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To the men and women of the FBI Behavioral Science and Investigative Support Units, Quantico, Virginia, past and present—fellow explorers, partners on the journey.




    

Foul deeds will rise,

    Though all the earth o’erwhelm them,

    to men’s eyes.

—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, Hamlet







Authors’ Note

This book has been very much a team effort, and it could not have been accomplished without the tremendous talents and dedication of each member of that team. Chief among them are our editor, Lisa Drew, and our project coordinator and “executive producer” (and Mark’s wife), Carolyn Olshaker. Right from the beginning, they both shared our vision and provided the strength, confidence, love, and good counsel that nurtured us through the effort to realize it. Our profound gratitude and admiration go equally to Ann Hennigan, our talented researcher; Marysue Rucci, Lisa’s able, indefatigable, and endlessly cheerful assistant; and our agent, Jay Acton, who was the first to recognize the potential of what we wanted to do and then made it happen.

Our special thanks go to John’s father, Jack Douglas, for all of his recollections and for so carefully documenting his son’s career, making organization a breeze; and to Mark’s father, Bennett Olshaker, M.D., for all of his advice and guidance on issues of forensic medicine and psychiatry and the law. We are both extremely fortunate to have the families we do, and their love and generosity are always with us.

Finally, we want to express our appreciation, admiration, and heartfelt thanks to all of John’s colleagues at the FBI Academy in Quantico. Their character and contribution is what made the career chronicled in this work possible, which is why the book is dedicated to them.

—JOHN DOUGLAS AND MARK OLSHAKER, July 1995



Twenty Years Later John Douglas and Mark Olshaker


Much has changed in the more than two decades since we wrote Mindhunter: Inside the FBI’s Elite Serial Crime Unit, the first of our books together. But much has also remained the same.

We’ve lost close friends and associates mentioned in these pages: Robert Ressler, John’s original partner in the serial killer study and fellow profiler; Roy Hazelwood, the Bureau’s sex crimes expert and one of the brightest lights at Quantico; and Ken Baker, the Secret Service veteran who worked with John’s Investigative Support Unit—ISU—and contributed so much to the understanding of the assassin personality. Our parents have also since passed away, so we are now “the older generation.”

Speaking of which, a new generation of FBI profilers has emerged—no longer “buried” in offices sixty feet below ground level (ten times deeper than dead people, we used to say) but stationed across US Route 1 from Marine Corps Base Quantico in a government office building. The profilers’ group is now known as the Behavioral Analysis Unit—BAU.

Just like practicing medicine, profiling remains somewhere in that nether region between science and art. And, like physicians, some profilers are better and more experienced than others. In the years since Mindhunter’s initial publication, television and the Internet have been full of men and women calling themselves profilers, most of whom have no discernible credentials or actual experience. Often they do more harm than good, and we’ve seen a number of cases where academic-oriented profilers have misinterpreted evidence and sent either the investigation or the defense’s strategy off in a completely wrong direction. It’s imperative to remember that a talented and experienced profiler working in cooperation with a highly professional local law enforcement agency can produce results often leading to a quicker arrest and a more successful prosecution.



Several suspects involved in the crimes we covered have been caught, and we will discuss the apprehension of the Unabomber, the Green River Killer, and the BTK Killer a little later. Larry Gene Bell was executed for the vicious murder of seventeen-year-old Shari Faye Smith and nine-year-old Debra May Helmick. Lust killers Jerome Brudos, Joseph Christopher, and Arthur Shawcross, along with Martin Luther King Jr.’s assassin James Earl Ray, all died in prison. Would-be murderers John Hinckley Jr. and Arthur Bremer have been released from confinement. California’s “Trailside Killer” David Carpenter and the ultimate boogeyman Charles Manson are in their eighties and still behind bars as of this writing. And Joe Del Campo, John’s FBI partner in crime(solving) from their Milwaukee street agent days, recently starred in a season of the TV reality show Survivor. You never know what a former G-man is capable of.

