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      For Sharon and Amy,
the two most important women in my life


   

      AUTHOR’S NOTE


      Though novelized to the extent that anecdotes and remembrances were incorporated into the text in chronological order, this

         story about the reign of terror, capture, and conviction of America’s worst serial killer remains as faithful as possible

         to the public record. Some scenes are reconstructed and a few names have been changed to preserve confidentiality, but the

         people, places, and events chronicled here are real. In most instances, actual quotes and first person accounts are taken

         directly from court transcripts, police reports, and public documents. Letters, newspaper accounts, and trial exhibits—including

         a pair of family photo and souvenir albums prepared by the defense—that are a permanent part of the nineteen-volume court

         record of the trial of Randy Kraft became the backbone of Angel of Darkness. In addition, dozens of interviews with friends, acquaintances, victims, neighbors, police officers, journalists, and attorneys

         were conducted in the course of researching Randy Kraft’s story. With the exception of a handful of letters exchanged with

         the author while Kraft was living on San Quentin’s Death Row, Kraft has maintained a total public silence since his conviction

         in 1989 on sixteen counts of the sixty-seven murders he is believed to have committed over a twelve-year period.
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      INTRODUCTION


      Looking down on southern California from above, the strands of freeway seem to pump from the heart of Los Angeles like contorted

         veins that twist and knot and stretch out to Santa Barbara in the north, San Bernardino in the east, and as far south as the

         Mexican border. Only to the west are the freeways missing, sutured off at the coastline so that automobiles don’t spill into

         the brooding Pacific Ocean like so much lost blood.

      


      At daybreak, the freeways brim with slow-moving vehicles, clotting into traffic jams from one end of the megalopolis to the

         other. At night, the strands glow red and white with the head- and taillights of a million cars oozing homeward.

      


      The rest of the time the freeway system is an open road—an invitation to move unfettered through this dense, smoggy wonderland

         of subdivision after subdivision, as far as the eye can see.

      


      Freeways define southern California and the premium that its residents place on mobility. For the price of an automobile and

         a driver’s license, anybody can move from one neighborhood to the next in a matter of minutes. Those who can’t afford a car

         or license can always stick out a thumb and hitchhike downtown, to the mall or the beach. If they don’t mind who they’re riding

         with.

      


      Strange things happen on southern California freeways. Things that happen elsewhere while people are usually stationary. People

         make love while they’re on the freeway. They cook, brush their teeth, do and re-do their mascara, dress and undress. Men shave.

         Women have babies at seventy miles per hour. Incantations and aerobics, fisticuffs and fellatio, midwifery and mayhem …

      


      They’ve all happened in the fast lane at one time or another on the matrix of cement thoroughfares that crisscross Los Angeles

         and environs and, usually, nobody pays much attention, until it involves murder.

      


      During the 1970s and early 1980s, more than a hundred young hitchhikers caught rides on the streets and freeways of southern

         California and didn’t live to tell about it. Some of them became nameless bodies, forever to be known as John Doe 16 or 229.

         Some have names but no bodies, their human remains never having been found. Some became headless torsos or disembodied heads,

         or worse—the living cadavers of amateur sado-surgeons who used liquor as anesthesia, fishing knives as scalpels, and ice picks

         for probes. Sometimes their body parts were stuffed in black plastic trash bags and left in the desert to rot. Sometimes they

         were tossed in restaurant garbage bins. Most of the time they were simply pitched from a moving car or van like empty Coke

         cans or used hamburger wrappers.

      


      Law enforcement has always known that there are predators who troll the freeway onramps and beach highways for hitchhikers.

         The hunters range in perversity from harmless to heinous. Occasionally they’re just looking for money. Usually they are interested

         in quick, impersonal sex. And, sometimes, they want more.

      


      The term serial killer came into vogue in the early 80s—used by police to describe the peculiarly modern type of American demon who selects his

         victims like ripe tomatoes in a grocery store. Ted Bundy, John Wayne Gacy, Juan Corona were all members of the fraternity.

         Unlike mass murderers who go into a frenzied killing spree and are spent, a serial murderer devours, savors, and digests each

         victim before reaching out to pluck up another.

      


      The victims themselves are usually society’s helpless or disenfranchised. Children, derelicts, and hookers are the easiest

         targets because they are vulnerable and can’t fight back. Young hitchhikers who are rootless, often broke and alone, are hard

         to trace back to hearth and home. They too have little in the way of support from the larger society.

      


      Only when serial murderers begin violating the sanctity of the home or the family—as in the case of Richard Ramirez, the so-called

         Night Stalker of Los Angeles who broke into suburban homes in the summer of 1985—are they tracked down and caught by an outraged

         society.

      


      If they are careful and fortunate and pick their prey well, there is no outrage; no alarm set off by hysterical parents, a

         confounded constabulary, or an infuriated press. The killers can practice their craft with virtual impunity, learning from

         their mistakes and developing a style that only they and their victims can appreciate, like the inevitable hypnotic dance

         of death that unfolds between cat and mouse, shark and fish.…

      


      But rarely between human and human.


      “The first murder would be like a good meal,” Stanford University psychology professor David Rosenhan once told me. “A truly

         memorable meal. The kind that you can shut your eyes and remember for years afterwards. All the other murders stem from that

         first one, like you or me trying to recapture that perfect dinner we experienced once in a little Parisian cafe or wherever.

         The taste, the smell, the moment. But we never quite recapture it.”

      


      But knowing how it happens doesn’t explain why it happens.


      Serial killers are not crazy in the commonly accepted sense of the term. Most of the time, they are perfectly sane—“abnormally

         normal,” as prosecutor Bryan Brown once described a young computer consultant named Randy Kraft who was believed to have picked

         up hitchhikers along southern California’s freeways and spirited them away, into the night, never to return.

      


      After years of study and experimentation, behavioral scientists like Rosenhan can explain psychotic disorders such as manic

         depression, paranoia, or schizophrenia; but the sociopathic personalities that put on one face for family and friends and

         another for their victims remain a mystery. They are without conscience, and no psychiatrist, psychologist, or medical doctor

         quite knows why.

      


      “Why do they do it? They do it because they like to do it,” said Pierce Brooks, a homicide detective in Los Angeles for more

         than thirty years before he retired and moved to the little town of Vida, Oregon.

      


      When he isn’t fly fishing, the venerable cop writes and lectures to law enforcement personnel across the nation about his

         favorite subject: serial murder. He has had an abiding interest in such predators since the first time he arrested one, back

         in 1958. The killer was a small, commonplace clerical employee who was normal in every respect save one: he liked killing

         young women.

      


      Beginning with the Manson family and northern California farmer Juan Corona, who killed at least twenty-five transient farmworkers

         in the late 1960s, serial murder has gone from being bizarre to ordinary. No one can say exactly why there has been an epidemic

         rise in that uniquely sordid crime during the past three decades, though freeway travel and the easy, anonymous mobility of

         urban life, for victim and killer alike, probably has something to do with it.

      


      Brooks has heard all of the reasons given by and for serial killers. Brain damage, child abuse, sexual dysfunction are frequent

         explanations. But none of them wash with him.

      


      “It is a personality disorder,” he said. “They’re not mentally ill. They’re not going to change. That’s their life-style.

         That’s the reason. There’s nothing more to it than that. It’s just something they do.”

      


      After making a second career of studying the sociopaths who put on one face for the world to see while living a secondary

         life of blood lust, Brooks has no solutions. That they exist and will continue to exist is as obvious as the morning newspaper

         or the evening newscast, with their endless footnote reports of missing children, murdered prostitutes, and unidentified bodies

         of young hitchhikers.

      


      His only advice is vigilance: watch your children, pick your friends carefully, and don’t ride with strangers.


      Even those common-sense cautions aren’t foolproof because serial killers have the advantage of stalking their prey in complete

         disguise.

