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 For Alex and Peter







 Foreword

 An Explanatory Note




 This book is the first in a series to be based on the broadcasts of the CBS News magazine 48 Hours Mystery. Because this book draws on the work of my colleagues, I have to acknowledge that it would not have been possible without the reporting skills of my fellow producers. In producing any hour for 48 Hours Mystery, producers typically will supervise the videotaping of more than one hundred hours of interviews and other material. All of those hours are edited down to make a compelling, fast-moving, one-hour broadcast for prime-time television. This should give you an idea of the wealth and breadth of material we compile for each broadcast. Because of time restrictions, a lot of material never makes it onto the air. So much is left out that, well, you could write a book, and that’s just what we’re going to do in this series.

 I’ve been able to use much of the fascinating material that never gets aired. That’s why I am so indebted to the producers who spent months interviewing and putting together the story of Adriane Insogna and Leslie Mazzara, two special young women. I did additional reporting for this book and traveled to the Napa Valley and Florida to meet face-to-face with many of the principals and their families, friends, cops, locals, and lawyers. With some of those involved, I developed an e-mail relationship; some I spoke to by phone. There were, as there always are, some people who refused to speak with me for the book.

 Most of the quotes in this book are taken from videotaped and transcribed interviews done by 48 Hours producers and correspondent Bill Lagattuta; the rest come from my own reporting. There were some sources who asked not to be named or acknowledged. In a few instances, minor incidental conversations have been recreated, but only when participants recounted exactly what had happened. A handful of names have been changed, but all names of principals remain true.

 Special thanks to my talented colleagues Susan Zirinsky and Al Briganti for their vision; Peter Schweitzer for his patient guidance; Abra Potkin, Patti Aronofsky, Joanna Cetera, Sue McHugh, and John DiTarsio for their generosity and memories; to Josh Gelman for his understanding; to Mead Stone for his great editing; to Bill Lagattuta for his intelligent and incisive questioning. I am grateful to my friends Melissa Sanford, Marc Goldbaum, Allen Alter, and Alec Sirken for listening to me rattle on and on about this project. And a word of thanks to intern Monika Blackwell, who came to CBS to work in television and found herself working on a book, always with eagerness. To my mother, Lucy; my sister, Karen; and my brother, Bob, for their support.

 Finally, this book and my work would not be possible without the love and good humor (read: they laugh at my jokes) of my wife, Susan, and my children, Alexandra and Peter.









 Introduction

 The Two Napas




 When the painful reality set in, when those living in the city of Napa truly understood what had happened that Halloween night of 2004—that an unnamed intruder had broken into a home in their quiet little town and murdered two defenseless young women—residents were left almost speechless. Mayor Ed Henderson sums up the feelings of many when he says: “Bad things happen in paradise, and we live in paradise. I am so sorry that this has happened.”

 Todd Shulman, a detective with the Napa City Police Department, agrees: “This has robbed a lot of people of the sense of security they have. People are searching for a reason why this happened. I’ve talked to some longtime cops who’ve been here for thirty years and they think this is the most violent crime they’ve ever seen here. It’s a once-in-a-career type thing.”

 How in the world could something like this—a vicious double murder reflective of the darkest, most base elements of human behavior—happen in a place dedicated to the good life? “This isn’t supposed to happen in Napa,” says Marsha Dorgan, a longtime reporter for the Napa Valley Register. “It’s safe here, you know? We’re not Oakland. We’re not Vallejo, we’re not even American Canyon, which is just south of us. People here feel safe, and I think now people feel violated. Besides being afraid, people were violated because this is not supposed to happen in Napa.”

 But it is a cliché to say that Napa is the type of place where murder doesn’t happen. In twenty-first-century America, murder occurs everywhere and that old saw cannot be trotted out every time something horrific happens in a small town. And Napa, make no mistake, is a small town with a population of only about 70,000 people. Crime does occur in Napa—even murder (the last murder had occurred in 2001)—but before Adriane and Leslie were murdered, twin killings were exceptional. “I’ve been here twenty years, and I can’t think of a double homicide we’ve had,” says Commander Jeff Troendly, who is the public voice of the Napa City Police Department.