Any author would be gratified to have a book remain in print and selling for more than twenty years, and we’re certainly no exception. The reaction from readers has been truly amazing and a great source of pride and satisfaction to both of us and our families. We like to think that Mindhunter’s continued success, the subsequent books it has spawned, the television shows and movies whose producers have admitted their indebtedness to our work, and now the original Netflix dramatic series based on Mindhunter have something to do with the compelling mysteries and life-and-death stories we told. Although science, technology, and certain investigative techniques have made significant leaps forward in the past two decades, the basics of the human mind and motivation remain the same and likely always will.

We are frequently asked why true crime is so compelling to readers and viewers, given its often grisly subject matter and tragic endings. The answer, we believe, is that, by its very nature, true crime deals with the essentials and fundamentals of what we loftily call “the human condition.” By this we mean the instincts and emotions we all feel: love, hate, jealousy, revenge, ambition, lust, joy and sadness, terror, disappointment and despair, and feelings of grandiosity and personal entitlement… often coupled with equal measures of deep-seated inadequacy and self-loathing. True-crime narratives represent the human condition writ large: ordinary people operating at the terrifying extremes of those instincts and emotions. In this vein, every mystery we relate, every case we report, every outcome we track, becomes its own morality play, complete with heroes, villains, and victims.

After retirement, whenever John has accepted a consulting case, whether he’s working for the prosecution or defense, and whether he’s a paid consultant or working pro bono, his standard line is “You can hire me, but the one I’m working for is the victim.” That is our first responsibility—always.



Now, let’s take a brief look at some of the cases that have been closed since Mindhunter’s initial publication.

The one that remains the most visceral for us, since it nearly ended John’s life, is that of Washington State’s Green River Killer. All told, Gary Leon Ridgway confessed to the murders of forty-eight women and later admitted to killing at least seventy-one—many of them runaways, prostitutes, or otherwise vulnerable victims—along the so-called Sea-Tac Strip of the Pacific Highway.

The initial profile of the UNSUB (UNknown SUBject of an investigation) was fairly straightforward: a blue-collar loner, probably a long-distance truck driver who could easily pick up hitchhikers and had a private cab where he could strangle his victims and subsequently dispose of their bodies in the Green River Gorge or other places along his routes. But what John and his FBI associates warned the law enforcement task force was that the profile wasn’t the key element; the post-offense behavior was. This was a guy who would somehow inject himself into the investigation and return to the crime scenes and/or body disposal sites to relive his fantasies with these women.

Because the probe was so comprehensive, John felt there would be a good chance that the actual UNSUB would be picked up and interviewed at some point, especially if he happened to fit our profile. He would probably have a love-hate relationship with prostitutes and runaways and therefore feel justified in “punishing” them. For that reason John advised against relying on polygraph tests as a way to eliminate suspects. Plus lie detectors aren’t all that reliable, which is why their results are seldom admitted as evidence in court. While they may work pretty well with ordinary people, lying to a metal box with wires sticking out of it is no big deal for a sociopath.

Gary Ridgway was arrested on November 30, 2001, as he was leaving the Kenworth truck factory in Renton, Washington, where he worked as a spray painter. Taken in on charges of soliciting prostitution, he was then linked to four of his victims through DNA, demonstrating the value of that newly emerging science. The former truck driver had been arrested back in 1982 on charges relating to prostitution, and in 1983 he became a suspect in the Green River case. He was given a polygraph examination, which he passed, eliminating him from further police consideration. Subsequent analysis of that test suggested it might not have been interpreted properly. (What do you know!)

The authorities looked at him again in 1987, which is not unusual in a long-unsolved case, and at that point they took hair and saliva samples. Twenty-four years later it was the subsequent DNA analysis of these on-file samples that finally cracked the case. In 2003, Ridgway pled guilty to forty-nine charges of aggravated first-degree murder; an additional charge was added as part of his plea bargain. In exchange he received consecutive life sentences with no possibility of parole rather than execution.

In hindsight, the main point that the profile got wrong was its prediction that the UNSUB would be single. In fact, Ridgway had been married three times and had a string of girlfriends, all of whom spoke of his voracious sexual appetite. He had been in the Navy during the Vietnam War, and had frequent relations with prostitutes there. Given that Ridgway caught gonorrhea from one of these encounters, this may have accounted for his feeling of entitlement to punish prostitutes—a kind of triggering event not unusual in this type of serial killer.