      


      Former Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Sergeant Al Sett, another retired veteran of the southern California homicide wars, tracked

         down several serial killers and brought them before the bar of justice during the 1970s and ’80s, including “trash bag” killer

         Patrick Kearney. When he questioned their close friends, co-workers, or family, none of them had an inkling. The wisdom Sett

         learned from a quarter century of chasing down murderers is that “nobody knows anybody else.”

      


      “They think they do,” he said, “but they never do. Not really. I wish I had a dime for every neighbor or sweetheart or mother

         who’s told me, ‘He didn’t do it. He couldn’t do it. I know him!’ If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s just that. Nobody knows anybody. That’s how they get away with it. That’s what

         they depend on. That nobody will catch on, because people never take the time to really know anyone else.”

      


   

      1


      On the last day of the year, Mark Hall, Bill Holly, and Phil Holmer went out on an all-night drunk. With each beer, remembered

         conversations grew murkier and time telescoped. It wasn’t all that clear where the three musketeers of beer had been or where

         they were going, but by midnight it seemed as if the trio had been out party hopping all over southern California.

      


      Only two of them lived to see in the new year.


      “It was payday, but we didn’t have no money for drinks,” Holmer said years later, remembering how New Year’s Eve of 1975 began.


      Both he and Hall, a skinny pal with shoulder-length brown hair that parted in the middle of his head, worked swing shift at

         Emerson Electric Company in Santa Ana. That’s where they had spent the previous evening: running through their routine sheet-metal

         work and breaking long enough to drink lunch from the tap at the Holiday Bar across Standard Avenue. Like Holmer and Holly,

         the twenty-two-year-old Hall spent a lot of his time drinking.

      


      Hall was quiet and seemed a little dull-witted. People compared him in looks and manner to Ringo Starr, the “slow” Beatle.

         Shortly after Hall hired on at Emerson in 1974, he was able to run the sheet-metal shear, box brake, drill press, and other

         general shop equipment, but not without guidance from some of the more senior employees like Holmer. He wasn’t even an actual

         machine-shop employee. His official title was “maintenance man.” Mostly, Hall stayed to himself.

      


      The first time he ran into Holmer outside of work was at the Holiday Bar, where regular patrons from Emerson could get their

         checks cashed each payday. Soon, Holmer and Hall got to be drinking buddies. Holmer kept a half-dozen six-packs of Bud in

         his refrigerator at all times. Drinking beer was how they spent most evenings and weekends. That’s how they planned to spend

         New Year’s Eve.

      


      For a long time, Holmer was convinced that Hall was on the run from some kind of trouble. He and Holly, his surfer-blond roommate,

         counted themselves among Hall’s few friends. But even they didn’t know much about him. Beyond that dull, dazed air about him

         was a lot of hurt that Mark didn’t want to talk about much. It wasn’t until years later Holmer found out that the restive

         long-hair with the pocked complexion and the taste for both Budweiser and Jimi Hendrix had come from Pocatello to become a

         rock star.

      


      Before and after work, the talk in Holmer’s and Holly’s one-bedroom crash pad on North Parton Street was about booze and broads

         and the pluses of staying stoned most of the time. Sometimes somebody would come up with a little pot. The triple whammy of

         alcohol, hard rock, and cannabis turned the apartment into one kickback state of stereo catatonia. Dialogue was expendable.

         They just never seemed to talk all that much about where they came from or where they were going.

      


      “I didn’t even know where he lived,” Holmer said later. “I know he lived close to me, but he always used to ride his ten-speed

         over to our place, so I never went to his place.”

      


      Hall usually pedaled over from his own apartment on North Main Street in time for a few beers just before the beginning of

         the four P.M. swing shift at Emerson. It was easier to work if you were a little loaded. They would all hop in Holly’s blue convertible,

         tool over to Emerson a couple miles to the east, and clock in. At the eight P.M. lunch break, Holmer usually drank a rum and Coke for dinner while Hall knocked back a Schlitz Stout Malt Liquor or two. That

         would see them through the rest of their shift. They clocked out at midnight, but stayed on tap at the Holiday Bar until last

         call at two A.M. Most nights, Hall wouldn’t even go home. He’d just sleep it off on Holmer’s old recliner in the front room of the apartment,

         just the way he did the day before New Year’s Eve. Holmer didn’t mind. When he did finally get him to talking about something

         beyond babes and the best brands of beer, he discovered that Hall was a poet of sorts with a sweet disposition and a passion

         for the blues.

      


      Hall owned a Gibson acoustic guitar that he played badly. He brought it over on his bicycle once and never took it home. He

         usually turned it over to Holly to strum. He also owned a mouth harp that he blew like a tortured angel. Sometimes late at

         night, while Holly plucked tunes from the Gibson and Hall jumped in with his sweet, sad harmonica sounds, Holmer would just

         burrow down into the tired old sofa with a beer in one hand and wait for heaven to arrive.

      


      Mark Hall had come to California for rock ’n’ roll. He was the drummer in a band that he and three other guys had put together

         back in Pocatello, where he grew up. There, he and the rest of Heavenly Blue, as they called themselves, were heavy metal

         heroes. They played the high school and the enlisted men’s clubs at various military bases in southern Idaho, neighboring

         Utah, and as far away east as North Dakota. They did convincing covers of Cream, the Doors, and even a few Beatles’ standards.

         There was even some loose talk of their opening once for the Steve Miller Band when the pop group toured the Northwest.

      


      Hall lived for hard rock. He was especially into drums, which he took up when he was still a junior in high school. He talked

         briefly about becoming a lawyer, but a career in music was what he really wanted. After he dropped out of Highland High in

         Pocatello in 1971, his drums and the three other members of Heavenly Blue became his life, much to his parents’ chagrin.

      


      Said his father, Darwin Hall, “Of course Lois and I, like parents every place, were hoping he would change his mind and apply

         himself and go to school, and we had the money to put him through school. He could have gone to medical school or anything.”

      


      Mark was Darwin and Lois Hall’s only son, and admittedly they spoiled him. Darwin, a vehicle services manager for the Pocatello

         Post Office, was a country and western fan, but he tolerated the Beatles music that leaked out of his son’s bedroom.

      


      When he decided to break into pop music, Mark and the other guys in the band made demo tapes out in the garage. They played

         a few school dances and actually got paid a few bucks for it. That got the group to thinking seriously about their music.

         They found themselves a booking agent and started playing the enlisted men’s clubs at Air Force bases in the Northwest.

      


      “Mark was pretty wild when he got away from his family,” said Heavenly Blue guitarist Keith Brasseure. “He’d do pretty crazy

         things.”

      


      In high school, he was loud and a little rude—something of a show-off. That worked all right on stage with the band, but not

         with teachers or other students. He alienated more people than he needed to, including the members of Heavenly Blue, according

         to Brasseure.

      


      After he dropped out of high school, Hall dabbled briefly in graphic arts at a vocational continuation school. He took a job

         for a little while in a print shop. But his heart was with Heavenly Blue.

      


      “The last time he played with us was a two-week Christmas stint we had up in Sun Valley in 1971 or ’72,” said Brasseure. “He

         was an interim drummer by then and he knew it. I think he resented it ’cause he knew what was coming.”

      


      They all smoked pot now and then, but only Mark let his habit get the best of him when it came to concerts, Brasseure remembered.

         He liked the groupies and he liked the adulation, but he didn’t like the practicing. He showed up late or, sometimes, not

         at all. By the time Brasseure and lead guitarist Bruce Monk mustered the courage to ask Hall to leave, he was injecting Methedrine

         and even an occasional shot of heroin. He started carrying his show-off behavior to extremes.

      


      “Near Twin Fall there’s this giant canyon where there’s a waterfall,” Brasseure said. “The one Evel Knievel tried to jump.

         Shoshone Falls. Three hundred fifty feet, straight down. Sheer death. So it’s fenced off, and we stopped there one night on

         the way back from Twin Falls, and it was dark. He was stoned. So he jumps the fence and goes way out there, right to the edge,

         and just sits. It was just typical of the things he used to do, just to show off.”