 Marsha Dorgan begs to differ but only slightly. She says the last double homicide was in 1999 but agrees with Troendly that Napa has a very low crime rate and most Napans don’t give it a second thought. It’s just not what everyday life is all about. In Napa, many people—and this is a reality, not just a cliché—do not lock the doors on their homes or their cars. People feel connected to each other because they are connected: your next-door neighbor could be your sister’s ex-boyfriend or your mother’s best friend’s daughter. And then there is the glorious weather—some eight months of sunshine—and the picturesque countryside.

 “Napa is a beautiful place to live,” says Dorgan. “It’s got vineyards. It’s got hotels. It’s got upscale restaurants…. We get tourists from all over the world who come here and they come to sample the wines and ride the wine train. We’ve got those hot air balloons, and it’s really quite a tourist place, but the people who live here don’t think of it like that. This is just where we live, where we work, and it’s a very small community in a lot of ways.”

 Dorgan is onto something, the dichotomy between what Napa actually is and what we think it is. There really are two Napas: “tourist Napa”—the one that exists in our collective virtual memory—and then the “real Napa.” For those who live there, Napa is a small, former blue-collar and agricultural town trying to cope with an influx of very big money and highbrow pretensions. “Napa is the anchor for the Valley,” says Shulman. “The workers who work in the fields live here, and it still has a small-town feel to it. You meet people you know all the time in the stores. It has a great farmer’s market on Wednesday when they close down part of downtown and sell crafts and food. It has the same feel to it that it had thirty years ago.”

 As Shulman knows, it wasn’t so very long ago that Napa was known more for its prunes than its wine, back when the largest employers were Kaiser Steel and Napa State Hospital, a psychiatric facility. “There are still a lot of old-timers here who hate the things that are going on,” says Jeff Schectman of KVON radio.

 These longtime and native Napans are not nearly as impressed by the local sights that draw visitors from all over the world. It reminds one of blue-collar native New Yorkers who would rather rush home to mundane neighborhoods like Maspeth, Queens, and Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, rather than spend one extra second in “the city” to attend what they consider an overpriced and overpraised Broadway play. One local Napa cop, forced by his wife to ride the fabled wine train with another couple, groans when he recalls how bored he was: “You’ve seen one vine, you’ve seen them all.”

 And there’s something else about Napa. “There are only a couple of ways in and out of the Valley,” Shulman says, noting how that has prevented a lot of crime from sweeping into his adopted city. Napa still exists in its own bubble, not unlike Savannah, Georgia. It’s not totally isolated, just a bit off the beaten path. It’s not an exit off I-80 but tucked away on Highway 29. It’s always been only forty-eight miles away from San Francisco, but it’s always seemed much farther. But that is changing. These days, folks actually live in San Francisco and commute to work in Napa because it’s a reverse commute; that used to be unheard of. And the real Napa, while still surrounded by natural beauty, has a downtown core that is exceedingly average. Yes, it’s nicer than, say, Akron, but that’s not saying a lot.

 Take a look for yourself. There are some cute Victorian gingerbread homes, but at Napa’s center is one of those fake pedestrian malls that don’t really work. There are some forlorn-looking stores and even some abandoned storefronts begging for attention. Tourists who find themselves there accidentally because they’ve heard so much of “tourist Napa” wander around streets looking at stores like Cribs and Bibs and the Doll House and wonder what all the fuss is about. Most big suburban malls have better stores and are twice as glamorous. In fairness, there are pockets of charm, restaurants like Angele’s on the water or Uva’s, but the overall picture is not what you think. It is a town of poorly designed parking lots that sometimes force you to back up into oncoming traffic and a place where rumors that Whole Foods may open a store spark a fair amount of conversation.

 Napa is a former blue-collar city coming to grips with gentrification, and it’s not all that pretty. Schectman puts it more bluntly: “Downtown Napa is utterly without charm.”