Over the years and as more research was compiled, profilers wouldn’t be as quick to conclude that a prolific serial killer—even one who spent a lot of time on the road—would necessarily be single or not be in a relationship. In Chapter 13 (“The Most Dangerous Game”), you’ll meet Alaskan baker Robert Hansen, who was able to keep his married life completely separate from his passion for picking up prostitutes, flying them in his private plane out into the wild, and then hunting them like animals.

The self-proclaimed BTK Killer of Wichita, Kansas, Dennis Rader was also a hunter of sorts but stalked his prey in their own homes, proud of his artistic ability to “Bind, Torture, and Kill” entire families and draw detailed pictures of his murder scenes. John and FBI colleagues Roy Hazelwood and Ron Walker realized those pictures and the language Rader used to describe the crimes suggested a renegade or former cop or, perhaps even likelier, a law enforcement wannabe. Serial killers get off on their power over their victims and therefore tend to envy the power they perceive police officers to possess.

From an investigative standpoint, the strange thing about the BTK case was that there would be a spate of killings and then they would cease. Normally when this happens, we think there is a good chance the UNSUB has either moved to another area, been incarcerated for a crime not tied to his serial murders, or died.

With BTK, however, the crimes would resume after years of dormancy. He murdered five people in 1974, then two in 1977, then went quiet until claiming one victim each in 1985 and 1986, and finally waited more than five years until killing his last victim in 1991. Very few if any of these killers ever see the evil of their ways and decide to go straight, so there had to be another explanation. Was Rader able to control himself and live off the fantasies of his past crimes for longer and longer periods?

The world started hearing from him again in 2004. He was bragging about his work and claiming a previous crime that had never been definitively linked to him. We were not surprised that Rader couldn’t help reaching out to the media. For almost all of these serial sexual predators, their crimes are the most important, gratifying, and “successful” aspects of their lives. And if communicating with the authorities or the media is one of their signature elements—the part that gives them the emotional satisfaction—it is unlikely they’re going to stop.

In late 2004, as if to prove BTK’s bona fides, the UNSUB mailed to Wichita police a victim’s driver’s license and a female doll with bound hands and feet and a plastic bag over its head—another example of his “art.” In one of his ever-growing series of letters to the authorities, he asked if he could be traced from material on a floppy disk that he planned to send to a local television station. Through a prearranged communication system involving a classified ad in the Wichita Eagle, the police conceded they would not be able to trace him.

On February 16, 2005, a package purportedly from BTK was received by local Fox television affiliate KSAS that contained a gold chain, the photocopied cover of a paperback novel about a killer who bound and gagged his victims, several index cards, one of which gave instructions for further communication through the Wichita Eagle… and a Memorex floppy disk. The disk’s contents were disappointingly prosaic: nothing about the murders, only a file that read “This is a test” and directing police to consult the index cards.

Contrary to what they had told BTK, Wichita PD was able to analyze the disc’s metadata—a term we’d never even heard when we first wrote Mindhunter—and discovered that it had been used on a computer belonging to Christ Lutheran Church and was last modified by “Dennis.” An Internet search listed a Dennis Rader as president of the church council. Rader’s car, a black Jeep Cherokee, matched the description of a vehicle noted leaving the scene where one of BTK’s packages had been left.

In order to determine whether there was a DNA connection to Rader, the district attorney’s office obtained a warrant to test a pap smear taken of Rader’s daughter at the Kansas State University Medical Clinic when she was a student. The Kansas Bureau of Investigation analyzed the sample and found it bore a familial DNA connection to a sample taken from one of BTK’s victims. After his arrest, Dennis Rader eventually confessed and, like Gary Ridgway, pled guilty to avoid the death penalty.

The original profile for the BTK Killer from previous FBI Behavioral Science Unit research predicted that the perpetrator of such sadistic crimes was likely to be single, but it also stated “if UNSUB has a girlfriend or is married, we would expect the woman to be of a very passive, compliant and/or dependent position.” This turned out to be a pretty accurate assessment.