      


      It wasn’t tempting death that cost him his drumsticks, though.


      “He just couldn’t remember. You’d go over a riff with him fifteen times and then he’d forget it,” Brasseure continued. “I

         think it was really tough on him when we let him go.”

      


      The band broke up a short time after that. Keith Brasseure and Bruce Monk both left for Vietnam, while the band’s vocalist

         worked his way to Europe, where he eked out a living playing for francs outside the Paris Metro.

      


      But Mark had already immigrated to southern California, bitter and broken-hearted about being bounced from the band. He knocked

         around with a few fringe bands in L.A., but he finally had to face facts. There were no gigs around that paid a Pocatello

         boy enough to keep up the rent, let alone provide himself with an adequate reserve of marijuana and malt liquor.

      


      That’s when he applied for the trainee position at Emerson. Making metal boxes for computer components didn’t pay much above

         minimum wage, but it was enough to keep him clothed, fed, and anesthetized.

      


      It was enough for Holmer and Holly too. In 1975, the Vietnam War was finally over, and so was the draft. That was worth celebrating.

         None of the three musketeers of beer were particularly knocking the world dead, but they were alive, young, and employed.

         On the last day of the year, they were well-equipped to party ’til they puked.

      


      The trio crawled out of bed late on New Year’s Eve, hung over from the night before. When they drove down to Emerson around

         two P.M. to collect their paychecks, Holmer picked up a flyer advertising a New Year’s Eve blowout in the beach town of San Juan Capistrano.

         He pocketed it for future reference as they got in Holly’s car and drove down the street to the Holiday Bar.

      


      It may have been an hour or two hours that they shot pool and drank draft beer, but the Holiday didn’t seem such a great place

         to spend a holiday. For one thing, it only served beer and wine. So at sunset, they moved on to another bar on Main Street

         in the downtown district of Santa Ana, where a shot of bourbon or gin could be had for the same price as a beer.

      


      It was dark outside when fellow Emerson employee Steve Sanchez came through the bar, inviting everybody he knew to come to

         his house in nearby Westminster for a New Year’s bash. Holmer followed Sanchez to his home in Holly’s convertible while Hall

         and Holly rode in the back seat, tossing down a few more on the way.

      


      At Steve’s party, they mingled and drank some more, each drifting off to talk to other people. There was no telling how long

         they were there or which one of them finally decided that they ought to move on. Drinking has diminishing returns, however,

         even for virile young men in their early twenties. What they were interested in was women, and there didn’t seem to be enough

         to go around at Steve’s place. The flyer that Holmer had picked up back at Emerson’s payroll office promised that loads of

         them would be showing up at the San Juan Capistrano party.

      


      “By the time we ended up heading down to the other party in Capistrano, it was close to midnight already,” Holmer remembered.

         “It was very late and we were very drunk. I don’t know how we got down there. We were professional partiers, but this was

         New Year’s Eve and we were very, very drunk. God knows how we made it down there in one piece.”

      


      When they arrived, there were no women. The bash had been reduced to a poker party with a half-dozen guys sitting around a

         dining room table peering at their cards. Holmer and Holly sat in, but Hall begged off. He stumbled over a coffee table and

         couldn’t get up without some help. Holmer limped his friend into the living room, where Hall curled up like a baby on the

         sofa to sleep off his binge.

      


      “He was so drunk he fell down in the house,” Holmer said. “He was way far gone. To get to that condition would take a lot

         of booze because this was when we used to party, party, party. We could drink all night long and it didn’t faze us.”

      


      At midnight, Holmer went to the kitchen for some pots and pans to bang in the New Year with. He got another beer from the

         icebox. Then he went to the living room to wake up Hall.

      


      But he wasn’t there.


      “We may have looked around for him in the front yard. I don’t know. We were so far gone ourselves,” Holmer said.


      When he heard that Hall had vanished, Holly still had enough presence of mind to check his pants pockets for his payroll cash.

         He came up about $200 short, Holmer remembered. Holly groused about it to Holmer all night long while they continued playing

         cards. They both stayed until dawn, waiting for Hall to return.

      


      But he never did.


      Melanie Ann Lane graduated from Westminster High School in southern California in 1975. She remembered the family’s annual

         New Year’s Eve celebration that year very well because it happened at her mother’s home and not at Aunt Kay’s house or at

         Grandpa and Grandma Kraft’s place in Midway City.

      


      It was the year that Aunt Kay separated from Duane Eastburn, her husband of twenty-two years. Kay was living by herself making

         ends meet with her teaching job in Huntington Beach. It was a cinch she couldn’t hold the annual Kraft New Year’s gala at

         her place.

      


      And the extended family with its in-laws and cousins and other shirttail relatives literally could not fit into the Krafts’

         Orange County homestead anymore. The tiny wood-frame structure on Beach Boulevard had been a World War II Women’s Army Corps

         barracks when Grandpa Harold Kraft bought it from the U.S. government back in 1948. He refurbished it into a chicken ranch

         and raised his growing brood there, but they had all grown up and moved on years before.

      


      Uncle Randy’s apartment in Belmont Shore was out of the question.


      It had only recently come to light that Randy Kraft was gay, and nobody was particularly comfortable with the fact yet. He

         and his roommate, Jeff Graves, seemed normal enough, but there was no need to open newly healing wounds. Harold Kraft still

         had difficulty accepting his only son’s homosexuality, and his wife, Opal, a leader in the local Presbyterian church, simply

         tried to deny it altogether.

      


      Melanie’s favorite uncle was working as a computer operator at the time, running payroll programs for businesses in Long Beach

         and Orange County. He only made $4 an hour, but there was no shortage of overtime. In fact, he had to work on New Year’s Eve

         that year, he told his sister. He would be a little late to the party.

      


      Randy was making a real effort to get his life back together after several turbulent years following his 1969 discharge from

         the air force. After thirteen months as an enlisted aircraft painter, he had finally confessed to his superiors at Edwards

         Air Force Base in the California desert that he was homosexual. That’s when he first began to come out of the closet.

      


      Melanie Ann was almost too young to remember, but it had been a trauma for just about everyone. He went through a whole roster

         of second-rate jobs—bartender, truck driver, dispatcher. At one point, he was going to follow his sister Kay’s example and

         go into elementary education. He was a teacher’s aide one semester, working in the classroom with third-grade students. But

         ultimately that didn’t satisfy him either. That the conservative school system administrators had a history of shunning and

         firing admittedly homosexual instructors was a fact not lost on him.

      


      Finally, he started getting into computers. He was not only good at it, he loved it. He took night classes at Long Beach State

         University and easily mastered the basics. It wasn’t unusual for him to stay up all night working out a computer problem.

         What’s more, he took his jobs seriously and instilled instant trust in his employers. At Aztec Aircraft, one of the businesses

         where he ran computer payroll and handled the budget spreadsheets, he was given a key within a few weeks of his going to work.

         He was often the first to arrive and the last to leave.

      


      So Melanie wasn’t at all surprised that her uncle didn’t arrive at her mother’s house on Homer Street until nearly ten P.M. on New Year’s Eve.

      


      At thirty, Randy Kraft was the youngest of Harold and Opal Kraft’s four children. Melanie’s younger sister, Diana, described

         her uncle as “very neat and clean” and “yuppie casual.” He had a tight but ready smile and a short walrus mustache. Since

         he had settled comfortably into his new life-style, there was a relaxed air about him much of the time. The time he spent

         at the beach had left him tan and healthy-looking. There was none of the sashaying or limp-wristed vamping in his manner that

         Melanie and her cousins associated with gay men. If anything, she preferred him to the other men in the family, who tended

         to cloister themselves in the living room for football and lots of male bonding whenever there was a family gathering.

      


      Uncle Randy listened to his nieces and nephews.