 But just say the word Napa to outsiders and watch the smiles. Maybe they were there once and visited a winery, had some wine, ate a great meal, took a mud bath, had a massage. Even if they were never there, they still smile, because they imagine doing all those things in Napa. The publicity machine has done its job so wonderfully that there is nary a bad thought associated with the place whether you’ve been there or not, whether you like wine or not. In the 1980s, Napa was the setting for the prime-time soap opera Falcon Crest; the television family’s palatial home in the opening shot is actually the old Spring Mountain Winery. Or perhaps the city brings to mind the popular film Sideways, which, by the way, did not take place in Napa but in the wine country north of Santa Barbara. Few people know that, and Napa has gotten the residual goodwill that another region can stake as its own. It’s amazing, really; Napa is kind of like ice cream but better. In our imaginations, the city is swell, and, unlike ice cream, it doesn’t have any calories.

 So here’s the truth: what most of us think of as glorious Napa is actually the Napa Valley. You know that picture you have in your head of the to-die-for town lined with comely little storefronts? What you’re thinking of can be found in St. Helena, which has a main street as charming as a storybook, or perhaps it’s Calistoga, which has its own version of the perfect western main street. Wake up in an inn or hotel in one of those Up Valley towns, look out your window to see hot air balloons magically suspended above breathtaking vistas, and you’ll swear you’re in the American Eden, as some have called the Napa Valley.

 But that is not the city of Napa, where the murders of Adriane Insogna and Leslie Mazzara took place, the city that was suddenly gripped by fear, courtesy of an unknown killer who was ruthless and, so far, undetectable.









 Part One

 The Victims











 One

 The Scariest Night of the Year




 By 7:00 p.m. on Halloween night, 2004, Lauren Meanza was back home at 2631 Dorset Street in Napa, California. It had been a busy Sunday. She had played some soccer—a game she loved—and then spent the rest of the day doing something she found not nearly as enjoyable: shopping. The shopping had been more exhausting than the soccer, and Lauren was happy to be home. Greeting her as she pulled her car into the garage was the effigy of a luckless witch hanging from the front porch to let the local children know that, yes, this was a Halloween house where trick-or-treaters were more than welcome.

 And they were. Lauren’s two roommates, Adriane Insogna and Leslie Mazzara, were there at the front door, giggling, cooing, and feigning fright at the little ghosts and goblins coming to call in sometimes spooky, but mostly sweet, costumes. The house supply of candy was going fast, but Adriane and Leslie didn’t mind; they couldn’t hand it out fast enough.

 Lauren wasn’t quite as enthusiastic about the annual Halloween ritual. “It’s not that I don’t like kids or anything,” she was quick to point out. Rather, it was that her aging dog, Chloe, a German shepherd mix, didn’t like strangers coming to the door and let everyone know it by barking each and every time someone rang the bell. It cracked the roommates up, and they looked at Chloe and laughed every time the doorbell rang.

 It was a fun night, as it often was down on Dorset Street, just minutes from Napa’s downtown. Lauren, Adriane, and Leslie—three single women—got along famously and without “all that drama” that’s part of many roommate situations. All three were brunettes and twenty-six years old, but that’s where the similarities ended.

 Leslie Mazzara, a small-town beauty queen with stunning green eyes, had been in Napa for only six months. She grew up near Orlando, Florida, and later in Anderson, South Carolina, and went to college at the University of Georgia. Being a Southerner, Leslie was the most distinctive of the three roommates, simply because she was the outsider. New to town, Leslie was in a hurry to meet new people, and she did so with a vengeance. She was brimming with social energy, eating out, going to bars, and dancing till all hours of the night. Leslie loved dancing and had studied classical ballet for fifteen years. During the day, she worked at the Niebaum-Coppola winery in the sales department, where she used her well-honed people skills to good advantage.

 Adriane Insogna (rhymes with lasagna) was an assistant engineer at the Napa Sanitation District, having graduated from Cal Poly down the coast in beautiful San Luis Obispo. She was local and had been raised Up Valley in Calistoga, where she’d lived since she was nine years old. Adriane was a bit overweight, with a warm smile and an engaging personality. She was close to her mother, Arlene Allen, and made an effort to include Arlene, who was twice divorced, in some of her social activities. In short, she was the perfect daughter. She couldn’t cook, friends said, but she loved to bake, and she and Leslie had made Halloween cupcakes that very day. Adriane also loved volleyball and volunteered as a scorekeeper at Napa Valley Community College.