Dennis Rader was not a policeman but a municipal compliance officer for Park City, Kansas—someone who makes sure your grass doesn’t get too long, your dog is on its leash, and your sidewalk is shoveled after a snowfall. He was extremely strict about giving out citations, and one family went so far as to complain that he euthanized their dog for no reason. Before that job, he had been in the Air Force, obtained a bachelor’s degree from Wichita State in the administration of justice, and worked for a home security firm. Starting to see a pattern here?

Not only that, but successive prison interviews revealed that Rader had tortured small animals as a child and stolen underwear from his female victims.

Once the trial and sentencing were over, John had the opportunity to interview Rader at the El Dorado Correctional Facility in El Dorado, Kansas. The question that haunted John was why Rader had repeatedly stopped and restarted his brutal killings.

As Rader related, it was simple and, in its own way, pretty “human.” One afternoon his wife, Paula, had returned home unexpectedly and found him dressed in women’s clothing and the underwear of his victims, although Paula had no way of knowing where the bra and panties had come from. She was shocked and disgusted. He tried to explain away his “harmless” fetish and that he had been wrestling with his own psyche to try and get past it. She threatened to leave him if it ever happened again.

Whether this was enough to get him back on the wagon is hard to say, but Rader certainly realized that if he ever gave Paula a reason to call in the police or anyone else, it might not take very long to connect him and his souvenirs with the BTK murders.

For a while he was able to content himself with his memories, drawings, and souvenirs, but eventually the urges became too strong, and Rader went back to breaking into homes and staging his scenes of bondage and torture. And again he was caught by his wife wearing his victims’ clothing. Fortunately for him, Paula still didn’t put two and two together. While she did fit our profile of a passive and dependent significant other, Paula got up enough courage to seek a divorce as soon as the truth about her husband came out.

John also knew from Dennis Rader’s insistence on a public title that, as BTK, he followed and admired other serial killers. It turned out Rader idolized Harvey Glatman, the “Lonely Hearts Killer” of 1950s Los Angeles, who would entice women to his apartment or some other place with bogus offers of jobs as photographic models for pulp fiction magazines, then tie them up, sexually assault them, strangle them, and dump their bodies in the desert. He was finally arrested in 1958 after a woman he attempted to abduct managed to escape and ran to the police. He was tried, convicted, and executed in the San Quentin State Prison gas chamber on September 18, 1959.

Dennis Rader quoted Harvey Glatman as saying, “It was all about the rope.” What exactly does that mean? The rope symbolized total control. The ultimate fantasy would be to keep these victims alive and dominated indefinitely, although both men knew that wasn’t possible.

The difference in the length of Glatman’s and Rader’s killing careers was as much a matter of luck as anything else. Neither Rader nor, for example, Gary Ridgway turned out to be of any great intellect. They were just obsessed with their crimes and were fortunate to avoid having the dots connected sooner. Ironically, however, Rader’s undoing was similar to that of another serial killer whose identity remained unknown at the time we published Mindhunter. He was probably a good deal smarter than all three of these murderers put together.

In Chapter 17 (“Anyone Can Be a Victim”) we reported on the then-unidentified Unabomber, who had sent a series of sophisticated mail bombs to academics and people in the technology sector. Three of his victims died and twenty-three others were injured. He even got one of his devices into the cargo hold of an American Airlines passenger jet flying out of Chicago, but the package began smoking before it exploded and the alert pilot made a well-timed emergency landing.

Unlike Dennis Rader, the Unabomber didn’t give himself his public identity. The name came from the FBI’s major case code name: UNABOM, for UNiversity and Airline BOMber. In profiling this particular UNSUB, there was disagreement within the FBI and the ever-growing task force as to whether he was more likely to be someone associated with the airline—perhaps a mechanic who would have the technical skills necessary to build bombs—or the profile that John had constructed, theorizing that he was more likely associated with a university, since he seemed highly intelligent in his strategy and bomb-making skills. The UNSUB would also include false clues and extraneous objects like pieces of wood and tree bark.