      When he did show up at the New Year’s Eve party, Randy should have been exhausted, but he joined in the card games and the

         feasting and the conversation like everyone else in the burgeoning Kraft clan. His nephew Donald Lane had just enrolled in

         a computer science class and got his uncle talking about career opportunities.

      


      As midnight approached, Doris Lane broke out the champagne. There were other members of the family who drank to excess, but

         brother Randy wasn’t one of them. In fact, he rarely seemed to touch the stuff at all. So when he took up his glass along

         with everyone else for the New Year’s toast, Doris marked the moment in her memory.

      


      It was 12:30 A.M. when he left, as she said later. When Melanie Ann and her mother dropped by Grandpa and Grandma Kraft’s home at about eight

         the following morning, Randy was asleep on the couch. He lived in the young, affluent neighborhood of Belmont Shore in Long

         Beach, some twenty miles to the north, but he still had his own key to the family home and let himself in and out whenever

         he was in the neighborhood. Doris noticed that he was still wearing the same clothes he had worn the night before. Her “neat

         and clean” little brother was just as neat and clean, curled up on the sofa, as he had been the night before at the Lanes’

         house. Doris and her daughter tiptoed by the sofa and turned on the TV low to watch the Tournament of Roses.

      


      Randy didn’t get up right away, but he was wide awake and ready to join in more gin rummy games by noon. He watched the Ohio

         State Buckeyes get trounced by UCLA in the Rose Bowl before he finally left. And, as usual, he treated the nieces and nephews

         with the kind of respect they never seemed to be able to get from their parents.

      


      “I always had a good time with Randy,” Melanie recalled some years later. “He didn’t seem any different that day than he always

         was.”

      


      A quartet of off-duty cops riding dune buggies near a ranger station in the Cleveland National Forest first came across the

         body.

      


      According to the records of the Orange County Sheriff’s Office Detective’s Report 458–339, on Saturday, January 3, 1976, at

         approximately four P.M., a nude male was found in heavy brush on the west side of Bedford Peak at the east end of Santiago Canyon in the Saddleback

         Mountains, about thirty miles south of San Juan Capistrano.

      


      The killer or killers had carefully wrapped the body’s legs around a sapling and slumped it up against the tree like a crumpled

         scarecrow in a fetal position. The man’s hair was long and chestnut brown, tangled beneath his shoulders, and he wore a thin,

         unkempt mustache that drooped with his permanently frozen frown. When he had been alive, the young man stood about five foot

         ten and weighed 165 pounds, according to the coroner who arrived about an hour after the body was found and pried the decomposing

         corpse away from the tree.

      


      He had died of alcohol and asphyxiation, the pathologist said. The body contained the equivalent alcohol of at least five

         six-packs coursing through its veins at the time of death, which the coroner fixed as sometime after midnight New Year’s Eve.

         The young man had a blood alcohol level in his body of .67—nearly seven times the legal definition of drunk in California.

         The blood alcohol level in the young man’s brain was only slightly less at .59. There were also traces of diazepam or Valium

         in his bloodstream.

      


      But if alcohol alone hadn’t killed him, the leaves and loam packed into his throat had finished him off. An autopsy later

         revealed that soil had been jammed down his bronchial tubes deep into the tissue of the lungs themselves. He had gagged to

         death on dirt.

      


      Before he had died, however, his killers had played torturous games with his body—games that would have made a Dr. Mengele

         squirm with envy. First, the drunken young man had been trussed up like a hog, once he’d been stripped naked. Then, in the

         cool quiet of the forest, a half-dozen miles from the nearest hamlet, the screaming began.

      


      A cigarette lighter from an automobile had left neat, red circles singed into the skin around the left nipple of his chest.

         There also were lighter burns branded into the scrotum, eyelids, cheeks, nose, and upper lip. Both eyes had probably been

         brown in life, but it was impossible to tell when pathologists began their preautopsy protocol. All they saw were the dark

         red and black circles burned into the eyeballs by the same automobile cigarette lighter.

      


      Nicks and grooves had been carved into the young man’s legs, with one particularly long incision sliced deep into the muscle,

         close to the bone.

      


      After sodomizing the hapless victim, the murderer jammed a cocktail swizzle stick into the young man’s penis, all the way

         into his bladder. Then the killer or killers hacked off both the penis and testicles and plunged them into the victim’s anus.

         More leaves and some burned material were also stuffed into his rectum.

      


      Based on the way the blood had dried and the wounds had reacted to the trauma, medical examiners concluded that the young

         man was still alive throughout much of the ordeal. $$’

      


      Later that week, there was a knock at the front door of Phillip Holmer’s apartment. He and Holly were in the middle of a dispute

         about the disappearance of Hall and Holly’s $200. Holmer was defending Hall. He was too dumb, too trusting, and, at the time,

         too drunk to pull anything as deceitful as lifting Holly’s money.

      


      Holmer answered the door. It was a pair of Orange County Sheriff’s homicide investigators. They hadn’t found Wayne Holly’s

         $200. But they had found Mark Howard Hall.

      


      The members of the band were stunned at the news of Hall’s death, but not nearly so much as his parents. To the boys of Heavenly

         Blue, Mark Hall was a variation of the cliché “an accident looking for a place to happen”: their former drummer was a victim

         looking for a place to destroy himself.

      


      “When I heard what had happened, it was a shock that it had happened, but I wasn’t surprised,” said Keith Brasseure. “My impression

         was that he must have been in a bar being a big man, got in with some wrong people, made some promises he couldn’t keep and

         when he realized that he was playing ball with some heavyweights, he freaked out and they took him out. I don’t know if that’s

         what happened or not, but knowing Mark, I’ll bet something like that happened.”

      


      Darwin and Lois like to believe it was different somehow. They remember taking their only son to Disneyland when he was eight

         or nine, wide-eyed and running ahead of them to all the next rides. He never stopped talking about what a great place southern

         California was. No snow. Lots of beaches. Great women. And the very heart and soul of rock ’n’ roll.

      


      “He could hardly wait to get back there,” said his father. “Mark was down there for about two years. We came down there and

         visited him in May of 1975, and we talked on the telephone a lot. Once in a while he’d send letters, but usually he’d just

         call us collect. Telephone’s easier.”

      


      Darwin Hall chokes up over the memory of going fishing with his only son. When Mark was still a boy, the two of them hiked

         into the upper reaches of the Salmon and Snake together, pulling in the trout and chuckling to each other about the paradise

         on earth they’d found in the Idaho wilderness. But, ironically, the boy wouldn’t accompany the old man on hunting trips. It

         was just all too violent for him.

      


      “He didn’t like to shoot stuff,” Darwin remembered. Something about guns just turned Mark off. It was the era of the Vietnam

         war, too, which may have had something to do with Mark’s feelings about firearms. He and his father quarreled frequently about

         the war.

      


      “A lot of us didn’t feel that the war was illegal or immoral at the beginning, but he did,” Darwin said. “Mark always did.

         After a while, we all did. I was in the air force at the end of World War II, so I think as patriotic as I always tended to

         be, it really wore on Mark.”

      


      In high school, Mark took up smoking—a nasty habit to which Lois and Darwin Hall had never fallen prey. Darwin used to get

         on him a lot about that. It would ruin his health, he warned. He has revamped his feelings about the war and smoking and a

         lot of other things in the intervening years. In a very profound way, he has his son to thank for that.

      


      “He was very trusting,” Darwin said, with as much calm as he could muster. “Mark figured that everybody had a right to do

         what they want, long as they don’t hurt no one else. He had long hair and I guess that was okay. You know, after a while I

         got to feeling the way he did too.

      


      “Back in the ’60s when they had all those demonstrations against the war, of course, I was against the demonstrations. But

         then everybody changes a little bit and has a different attitude. So I think we all changed. The whole nation changed.

      


      “The kids weren’t wrong that didn’t want to go to war. Hell, after a while, I figured they were right too.”


      Brasseure sees what happened to Mark as a metaphor for the times in which he lived. He was at once too daring and too naïve—and

         too desperate—to survive.