 Lauren Meanza was the quietest of the roommates. If you had to rate the three and pick the one who was the least social, Lauren, who spoke unemotionally and affected a blasé attitude, would win hands down. A jock and the most athletic of the three, she coached volleyball at the local community college and played volleyball and soccer in adult leagues every chance she got. This was her first apartment on her own, and she had brought along her dog, Chloe. Lauren was also the neat freak of the three and often had to clean up after her buddies, but she didn’t mind—not too much, anyway. They were both good roommates, kind and loving, and she knew they’d do anything for her.

 Lauren had met Adriane earlier in the year when they both took a volleyball class at Napa Community College. At that point, Lauren was still living nearby with her parents, but she didn’t know a lot of people in Napa. In fact, that’s how she’d connected with Adriane, who had approached Lauren between games. Adriane knew a lot of people in the Valley, and as she prodded Lauren to see if they had any mutual acquaintances, Lauren finally blurted out, “I don’t have any friends in Napa.”

 “Well, you do now,” Adriane answered.

 And so their friendship was formed. Back in February 2004, when Lauren found the little house for rent on Dorset Street and thought it would be a good place to live, Adriane was the first one she approached to be her roommate. Adriane was all for it, and with the help of her tight clique of friends—Ben Katz, Lily Prudhomme, and Lily’s boyfriend, Eric Copple—she successfully moved her stuff into the compact house. From the beginning, there were fun times, beginning with the first night Lauren and Adriane hung out and had pizza and beer with Ben, Lily, and Eric. And it wasn’t long before Lauren, who was breaking out of her quiet shell, introduced herself to a group of young women living in the house next door. They were a fun bunch, too, none more so than Leslie Mazzara. “She was a pistol,” Lauren said, “She definitely was a Southern girl, with lots of makeup, and right away I really liked her. She was definitely different than I was, very girly-girl, lots of makeup and very feminine.”

 Leslie, with her sugar-coated accent and approachable personality, attracted men in droves, and they often fell hard for her. While there’s no doubt she was very pretty, her real beauty seemed to spring from somewhere inside, and it was her charisma that brought people in. Friends say she had a way of connecting that was otherworldly; she effortlessly made every person she came across feel a solid connection to her. It was a gift and she had it long before she was ever a pageant winner. When Leslie’s own housemates announced plans to move out, Lauren and Adriane asked her to move in with them. They both really enjoyed Leslie’s vivacious personality, there was a spare upstairs bedroom, and the rent would be split three ways instead of just two. Leslie agreed and moved into the house in late June 2004.

 It was now Halloween, and the girls were looking forward to Christmas, when Leslie promised to make Southern-style treats and show her new friends what a real, old-fashioned Christmas was all about. That was a point of friendly debate between Lauren and Leslie. Being from the South, Leslie told them she considered Californians to be too guarded, while Southerners were more open and friendly. Lauren found herself good-naturedly defending her California brethren.

 

 By 9:00 p.m., the trick-or-treaters were winding down, and the women were settling in for the night. Even though it was Halloween, they had no plans to go to a party or a bar, because the next day, Monday, was a workday. Despite Napa’s worldwide reputation as the capital of California’s beauteous wine country, it is not, as any young adult resident will tell you, exactly party central. The girls had their favorite bars, such as the Bounty Hunter, Uva’s, and Downtown Joe’s, but most of the time, it was the same old faces, which was one reason Leslie attracted so much attention as the new girl in town. This particular Halloween, falling on a Sunday night, seemed more quiet than most, just another night to grab some food from the fridge and plop down in front of the television.

