down the road, on the right-hand side, they found a horseshoe-shaped grass clearing surrounded by forest on three sides with the road passing in front. It was perfect. The Sacandaga River flowed directly behind it, which was ideal because they planned on fishing on Sunday. They parked their two cars in front of the clearing. Where they were about to set up offered no amenities, but the charred ashes of an old campfire meant someone had been there before.

			Carol Malinowski, twenty-three, sat in her 1971 orange Chevy Camaro with her headlights on to help the guys erect their tents. She watched through the falling rain and darkness as her nineteen-year old fiancé Dave Freeman assembled their small orange-and-gray tent while Dave’s friends, Phil Domblewski, eighteen, a recent high school graduate, and twenty-year-old Nick Fiorello, a part-time local musician, put up their tent next to Dave’s. Hurried along by the rain, the men took just twenty minutes. All four campers ducked into Dave’s and Carol’s tent for a couple of beers before calling it a night. When Nick and Phil finished their drinks, they walked to their tent.

			Sunday morning dawned bright and clear. Phil and Nick awoke around 5:30 a.m. The fresh smell of the moist ground from the brief downpour the night before was invigorating. With the area drying quickly, the day looked promising. They left for breakfast while Dave and Carol slept in. When they returned to the campsite, they asked Dave and Carol if they wanted to go fishing. The couple politely declined, saying they were going to sleep a little longer. Nick and Phil disassembled their tent and placed it in Nick’s blue 1970 Ford Maverick. They walked up the road, poles and tackle boxes in hand, leaving their vehicle behind.

			Shortly later, inside the tent, as his eyes adjusted to the light, Dave glanced at his watch. It was nearing 9 a.m. They heard a brief rustle outside. Carol looked at Dave curiously. They shrugged their shoulders and laughed audibly, assuming it was an animal cutting through the bushes. A minute later, they were startled when someone opened the tent flap from the outside. A middle-aged man squatted in the entrance. He stared in at them, and they stared back in disbelief at his insolence. His dark-lensed eyeglasses and fedora gave him a menacing look. A rifle rested across his legs.

			 “Hey, listen, don’t panic. I ran out of gas, and I want to siphon some out of your cars,” he said nodding in the direction of Carol’s Camaro and Nick’s Maverick. “Hurry up before your friends get back.”

			The couple started dressing.

			Earlier, the man had parked his car in a clearing in the woods out of sight of their camp. He had watched them from less than one hundred yards away while he drank coffee and ate donuts purchased at a nearby store that morning. When Nick and Phil walked up the road, he approached.

			Now, he was there, and Carol was scrambling around looking for her glasses and sandals. She saw the man turn his head, look toward the road, and motion someone over. The stranger looked back inside the tent, opened his big hand, and signaled for the couple to stay put. Dave and Carol obeyed.  Maybe he had an accomplice, the couple thought. But to their relief, it was Nick and Phil. They had been walking up the road in the opposite direction, looking for a different fishing spot when they saw the man and assumed he was a conservation officer. When Nick and Phil reached the tent, the stranger ordered Dave and Carol outside. The five of them stood in a circle. Now outnumbered four to one, and before they knew exactly what was going on, the man’s demeanor grew harsh.

			“I’m taking gas. I don’t want anyone to find out about this, so I’m going to tie you to trees. Start walking.”

			 He pushed his gun forward, signaling for them to walk to the road. The group reluctantly took the few steps out of the grass clearing and onto the narrow pavement. He told them to turn left. They walked in pairs of two, with him following, in the direction of the main road, Route 30. Dave and Carol led the way. Nick and Phil followed. The man trailed. Nick broke the silence first.

			“I’d be glad to give you gas,” he said.

			“Just keep walking,” the man replied.

			A few seconds later, Phil tried.

			“Listen, we’ve been in trouble before, and we won’t tell on you. Just take the gas.”

			“Be quiet and keep walking,” the stranger repeated, eyeing Phil’s long hair with disdain.

			Sensing the kids might make a move, he warned, “Don’t try anything or I’ll blow a hole in you. I’ve killed before and I’ll kill again.”

			They hoped a passing car would see them as they walked, but it was unlikely on this lightly traveled road, especially this early on a Sunday. He kept them on the road only a short distance, less than one hundred yards, and then directed them to turn right into the forest on the opposite side of the road from where they had camped. He told them if they tried anything, “he’ll blow a hole in them.” The group entered via a path that immediately opened to a large, round clearing used by loggers to set down their freshly cut trees. In the clearing, and to their left, they saw an orange compact car. He hurried them along, so none of them had time to memorize the license plate number or see the exact model.

			They paraded through the grass clearing for approximately 200 feet and entered a section of thick forest to the right at about a two o’clock angle from the clearing. In there, it darkened considerably because of the thick canopy of trees overhead. He marched them deeper into the forest. The swampy ground from the rain the night before sank underneath the weight of their steps. When they encountered a narrow brook, they jumped over it. They walked through the forest just a little farther before encountering the snaking brook again. There, approximately one hundred yards in from Old Route 8, the stranger stopped them. Green fern plants grew on both sides of the brook. Knee-high grass, weeds, and trees surrounded them. The bugs were relentless.

			The man told Phil to sit on the wet ground with his back against a tree next to the brook. Phil did so while the others stood there. When Phil’s back was braced against the tree, the man pulled a long length of white clothesline rope from his back pocket, cut a section off with his knife, and then handed it to Dave.

			“Tie ‘em,” the man said.

			Dave squatted and bound Phil’s hands together behind the tree. Then, the man marched the three others about forty feet away from Phil, in the direction of the road they had entered. This left Phil farthest from the road. The stranger then made Dave tie Nick in the same manner, out of sight from Phil. The man escorted Dave and Carol to another tree. As they were walking away, the man turned his head back in the direction of Nick and Phil and said, “You better stay that way, or you’ll be sorry.”

			He walked the couple another forty feet, stopped them, and instructed Carol to tie her boyfriend. Carol tried, but her shaking hands caused her to fumble with the ropes. Nervously, she kept looking up at the man.

			“Pay attention to what you’re doing and stop looking up at me,” he barked. 

			She again struggled with the task, and the man lost his patience.

			“Show her how to do it,” he told Dave.

			After some patient encouragement from Dave, she tied him. The man walked away with Carol, and they went back to where Phil and Nick were tied. They were secured. The man seemed proud to be showing off how Carol was with him and not them. They walked away together, and his demeanor softened. He took her to a tree in line with Phil’s tree farther up the brook, where earlier, before he had them captured, he placed a green raincoat on the ground. As he tied her, he stared at her feet. He noticed her sandals were muddied. “I’m sorry about your sandals,” he said. “I’ll be right back and I’m going to take you with me, and then I’ll probably let you go.”
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