      


      His death was inevitable.


      “It wasn’t so much our generation,” he said, “as it was the time, the situation, the war, the drugs, the politics, everything,

         you know. The late ’60s and the early 70s were like some witch’s brew, churning up the magic. All the concoction was there.

         Everything that needed to be there was there and causing that magic. And, then, the magic turned sour.”

      


      Darwin Hall has gotten better at talking about what happened to his only son. He can usually get through a conversation without

         losing control the way he did that first week of January in 1976, when the homicide investigator called him from California.

      


      “I would have been a good grandpa,” he said, maintaining a strong control, with only the smallest hint of a tremble in his

         voice. “I know my wife would have been one of the world’s best grandmothers. But then that’s all done. I have two brothers.

         She has two brothers. We have good neighbors and friends here in Pocatello. We’ve thought about moving to a different area

         but I can’t think of any place that I’d want to move to, really. We try to go on. Always have.”

      


      LAPD Sergeant John St. John stood near the top of Bedford Peak and scanned the rugged hillside below.


      It was still winter but the steep sides of Santiago Canyon were already wavy green velvet. The wildflowers in this pocket

         of wilderness, which had thus far escaped the developers’ bulldozers, would be breaking through in a few weeks, dotting the

         landscape with purples and yellows and blues. It was a picture-postcard portrait of how southern California used to be, before

         all the out-of-state émigrés started converging on Los Angeles.

      


      Los Angeles before the coming of the freeways.


      The remains from the kid that the Orange County homicide crew had found wrapped around a tree halfway down the hillside had

         been shipped back to his folks in Idaho weeks ago. They had buried him and that would probably be the end of it.

      


      The kid was into dope. A long-hair. His brain had been pickled in ethyl alcohol when he bought the farm, according to the

         toxicological report that came back on him. So maybe he was asking for trouble, but there was no way the poor young bastard

         could have known how much trouble.

      


      There didn’t seem to be a clue, let alone an answer. There never was. This one—St. John glanced at the name—Mark Howard Hall,

         was number thirty or forty. Somewhere around there. It had gotten to the point where it didn’t seem to make much sense trying

         to keep an exact count. It was tough enough for the dozens of police and sheriff agencies all over the south half of the state

         just to keep each other briefed on the latest bodies that popped up. That was why the various sheriffs and police chiefs from

         San Diego to Kern County had put together the interagency task force that St. John had been picked to head up in the first

         place: to try to keep up on the growing catalog of unsolved murders that were quietly plaguing southern California.

      


      Some of them showed up in one of the coastal canyons like this one. A lot of them were dumped out in the desert, beyond Palm

         Springs. Occasionally one of them would pop up in the surf or get tangled up in a fisherman’s net. The newspapers might give

         a paragraph or two to one of them when it was first discovered, but nobody had seemed to figure out that there was a frightening

         regularity to the body count yet.

      


      The victims really didn’t have all that much in common beyond being young and male. Some of them, like this Hall kid, were

         self-styled party animals with Veronica Lake hairdos. But there were Marines, too, and married guys and homosexuals and little

         kids still in junior high school.

      


      Some of them were shot. Some of them were strangled. Some of them were beaten to death. There were plenty of them that wound

         up buggered, either before they died or, in a lot of cases, afterwards. But then there were those that didn’t get sodomized

         either.

      


      Some had been drugged. Some hadn’t.


      Some were mutilated. Some weren’t.


      Some of them had been hitchhiking. Some hadn’t.


      The whole thing gave St. John a headache.


      He had driven to Bedford Peak over the same two-track Jeep trail that the crime lab crew had traversed three weeks earlier,

         accompanied by three other task force members: his partner, Kent McDonald from LAPD; George Troup from the Orange County DA’s

         office; and Sergeant Gary Buzzard from Seal Beach, where at least a half dozen of the bodies had been dumped. A lot of the

         obvious evidence had already been tagged and shunted away into an evidence locker somewhere in the bowels of the Orange County

         Sheriff’s headquarters, but St. John and his cohorts insisted on getting into a four-wheel drive and coming down to the rugged

         back-country canyon themselves to take their own look.

      


      He studied the landscape they had combed for bits of anything that might provide a clue. A tiny bit of fabric or a hunk of

         paper or something. Maybe a matchbook cover, just like in the movies.

      


      The sonofabitch had been playing cat and mouse with half the law enforcement agencies in southern California during the past

         half-dozen years. Perhaps he had a sense of humor. God knew he had a sense of the diabolic.

      


      St. John understood the game all too well. By the time this assassin had started picking up his prey, using them for his pleasure,

         and dumping their mutilated carcasses by the side of the road at the beginning of the 1970s, St. John had already been working

         homicide for more than twenty years. The portly detective with the wispy gray hair and the watery growl had developed a reputation

         from Chinatown to San Pedro as the premier homicide detective in the Los Angeles Police Department. “Jigsaw” was his nickname.

         Jigsaw John.

      


      The lab crew didn’t find a lot. Some dried blood from the raw skin of the dead kid where he’d been dragged over the rough

         terrain to his final resting place. An empty package of Half & Half cigarettes. Not much else. Typical, though. The freeway

         assassin or assassins were a vexingly careful lot. The biggest revelation turned up during the first check of the area on

         January 3 was a shattered vodka bottle a couple of feet away from the body. The brand of vodka, ironically enough, was Winner’s

         Vodka. There was a fingerprint on the bottle and it wasn’t the dead kid’s. The next day, another piece of broken glass found

         near the corpse revealed a second fingerprint.

      


      They weren’t terrific. One of the prints was only a partial and could only be brought up to where it was visible to the naked

         eye with a new process that used superglue to lift the imprint left by the whorls and ridges of the fingertips from a viscous

         surface like glass or pottery. When the lab people finally did manage to get the prints photographable, they were matched

         up with all the usual sources: FBI, California Department of Justice, local police departments.

      


      And there was no match.


      Still, it was something. Just like the hundreds of other fingerprints, fabric samples, pubic hairs, bloodstains, fibers, and

         other bits of evidence, the broken vodka bottle would get logged and filed in the crime lab property room for future reference.

      


      Later, on June 28, 1976, St. John entered the prints in the task force logbook he maintained to keep track of the mounds of

         evidence that had built up around this so-called Freeway Killer. LP-0345 was the name for the photo blowups of the two fingerprints—LP

         for latent print.

      


      Might mean nothing, like the dozens of latent prints that had been logged in before it, St. John mused.


      But you never knew. In police work, you just never knew.
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      Westminster High welcomed a new principal in 1961—a nascent environmentalist who demanded that students and faculty observe

         Arbor Day by planting a tree. Each day brought a new round of flyers and announcements and awards for the most trees planted.

         Every morning, homeroom teachers instructed their young charges to go out there and plant one for the chief.

      


      Late one afternoon before a varsity baseball game with rival Huntington Beach High, Randy Kraft and Billy Manson met at Randy’s

         house to dig up a small locust tree from the backyard.

      


      The two boys dressed themselves in black, made their faces up like minstrels to blend in with the night, and carrying shovels,

         sneaked back to the athletic field at the Westminster campus. There, halfway between home plate and the pitcher’s mound, Billy

         dug a neat, round hole while Randy stood watch to make certain nobody caught them. With a solemn little ceremony, they planted

         the sapling. They unzipped their flies long enough to christen it and then ran off the diamond by the light of the moon, giggling

         like loons.

      


      That was how students defied authority in those halcyon days, Manson recalled. The Westminster he remembers advertised itself

         as crime- and corruption-free through the ’50s and ’60s, when Billy and Randy were growing up. No broken windows. No graffiti.

         Just an occasional tree planted in the infield.

      


      “I suspect there was a good bit of crime before then, but it didn’t matter because it was only the Mexicans cutting each other

         up,” said Manson, who graduated with Randy in 1963 and never returned to his hometown. “There was certainly a dark underside

         to the Utopia.”