 Adriane told the others she was going to pay a short visit to her on-again, off-again boyfriend, Christian Lee, who lived one block away. Lauren headed into the kitchen to fix something to eat while Leslie kept her company. Then they both moved into the living room. Lauren had a DVD set of the HBO series Six Feet Under, and they watched an episode and chatted until about 9:30 p.m., when Lauren got a phone call and wandered into her downstairs bedroom. About twenty-five minutes later, she heard Leslie say good night.

 “Good night,” Lauren answered. “See you tomorrow.”

 Upstairs, Leslie prepared for bed and received her second call that day from Lee Youngblood Sr., the father of an ex-boyfriend from South Carolina. Friends say it bothered Leslie that Lee Senior called so often, and she didn’t take the call. It seemed as though he never had gotten over the breakup between Leslie and his son. According to one of Leslie’s closest friends, Leslie broke up with Lee at least partly because of his father. She spent a lot of time with that family, and the more she got to know Lee’s father, the less she was sure she wanted to be a part of it. Ultimately, she decided to part ways with Lee and leave South Carolina. That did not keep Lee Senior from calling.

 By 10:30 p.m., Adriane was back from Christian’s house and found Lauren back in front of the television.

 “It’s been a long day,” Adriane said. “I’m going to bed. See you tomorrow.”

 “I’m turning in soon, too,” Lauren said.

 Adriane went straight upstairs to her bedroom, across a tiny second-floor landing from Leslie’s room. The bathroom was between them. Inside her room, Adriane replayed the last twenty-four hours in her head. She had been with Christian the previous night and long into the morning hours and had gotten virtually no sleep. She was as close to love as she’d ever been. She was tired but happy and wanted to luxuriate in that feeling a bit longer, so before falling off, she sent Christian one last text message: “Thank you for yesterday. It was one of the best days ever. I wish it could be forever.”

 Downstairs, Lauren let her dog, Chloe, outside and closed up the house.

 “I did the normal things,” she said. “I checked to make sure all the doors were locked and secured and then went to bed about 11:00 p.m.”

 The house had a few ways to get in and out: the front door, the back door, and the garage door. “I made sure the back-door slider was locked because sometimes that would be left unlocked, but that night, I locked it.”

 She did not, however, check any of the windows, even though her bedroom was on the first floor.

 She was tired, and by 11:30, she was asleep.









 Two

 “Please, God, Help Me”




 Sometime after 1:00 a.m., Lauren awoke to hear Chloe growling and barking. Chloe always slept in Lauren’s room, and she looked over to find her old dog looking out the window that faced the back of the house. A motion detector had tripped a sensor light, illuminating the backyard. Was someone outside? Lauren dismissed the thought, figuring it was one of the local cats that had tripped the sensor before. “Quiet,” she told Chloe, and pulled her back onto the bed.

 The sensor light clicked off, and Lauren drifted back to sleep, but it wasn’t long before she was awakened again. Now there was a noise coming from inside the house near the front door. In fact, Lauren thought it was the front door and that someone, probably a boyfriend of Leslie’s, was there for a late-night “booty call.” This, in fact, was a new development and had caused a bit of friction in the house. Lauren and Adriane were concerned about Leslie’s late-night visitors. She was seeing two men regularly, and a recent incident had troubled her roommates. Just two days before, Leslie had brought someone home, and the noise from their lovemaking kept everyone awake in a way that made the small house feel more claustrophobic than cozy. Leslie had apologized in an e-mail for “the late-night rumble,” and the women had held a house meeting where they agreed that, yes, they might entertain men some nights. Now, Lauren thought, Leslie was wasting no time.

 Chloe barked again, but again, Lauren pulled the dog back away from her bedroom door. She felt she was just being considerate, giving Leslie the benefit of the doubt. “I was trying to quiet Chloe down so she wouldn’t wake up anybody,” Lauren says. “I had her quiet down and go back to bed.”

 She listened a little more closely but didn’t hear anyone climbing the wooden stairs, which were normally quite loud; perhaps she’d missed it when Chloe was barking. She tried to go back to sleep, but a noise in Leslie’s bedroom—right above Lauren’s room—brought her back. “I really need to get some rest,” she thought. “I have to get up in the morning for work.”