Once the Unabomber began sending letters to the New York Times complaining of big-business tactics and the despoliation of the environment from incidents like the Exxon Valdez oil spill, John became even more convinced of his academic credentials due to the tone and style of his writing. The specific complaints and use of wood in the bombs led to the conclusion that he was a neo-Luddite, self-styled, anti-technology champion.

Finally, after years of intermittent bombings, the Unabomber sent the New York Times an ultimatum. He would stop his activities if the Times and the Washington Post would publish his “manifesto” about technology. Otherwise he would continue.

There was much debate and soul-searching over this demand—both in the journalistic and law enforcement communities, and in conferences between them. The Times and Post managements worried over the precedent this would set. Could newspapers now be held hostage by any dangerous lunatic who wanted his opinions heard? The law enforcement community was equally concerned, as it always is, over encouraging copycats and giving in to a killer’s demands.

At the Investigative Support Unit in Quantico, the opinion was more clear-cut: The public is often our greatest partner. Once all logical and reasonable leads have been exhausted, give ordinary citizens a chance to help solve the case. Attorney General Janet Reno went along with ISU’s recommendation.

This mind-set had worked well in the past. As you’ll see in more detail later on, Mindhunter chronicles special agent and profiler Jana Monroe, who, in trying to solve a Tampa Bay triple murder, had the idea to reproduce on donated billboards a set of directions believed to be in the UNSUB’s handwriting. This led to the arrest, prosecution, and conviction of Oba Chandler, who has since been executed for his crimes.

The Unabomber case has a now-famous outcome. After the newspapers agreed to publish his 35,000-word essay, “Industrial Society and Its Future,” in special sections, a woman named Linda Patrik convinced her youth counselor/social worker husband, David Kaczynski, that the writing sounded alarmingly similar to ideas expressed by his older brother, Ted, of whom she was already suspicious. Theodore “Ted” Kaczynski was a Harvard University and University of Michigan–trained Ph.D. mathematician who, for decades, had been living in the remote woods of Montana as a hermit in a tiny cabin without electricity or running water.

Mark spoke to David Kaczynski about the moral agony he and Linda went through in deciding they had to turn in his brother. Before identifying his brother, David delicately made a deal with authorities to assure that Ted would not be executed for his crimes. Although we both favor the death penalty for certain serial and predatory murders, we can’t fault David and Linda for their decisions and actions, which were truly heroic. Ted is now serving multiple life sentences at the federal “supermax” prison in Florence, Colorado.

Would an Oba Chandler or Unabomber manifesto–type strategy have worked in identifying and stopping BTK earlier? We’ll never know, but we think there is a very good chance it would have. Even though their crimes were completely different, the one thing the maladjusted genius Ted Kaczynski and the sadistic but banal underachiever Dennis Rader shared was a monumental sense of ego. Neither one of them could bear to let his brilliance go unrecognized by the public, and that was their downfall in both cases.

It’s easy to second-guess, and one thing you learn in this business is that every case looks obvious once it’s solved. Police investigators are understandably reluctant to give out case details known only to the offender. But had the Wichita police released some of the BTK sketches, crime scene descriptions, and other communications, it is quite possible someone within Dennis Rader’s workplace, at his church, in his social circle, or even at home might have recognized his handiwork or at least had enough of a suspicion to contact authorities.



Since we wrote Mindhunter, the prevalence of certain crimes has changed. Violent crime in general has been on a downward trend, but the number of predatory sexually oriented killers has remained relatively the same. The reason, we believe, is because this type of criminal pathology is not as responsive to societal conditions or improved policing as other criminal enterprises. In the past sixteen years we have become concerned with domestic and international terrorism, a phenomenon that was just beginning when we cited the 1995 Oklahoma City federal building bombing. Mass shootings have become alarmingly commonplace, unlike Charles Whitman’s 1966 killing spree from the top of the University of Texas tower. (Though Whitman’s autopsy revealed a small brain tumor, our consultation with a distinguished neurologist confirmed that its location would not have affected the areas controlling this type of behavior.)

As we suggested earlier, even though the types of crimes have changed, we have found that the basic motivators remain the same.