      


      The dark side of Westminster wasn’t boys in blackface planting trees at midnight. It was more subtle, according to the people

         who lived there. The dark side came along with urban sprawl, spreading like pestilence until even the most pristine enclave

         was somewhat tainted.

      


      Ex-rancher Roy Hefley marks the coming of the freeways as Westminster’s waterloo. With the big eight-lane concrete ribbons

         lacing one end of the county to the other came the flood of middle-class, blue-collar humanity from L.A. trying to find a

         safe place to raise their kids. Unfortunately, they brought the criminal element right along with them.

      


      Up until then, the town had had its share of burglary or vandalism, but murder or sex perversion were rare. A sixty-four-year-old

         chiropractor who adopted young orphan boys from Tijuana was charged with molesting in 1952 and sent to the state hospital

         at Atascadero for observation. That was about it for the decade. If unspeakable evil did happen in Westminster, obviously

         nobody ever spoke about it.

      


      Back then life was bucolic, if a little bigoted. The Mexicans lived on unpaved alleys off Hoover Street, and the upwardly

         mobile, middleclass white kids lived in the beige stucco three-bedroom subdivisions on the west side of town, near Westminster

         High.

      


      Billy Manson and Paul Whitson lived on the west side. They became fast friends with Randy in junior high: the three musketeers.

         They were all bright and oozing self-confidence. Each one knew exactly what he was going to be when he grew up. Whitson was

         going to be a scientist. Randy and Billy were both destined to become Republican U.S. senators.

      


      “We were both someplace to the right of Attila the Hun,” Manson remembered. “Nixon was a liberal. Barry Goldwater was okay.

         But our real hero was William F. Buckley, Jr.”

      


      Manson, Kraft, and Whitson became the three musketeers as much out of self-protection as mutual interest. None of them was

         an angel, but neither were they likely to cover the wall clock in Mr. Tinder’s history class with spitballs or drop their

         books in Mr. Carney’s science class just to irritate a substitute teacher.

      


      “We were perceived by our classmates as being highly intelligent, and that wasn’t always the best thing to be in those days,”

         said Whitson.

      


      They were all passionate young conservatives, heavily crusading on behalf of fellow Orange County-ite Richard M. Nixon during

         the 1960 presidential campaign. Despite their shared belief that Nixon represented the left wing of the Republican party,

         John F. Kennedy was worse.

      


      Even as freshmen, they were devotees of the right-wing tracts of the day: Barry Goldwater’s The Conscience of a Conservative, Buckley’s Up from Liberalism, and W. Cleon Clausen’s The Naked Communist. They went to meetings of the Christian Anti-Communist Crusade, regularly read the National Review, and became apologists for Senator Joseph McCarthy.

      


      Kraft, who did an about-face and supported Robert Kennedy in college, wrote to a friend about his right-wing adolescence many

         years later: “I have to chuckle remembering about this. Kids do the darnedest things.”

      


      The musketeers were bright. From junior high through high school, Manson and Kraft and Whitson were all identified in state

         intelligence testing as “mentally gifted minors” and were accorded special accelerated college preparatory status.

      


      They were “your basic nerds,” said Manson, down to the neatly ironed white shirts and ties, close-cropped haircuts, and—at

         least in Manson and Whitson’s nearsighted cases—black horn-rimmed glasses.

      


      Whitson remembers a cool, rational Randy with a pale, freckled complexion that went pink only when he was frustrated—usually

         during a political argument. Both of them belonged to the Presbyterian church, and both considered themselves bona fide Westminster

         “natives” who had actually grown up there, unlike the sons and daughters of carpetbaggers who rushed south from Los Angeles

         in the late 1950s.

      


      “I think the bond that Randy and I and [Manson] shared was that we were set aside from the rest of our classmates by virtue

         of our historical background in the county,” Whitson said.

      


      The musketeers grew up in a different era. Like the rest of the country, Westminster families liked Ike, subscribed to the

         Saturday Evening Post, and bought 78 rpm bakelite recordings by Perry Como or the Andrews Sisters. The ’50s and early ’60s in general were an age

         of innocence, as the three musketeers remembered it. And Westminster in particular was a good place and time to be a boy,

         growing up where the streets were safe, the neighborhoods friendly, and the people warm and trusting.

      


      Randy Kraft entered the world in the front ranks of the Baby Boom. The obstetrician who delivered him on March 19, 1945, reported

         no congenital malformations, no birth injuries, no complications either in Mrs. Kraft’s pregnancy or delivery. Randy was as

         healthy as his three older sisters: Kay, Doris, and Jeannette.

      


      Randy’s parents had immigrated to California at the outbreak of World War II. The couple met and married in Wyoming, where

         Harold was a cook at a Standard Oil field and Opal waited tables in the company cafeteria. She bore him three girls before

         he lit out for California in 1941. When he found work the following year—for himself and for Opal—he sent for her and the

         girls.

      


      “Harold was a production man at Douglas Aircraft,” said retired Douglas engineer John Kirkpatrick. “I came in contact with

         him once or twice a day and I always thought very highly of him. He put out good work, handled his crew well.”

      


      Harold was thirty-nine and Opal was thirty-three when Randy was born. His first home was a modest two-bedroom bungalow in

         the middle-class Bixby Knolls section of north Long Beach. Randy’s three older sisters doted on him, acting like little mothers

         to hear them talk about it years later.

      


      “I used to rock him in my arms and sing him to sleep as a baby,” recalled his sister Doris, twelve years his senior. “He was

         a very calm baby.”

      


      But an active baby too, at times. Shortly after his first birthday, Randy fell off the couch in the living room and broke

         his collarbone.

      


      A year later, when the family was planning on moving out of Long Beach, Randy was hurt even more seriously.


      “Dad had taken us out to look at the house that he was thinking about buying on Beach Boulevard,” Doris remembered. “And it

         had large concrete steps up to the porch. And Randy fell down and he hit his head and was unconscious and we had to take him

         to the medical clinic—the only one in the town.”

      


      The toddler was unconscious when the Krafts arrived at the Westminster Medical Clinic on 17th Street. After some desperate

         moments, Randy came to. He was treated and released to his parents, apparently with no further complications, according to

         his sisters.

      


      If Randy had ever been abused, family members don’t remember it, and medical records of his accidents were destroyed long

         ago. There is no dispute, however, that he had advantages that his sisters never did. As the only son, Randy was spoiled at

         the same time he was disciplined.

      


      In 1948, when Randy was three, the family moved from Long Beach to Westminster in rustic, agrarian Orange County, eight miles

         inland from the Pacific Ocean.

      


      Their new home was a small wood-frame Women’s Army Corps dormitory on Beach Boulevard in the then-rural community of Midway

         City, a single unincorporated square mile of county land located on the Westminster border.

      


      Harold turned the old WACS barracks into a three-bedroom house for his family and vowed to raise chickens. It was the only

         home on the block.

      


      The devoutly Presbyterian Kraft women immediately became active members of the Women’s Fellowship Circles of the Westminster

         First Presbyterian Church. Doris sang in the choir and became part of a traveling foursome that called itself the Presbyterian

         Youth Quartet. Mrs. Kraft rose to the position of chairman of the deacons committee. Randy spent Sundays in church and Bible

         study classes, usually taught by his oldest sister, Kay.

      


      Harold Kraft didn’t go to church.


      “Harold Kraft was never around,” said Eva Boyd, wife of church pastor Kenneth Boyd. “I mean, a lot of the men didn’t come

         to church, but they at least showed up for progressive dinners and the festivals. Whenever I saw Randy he was always with

         his sisters and his mom. Harold was always … distanced.”

      


      The Krafts’ means were modest. Unlike the Peek family, who ran the mortuary, or the Moores, who owned a ranch, Harold Kraft

         could barely pay the bills for his growing family with his assembly-line salary at Douglas Aircraft. To supplement her husband’s

         meager paycheck, Opal Kraft worked as a sewing machine operator for a time at a Westminster garment factory and, later on,

         took a job cooking and cleaning and, eventually, supervising in the cafeteria at the 17th Street school.