 At that point, whoever had been in Leslie’s room seemed to be going over to Adriane’s room. The noise had shifted. “Now, that’s odd,” Lauren thought, but maybe Leslie’s visitor needed to use the bathroom, located between the two second-floor bedrooms.

 A moment later, a “bumping” noise was coming from Adriane’s room. “It sounded like a bed up against a wall,” she said. “It would bump a few times and it would stop. So then I thought, okay, Adriane’s got a visitor, and that’s going to keep me up. I just started thinking, kind of, it was, like, you know, sex. It was bumping against the wall, and so I started thinking, okay, I’m not going to be able to sleep again.”

 Now Lauren was almost fully awake and began to pay more attention, concentrating on the noise and where it was coming from.

 The bumping stopped and then started up again. Lauren didn’t want to be nosy, but she was curious. She was not in the mood to listen to someone else making love, but what could she do? “I stayed in bed and just listened,” she said.

 A few more minutes went by, and then there was a scream. Lauren could tell it was Adriane’s voice. “There was a lot of commotion and a struggle. I was still thinking sex.”

 But then came a second scream, and the world tilted on its axis. “I knew it was a terror scream. There was terror, fear, in her voice. She just kept screaming. She wasn’t saying anything at that point, but she was just screaming, and I could tell she was fighting or struggling with someone,” Lauren said. “Things were being thrown around the room, and I could hear things falling over, and there’s bumping into furniture. Just a lot of commotion. She had a lot of stuff in her room, so I knew a lot of stuff was being knocked around. She was making a noise kind of like fighting. I mean, when she’s exerting energy, she just sounded like she was fighting someone.

 “Her voice was very loud, and by the second scream, I knew it was danger, so I sat up and jumped out of bed, and Chloe jumped up also.”

 Lauren realized she was living her biggest fear: being attacked in her own home by an intruder. She desperately wanted to help Adriane, but self-preservation is a powerful draw, and Lauren worried the attacker might turn on her. She didn’t know whether to stay inside her room or risk leaving it. She chose to step outside her bedroom. Lauren was practically at the foot of the stairs. “Frozen” with fear, she stood still and listened for thirty more seconds while her roommate struggled to fight off whoever was attacking her. There were no lights on downstairs or in the stairway—“just darkness”—but there was plenty of noise coming from the upstairs bedroom.

 “I could hear Adriane’s voice, and it was, like, ‘oh, God,’ and she’s just screaming and fighting. I don’t think she had enough time to say much, but she was just fighting someone off.”

 Lauren heard glass breaking. There was some kind of little glass candelabra on the second-floor landing. The intruder was coming down the stairs, right at her. She knew whoever it was was moving extremely fast, because she heard him taking the steps two or three at a time. The intruder was flying, but Lauren spun around and made it outside to the backyard patio. Fear shot through her as she realized she was trapped by a big fence. If the attacker came out the back way, as she feared, she had nowhere to go. She turned around and faced the back of the house, not knowing what she might do or could do, thoughts racing through her head faster than she could process them.

 She steeled herself for whatever was to come, but then she caught a break.

 “I could hear the person struggling to get out the window, because the blinds, were just flailing around. They’re wooden blinds, so they were making noise.”

 Once the intruder got through the window, the night was still except for one horrible sound: Adriane crying out for help from inside the house. Lauren forced herself to go back inside and again stood at the foot of the stairs. Whatever had happened upstairs was so horrible that she couldn’t make her feet move. “I was scared.”

 Adriane’s voice cut through the night: “Please, God, help me. Please, somebody, help me. Help me.”

 “Adriane, are you okay?” Lauren called out.

 “No.”

 Lauren ran to get the portable phone in the kitchen to call 911, but there was no dial tone. Someone had cut the lines to the house, or a phone was off the hook. Again, Lauren could hear Adriane moaning for help but she couldn’t make herself face whatever it was the intruder had done. She called instead for Leslie to come help her, to help Adriane.

 Leslie did not answer.

 “No, it’s Adriane.”

 “I know it’s Adriane, but where’s Leslie?”

 She didn’t answer.

 Slowly, Lauren headed up the stairs. The house was mostly dark, but her eyes had adjusted, and she could see blood streaks on a wall. A light was on in Adriane’s room, and Lauren spotted Adriane on the floor on the far side of the bed between the bed and the window. “I could see half her body. Her chest was up, and she was lying there. She was trying to still breathe.”

 Lauren felt her bare feet sliding on something and realized that she was slipping on blood, a lot of blood. She knelt down to Adriane, “but at that point she couldn’t speak anymore.”

 She was completely focused on Adriane, trying to see where her wounds were, what was wrong with her, and how she could help her, but in her peripheral vision, she saw another body to her right—it was Leslie, lying facedown in a pile of clothing. Lauren knew she had to find a phone that worked, had to call for help. Leslie was not moving, but Adriane was still alive, gurgling in the most horrible way imaginable. Lauren ran back down the stairs and grabbed her cell phone, but she knew from experience that her cell service was poor in the house, so she went back into the backyard, oblivious to where the intruder had gone.









 Three

 All Saints Day




 Lauren dialed 911 and waited. She knew instinctively that dialing 911 on a cell instead of the house phone might cause the call to go somewhere other than the Napa police and she was right. The call was answered by a 911 operator with Central California Dispatch. The tension in Lauren’s voice is obvious on the tape, but she holds it together, even when the operator seems somewhat incredulous, possibly because it was still Halloween night.

 Operator: This is 9-1-1 emergency. What are you reporting?

 LM: Oh, my God, we got attacked! 2631 Dorset Street. Please help!

 Operator: What’s your address?

 LM: 2631 Dorset Street.

 Operator: What city are you in?

 LM: Napa.

 Operator: And who attacked you?

 LM: I don’t know.

 Operator: You don’t know who attacked you? Is that your house?

 LM: Yeah, it was upstairs. I don’t know who it was. I’m downstairs. I don’t know what happened.

 Operator: Okay.

 LM: Both of my roommates are hurt.

 Operator: Okay. So did you come home to find that your roommates had been attacked?

 LM: Please hurry, hurry!

 Operator: Did you come home to find this, yes or no?

 LM: No.

 Operator: What is your name? And you gave an address of 2631 Dorset?

 LM: Yes.

 Operator: D-O-R-S-E—

 LM: Napa.

 Operator: I understand. D-O-R-S-E-T-T, is that correct? How many people are injured?

 LM: Two upstairs. I think they’re dying. I swear to God!

 Operator: Ma’am, hang on, thank you.

 But then the connection was lost. Lauren couldn’t stand being in the house for even another second. “I realized the person might come back,” she said. “I might be in danger, so then I grabbed Chloe.”

 Her car was in the garage, but she had no choice but to go in and get it. As she backed out and drove away, she called 911 again.

 Operator: 9-1-1.

 LM: Hi, I just called. It’s 2631 Dorset Street in Napa, California. My roommates are upstairs. I think they’re dying, they were attacked, and something happened…. I don’t know if this guy’s coming back.

 Operator: Okay, I’m gonna put you on with Napa, so stay on the line, and I’ll be right back with you, okay?

 LM: Okay.

 (There is a series of beeps and ringing while the call is rerouted.)

 Operator 3: Napa Emergency.

 Operator: California central control transferring a caller from 2631 Dorset.

 Operator 3: Okay, go ahead.

 Operator: Go ahead.

 LM: Yeah.

 Operator 3: What happened? Yes, 2631 Dorset?

 LM: Yeah.

 Operator 3: Okay. Is it something I need an ambulance?

 LM: Yes! Oh, my God. They’re dying. I don’t know what is going on. There is blood everywhere, and my roommate is gurgling.

 Operator 3: Okay, so—

 LM: I don’t know what to do…

 Operator 3: Wait, you’re not back in the house?

 LM: No. I got in my car and left. I don’t know what to do. He jumped out of the window.

 Operator 3: Who jumped out of the window?