      


      But she still found time for Randy. She was a PTA officer at Midway City Elementary and baked cookies for Cub Scout meetings.

         Randy remained the darling of his mother and older sisters throughout those lean times.

      


      By sixth grade, the kid with the flat-top haircut and the band of freckles across his nose and both cheeks tested out to be

         clever enough to go to accelerated classes at the 17th Street junior high.

      


      In the eyes of the boys, Randy was a likable egghead: always good to crib homework assignments from, but not a first-round

         draft choice for the flag football team.

      


      In the eyes of the girls, Randy was the perfect gentleman: always well-dressed, well-liked, studious, quiet. The only time

         he ever seemed to get animated was over politics.

      


      “I knew absolutely nothing about politics,” said Kay Frazel, who had a junior high crush on Randy. “Once, I was just shooting

         my mouth, repeating what my parents said about Republicans, not knowing what I was talking about. Randy was very much the

         Republican and my parents weren’t. So he and I got into this heated discussion and he made me cry. That’s about the only time

         I can remember anything loud, noisy, or troublesome coming out of Randy.”

      


      Beach Boulevard, the two-lane blacktop where Harold Kraft bought and remodeled his WACS barracks, grew to four lanes in 1954.

         The house where Randy grew up became almost invisible—a tired 1,100-square-foot shack recessed fifty feet from the highway,

         surrounded by new businesses. A blacksmith’s shop opened to the north and the Red Garter cocktail lounge opened to the south

         of the Krafts’ home, much to Mrs. Kraft’s horror. What Randy learned about Presbyterian probity in Reverend Boyd’s Sunday

         sermons he unlearned next door.

      


      “Randy used to say he’d come home from church and have to shovel the condoms out of the backyard every Sunday morning,” Manson

         recalled.

      


      Generally, however, Westminster’s civic image remained clean-cut and respectable: a stronghold of traditional conservative

         values.

      


      When the three musketeers became Westminister High freshmen, they urged one of their history teachers to help them found a

         Westminster World Affairs Club and immediately passed resolutions condemning the United Nations and supporting the John Birch

         Society.

      


      Miss Nova Kimzey, the no-nonsense head of the English Department, made her college prep classes write a three hundred-word

         essay every two weeks. Randy’s were usually impassioned political tracts, but good enough to be entered in contests staged

         by the Rotary or Kiwanis clubs. He won his share of awards, she remembered.

      


      “Randy sat right at the middle of my class,” said Miss Kimzey. “He was sort of a square-faced kid and outgoing, very pleasant,

         always in class. He did all his assignments. I gave him an A.”

      


      He may have been a right-wing nut case, but he was bright. Most of his teachers did give Kraft good grades. One who didn’t

         was chemistry teacher Leigh Manley.

      


      “As a general rule, almost any teacher who had him would generally concede that he was a good student. But I failed him,”

         he recalled. “He was one of those people who felt that the rules didn’t apply to him. He was never short of ability but he

         sort of made his own rules. What struck me at the time was that he wouldn’t do the work in chemistry, and it wasn’t because

         he wasn’t able to. It’s just that he decided he was going to graduate and nobody was going to stop him from graduating.”

      


      Kraft wasn’t totally cerebral. He played saxophone for the school band for a while and took up tennis, despite the beginnings

         of a lifelong battle with flat feet. He wound up as one of the top four seeds on the Westminster High varsity team.

      


      But academics were where the three musketeers—Randy, Billy, and Paul—shined. By the time they were in high school, they stopped

         being embarrassed about being smart. They even became trendsetters. Billy was the first to notice that the jocks and “soshes”

         started wearing shirts and ties to school occasionally, just like them.

      


      Westminster was a reel straight out of American Graffiti in those days. Those lucky or rich enough to afford cars cruised Beach or Garden Grove boulevards on Friday nights after

         the weekly sock hops and hung out at Me ’n’ Ed’s Pizza, The Right Place, or Oscar’s Drive-in. But despite owning a car, Randy

         was not a member of the sociable or “sosh” clique.

      


      “He wasn’t involved in any of the cheerleader stuff or anything like that,” said Clancy Haynes, who was elected student body

         president the year Kraft graduated in 1963. “I was not aware of him having any kind of real social life outside of school,

         after school or anything like that.”

      


      Randy did in fact have a social life, but it was as a member of the “brainy” crowd, according to Manson. He bought a ’53 Mercury

         when he was a sophomore and spent his off hours with the other high school intellectuals at Carolina’s Pizza, several blocks

         away from sosh hangouts.

      


      “They made better pizza,” explained Manson.


      While others resorted to crude pranks, such as mooning teachers or cops on Golden West Boulevard, Kraft’s crowd was more sophisticated.

         Theirs were the practical jokes, like the locust tree in the infield.

      


      “I can remember Randy laughing, but it always seemed like he had probably a different, more wry sense of humor, and I would

         attribute that to his maybe being a little brighter than some of the rest of us,” said Haynes. “I think that people who are

         bright don’t have a silly sense of humor. What I remember of Randy was, he seemed to laugh at the more ironic stuff.”

      


      None of the musketeers were great lovers, but each did his share of escort duty at the Spring Flings, the Peppermint Balls,

         and the Junior/Senior Proms. Their dates tended to be interchangeable.

      


      “There were a batch of girls that a batch of boys ended up spending a lot of time with, in rotation almost,” remembered Manson.

         When summer rolled around, the three would pile into Randy’s Mercury, rub on some suntan oil, and tool down to Newport or

         Balboa to ogle women. Randy leered and learned to wolf whistle as well as his pals, panting appreciately at the latest European

         import on the Huntington Beach strand: the two-piece bikini.

      


      By the time Randy was in high school, all three of his sisters had left home, married, and started families of their own.

         Randy had his own room, his own car, and his own wants, supplemented by money he earned during summer vacation as a fry cook

         at Dwight’s, a hamburger stand near the Huntington Beach pier. He was as normal as normal could be, remembered Bill Manson.

      


      Randy’s brother-in-law, Duane Eastburn, a swim coach at Westminster High, had persuaded Harold to let him build a half-Olympic-sized

         swimming pool on the vacant land behind his father-in-law’s home so that he could open his own swimming school. Eastburn’s

         own four children, as well as their cousins, learned to be competitive swimmers there. Though Randy’s game was tennis, he

         helped out at Eastburn’s Blue Dolphin Swim School during school vacations and when he wasn’t making burgers at Dwight’s during

         the summer.

      


      “When we were kids, we’d be playing in the pool out in the backyard over at Grandma’s house,” remembered his niece, Diane

         Lane. “Randy would always be down there playing with us, whereas all the dads would be in playing cards or watching football

         games and it would be like an act of God to get their attention. But Randy would always be out in the yard playing What’s

         Up? with us.”

      


      Many years later, Randy maintained that he knew as far back as his high school days that he was gay. He didn’t know how to

         show it or explain it, but he sensed even then that dressing up in a tux, black bow tie, and white dinner jacket to ferry

         Sybil Wiles to Camelot, the senior prom, was a farce. The bashful blonde was fooled, and it wasn’t just because she was a

         year behind him in school.

      


      “Promise to keep in contact with me after you’re (sob!) gone,” she wrote in his yearbook. “I need encouragement in my last

         year. You know me: muddle-head the first … Love, Sybil.”

      


      He couldn’t put his finger on why he felt that way. But if Randy instinctively knew he was different, his friends, family,

         teachers—and certainly the other musketeers—never did.

      


      “In those days nobody would ever let it be known that they were horny, let alone gay,” said Clancy Haynes. “We probably had

         all kinds of desires to do all kinds of things, but nobody ever did. And whenever somebody did do something, everybody in the world knew about it. If somebody got a piece of ass, everybody knew. The next day they knew!

         So, you know, I can’t imagine that somebody who was a homosexual in those days would ever have done anything to let it be known.”