 LM: Somebody. I don’t know. I was downstairs sleeping, and they’re upstairs, and all of a sudden my roommate starts screaming.

 Operator 3: Okay, who is bleeding?

 LM: Both. My roommate, I don’t know if she’s alive, one of ’em, and then the other one—there’s two of ’em in there.

 Operator 3: Did you see any weapon?

 LM: No, but they look like they were—I didn’t hear any guns, I don’t know what they did.

 Operator 3: Okay. Can you go back towards the house? You don’t need to go inside. Can you just stay where you’re at? Can you just pull over to let me know where…you need to just go to a corner and tell me what corner.

 LM: Okay. Sorry. I didn’t want to sit around there.

 Operator 3: Okay, but you are helping them, okay. You need to pull over and tell me what intersection you’re at.

 LM: Okay.

 Lauren turned her car around. She decided she’d go back Dorset Street, but no way was she pulling over until she saw the cops. She kept driving back and forth, up and down her street with her dog at her side, waiting for the police. She kept talking to the operator.

 Operator 3: Okay. I have help on the way for your friends. Do you know what the person looked like who jumped out the window?…Were you home when this happened?

 LM: Yes, I was downstairs.

 Operator 3: Okay. You pull over and tell me where you’re at.

 LM: Okay, I have to go back to the house. I’m driving away.

 Operator 3: And you saw—what did the person look like?

 LM: I didn’t see anybody. I swear to you. I heard screaming, I heard screaming, and then I woke up, and I stayed where I was.

 Operator 3: So you didn’t actually see someone?

 LM: No. I didn’t see anybody.

 Operator 3: Did you hear anything else?

 LM: No. Oh, God.

 Operator 3: Okay, so who are the people inside the house? What roommates, are they male, female?

 LM: Two females upstairs.

 Operator 3: And they were both bleeding?

 LM: Yeah, well, one’s unconscious on the ground, and then the other one’s bleeding and gurgling…. I didn’t know what to do.

 Operator 3: Where was she bleeding from?

 LM: I think her stomach. I didn’t hear any shots…

 Operator 3: Okay. Tell me—tell me where you’re at. Where are you going?

 LM: Kent and Dorset.

 Operator 3: Kent and Dorset?

 LM: Yeah, that’s where my car is.

 Operator 3: Okay, okay. Do you know who might have done this?

 LM: No—no. I mean. No. I don’t want to even speculate on that one.

 Operator 3: Had you had any problems with anyone?

 LM: No.

 Operator 3: Okay. Just stay right there, okay?

 LM: No. I really don’t want to stop moving…

 Operator 3: Well, I’m sorry, you said you didn’t see anyone, and now you think he’s on foot?

 LM: Because I saw a broken window…and a guy jumping out of a window.

 Operator 3: Okay, that’s what I asked you. If you saw someone.

 LM: I didn’t see a guy…

 Operator 3: Okay. You just saw a—a figure kind of thing.

 LM: I heard a broken window. I went up to go see how they were, they were upstairs. But I was downstairs. So I hear a window that was broken. So somebody jumped out of the window ’cause they didn’t know how to get out.

 Operator 3: Okay, where was this window that got broken?

 LM:…in the kitchen downstairs.

 Operator 3: Okay, so you’re just—you’re kinda just thinking that someone jumped out. But you didn’t see anybody.

 Lauren kept looking at the now haunted house at 2631 Dorset each time she passed it. The entire attack had taken but four minutes. The house that had been so full of life just hours before now was silent. The only movement came from the effigy of the hanging witch, moving slightly with the night breeze.

 Halloween was over; it was November 1, All Saints Day, and her roommates had moved on to their eternal reward.

 In Mexico, the holiday is known as the Day of the Dead.









 Four

 No Pulse




 Officer Darlene Elia was working the graveyard shift, the overnight, and she was parked where she usually sat on long overnights: in the parking lot of Napa High School at Jefferson and Lincoln. The major crimes in Napa tended to be DUIs and drug cases, and even those were sporadic; it was a quiet town for a cop, mostly. There had not been even a single murder so far in 2004, and the year was nearing its end.
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