      


      In 1963, when Kraft graduated, the hallucinogenic youth revolt that caused legions of homosexuals to emerge from the closet

         was still several years away. Then and now, there are no gay bars, bath houses, or social clubs where gay men or women gather

         in Westminster. Then and now, gayness is viewed as a mental and moral sickness that can be cured.

      


      “We kind of had a feeling that he had a propensity for boys even back then,” said former Westminster science teacher Al Stone,

         who gave Randy the nickname “Crafty Randy.” The “we,” he explained, were teachers who gossiped about such matters in the faculty

         lounge, outside the earshot of the students. “We had several boys like that, but most of them straightened out later on.”

      


      When the three musketeers took their diplomas from Westminster High on June 13, 1963, Randy graduated tenth out of a class

         of 390.

      


      Kraft wrote an entire page in Whitson’s yearbook, extolling Whitson’s “natural wit and humor” and waxing philosophical: “Now

         we’re just on the threshold of our lives and many problems and uncertainties face us. I naturally wish you the best of luck.

         We can all use it. I’m sure that your faith in God will be an asset as you feel your way through life.”

      


      The summer after Randy’s graduation from high school, Mrs. Kraft contributed the institutional cooking skills she had learned

         as the 17th Street school cafeteria supervisor to the Boy Scouts. She cooked for several hundred youngsters at a summer camp

         in the San Jacinto Mountains south of Westminster, and she brought Randy along for a few days, even though he was too old

         for scouting.

      


      “I didn’t trust him and I didn’t like him,” said Steve Manley, a scout four years Randy’s junior who went to camp with the

         Kraft’s that summer. “I’m not puritanical, but I have a certain moral feeling about things, and Randy didn’t fit well. He

         was the kind of person who’d say one thing to the parents and then do almost the opposite. An Eddie Haskell type.”

      


      Because Randy was three or four years older and bound for prestigious Claremont Men’s College, where he’d won a scholarship,

         his version of events was the one the grown-ups always seemed to believe.

      


      “I got the feeling that he did enough to be surface unblemished,” Manley continued. “I didn’t ever feel comfortable around

         him and I never understood why. I was still aghast when I heard about his arrest, but it may not have surprised me as much

         as it surprised a lot of other people.”
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      The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider or some loathsome insect over the fire, abhors you

         and is dreadfully provoked,” hissed the sophomore with the nickname of Moley, his voice rising with the flames.

      


      He turned the page.


      Dennis Mann, a long, tall international relations major with a pointy chin and a klutzy manner, threw some more wood on the

         fire. The autumn sky, which had been a smoggy gray orange just a few hours earlier, was now a black shroud hanging over the

         eastern border of Los Angeles County. The flames leaped higher, casting shadows against the granite walls of the quarry pit.

         Mann, who stood six foot nine in his stocking feet, looked like Frankenstein’s monster lumbering around the edges of the bonfire.

         Moley raised one hand high, letting his finger shadows play against the rock wall like the tentacles of a huge, angry fist.

      


      “His wrath towards you burns like fires,” Moley said a little louder. “He looks upon you as worthy of nothing else but to

         be cast into the fire.… You are ten thousand times as abominable in His eyes as the most hateful and venomous serpent is in

         ours!”

      


      Moley, so named for the nearsighted mole in The Wind in the Willows, adjusted his glasses and waited for his audience to shudder. Randy Kraft swaggered to the keg, pulling another tankard from

         the spigot. He drained half of it in one thirsty draught. The more imaginative of the dozen or so Claremont College students

         and their dates could hear a coyote or two baying at the moon as it rose over Mount Baldy. Moley focused on his book of sermons

         and read in an even louder, more malicious intonation. He tried to appear menacing, but all he did was look ridiculous standing

         by the fire in his bathrobe. He aimed his words at a huddle of freshmen, pointing an accusing finger into their midst.

      


      “You have offended Him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel did his prince!” he shouted, his shadow hand undulating

         over the shadow head of one of the newly indoctrinated. Moley’s hand dropped and so did its shadow, seeming to immolate itself

         in the flames that licked the very edges of the twenty-foot pit. His raging words dissolved into a hideous cackle and, finally,

         a helpless giggle. His flock giggled right back at him. If the freshmen were frightened, their faces didn’t show it.

      


      Soon, everyone was rolling around in the dust, snickering and snorting and sucking down beer.


      Devotees of the regular Friday night Green Hall revival and beer bust had a special place in their hearts for hellfire and

         brimstone. The faithful offered cheers and applause while preachers like Moley quaffed their pints and stood next to the fire,

         spouting sarcastic sacrilege between handfuls of popcorn.

      


      “After you’d had a couple pitchers of beer, you’d just sort of make it up,” remembered one of the regulars. “And everyone’d

         cheer. Maybe Randy or someone else would sermonize. There was nothing degenerate about it. Nothing illegal, except underage

         drinking and building a bonfire without a permit.”

      


      The TGIF revivals were as rowdy as it got at Claremont College in the ’60s. In the foothills behind campus, in the shadow

         of Mount Baldy, the residents of Green Hall would gather every week or two for a solemn reading from Cotton Mather or Jonathan

         Edwards while they polished off a keg. Sometimes they’d drive up higher on the mountain to Glendora Ridge Road, where they

         could drink and watch the sun set in the Pacific Ocean at the same time. But mostly they studied and wrote and read at a pace

         unheard of at most California colleges during the 1960s.

      


      There were no fraternities or drinking clubs per se. Claremont was as deadly serious an all-male bastion of academics as any

         British boys’ school. The dorms, like Green Hall, substituted for fraternities, but they were poor excuses for an “Animal

         House.”

      


      There was the time that the seniors built themselves an illegal brewery up on the third floor, but the dean found out about

         it and made them destroy it. To show how civilized he was, he shared a bottle with the boys before he made them get rid of

         it.

      


      The fifty-acre campus of the Claremont colleges was like a cloistered anachronism from another century. Tucked away in the

         northeast corner of Los Angeles County, just off the San Bernardino Freeway, it was “like entering the Twilight Zone,” said

         one of Randy Kraft’s ’60s contemporaries.

      


      It hasn’t changed much since then. Other than a perpetual layer of thick smog that hangs over much of the San Gabriel Valley,

         signs of urban decay still haven’t penetrated Claremont. At the base of Mount Baldy, a mile off the freeway, stands a corridor

         of eucalyptus trees, thick and primeval, on either side of College Avenue. They lead onto a pastoral campus, undisturbed by

         the commuter hustle that defines much of southern California.

      


      When Randy was a freshman, high tea was served each afternoon. Young women in tights practiced ballet exercises on manicured

         lawns. In the early evening, chamber music often seeped from the interior of Bridges Auditorium, blending with the twittering

         of songbirds in nearby sycamore groves. Students studied and teachers taught. There was no such thing as political demonstrations,

         women’s rights, or gay students.

      


      “If you believe what people say, that 10 percent of the population is gay, then it’s probably true that there were some on

         campus back when Randy was attending classes,” said former Claremont Men’s College dean of students Clifton McLeod. “There

         was a movement to get the administration to recognize gays in the mid-’60s. But it was our position at CMC not to recognize

         any group based on sexual orientation. If there was a gay club, why shouldn’t there be one for heterosexuals too?”

      


      Randy wasn’t ready to declare his own homosexuality in the fall of 1963, when he enrolled as an economics major at Claremont,

         even though he told friends in later years that he knew even then that he preferred men over women. And though he spent the

         next four years at an all-male school, few if any of his friends knew he was gay.

      


      “First of all, in the ’60s homosexuality was not accepted,” said Randy’s classmate Russell Chung. “Everyone was still in the

         closet. In the ’60s you had an image of a homosexual as someone who was effeminate and had strange mannerisms. And you didn’t

         suspect someone who appeared to be straight and had a hidden, secret life. That was completely something that you wouldn’t

         imagine at that time.”
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