Whether we’re talking about a mail bomber like Ted Kaczynski, Charles Whitman or any number of school shooters, or the raft of religious terrorists who have come to plague much of the world, we’re exploring similar psyches. These are people who take up mass violence as a personal assertion or political statement to compensate for their own hopelessness, pathos, failure, and/or lack of purpose. Again, that inner despair may be in constant conflict with a sense of personal grandiosity and unfulfilled entitlement, but these individuals are all, without exception, inadequate nobodies who want to be somebodies and find meaning in their lives. They may have personal courage—choosing to die for a cause, however misguided, is not a casual decision—but they have also found that violence is their only proof of power.



In the years since John retired from the Bureau and began taking cases from the outside, his perspective has broadened—as has Mark’s, which is reflected in our subsequent books. In the Investigative Support Unit, agents could work only cases brought to them by police departments and sheriffs’ offices, not defendants. But when John branched out, we came to see things from the other side and we recognized that not all official investigations are complete or accurate.

Such cases as the 1993 murder of three eight-year-old boys in Arkansas, attributed to the so-called West Memphis Three; the still-unsolved 1996 Christmas Day slaying of six-year-old JonBenét Ramsey in Boulder, Colorado; and the 2007 killing of twenty-one-year-old British exchange student Meredith Kercher in Perugia, Italy, for which American student Amanda Knox and her Italian boyfriend Raffaele Sollecito were charged and convicted graphically demonstrated the horrifying consequences when a police investigation starts off on the wrong foot, driven by preconceived notions and prejudices rather than where the evidence points. Inadequate preservation of crime scenes and physical evidence; improper interview techniques that can lead to false confessions; junk science and convenient reliance on jailhouse snitches who have their own goals independent of the truth—all of these factors can and do contribute to wrongful convictions.

When we recently began reflecting on the eye-opening cases that John had investigated and that we analyzed and wrote about in Mindhunter, we had to confront some of our own long-held ideas and impressions. In Chapter 7 (“The Heart of Darkness”), you’ll read about the interview John and Bob Ressler conducted with William Heirens at State-ville Prison in Crest Hill, Illinois, when they were pursuing their initial serial killer study. Heirens was the notorious “Lipstick Killer” of post–World War II Chicago, who confessed to and was convicted of the horrific murder and dismemberment of six-year-old Suzanne Degnan.

After the interview, John was so overwhelmed by Heirens’s insistence on his innocence that, as we wrote, “when we got back to Quantico, I dug out all the case files. In addition to the confession and other compelling evidence, I found that his latent fingerprints had been lifted from the Degnan crime scene. Yet Heirens had spent so much time sitting in his cell and thinking and giving himself all the answers that if they polygraphed him at that point, he probably would have passed with no trouble.”

The reason he would have done so, we finally concluded after a detailed analysis many years after writing those words, was because there was a better-than-even chance that William Heirens was innocent. Yes, he had been a proven breaking-and-entering guy during college but, despite possessing a firearm, he gave no previous impression of being a violent man or lust killer. He definitely did not represent the profile John would have come up with had he worked the original case. But the police seemed to lose interest in the best suspect they had developed once they’d arrested Heirens and the public was satisfied that a depraved killer had been caught.

Considering the accumulated experience of more than two decades of John’s full-time profiling and criminal investigative analysis; the Chicago PD’s reputation in the 1930s and 1940s—they frequently beat confessions out of suspects, including William Heirens and an African American they’d previously arrested in their investigation who was completely innocent—knowing how easy it can be to plant and stage evidence; and understanding that profiling can be only as good as the information and evidence supplied by the requesting local law enforcement agency, the prospect of Heirens’s actual innocence becomes increasingly believable.

But, as is all too common, there was ultimately no resolution. When the eighty-three-year-old wheelchair-bound William Heirens passed away on March 5, 2012, at the Dixon Correctional Center in Dixon, Illinois, he was the longest-serving prisoner in the United States.



While there may have been a momentary inclination to change or update specific aspects of the narrative for this new edition of Mindhunter, we stand proudly by what we wrote back in the mid-1990s and feel it best serves the book to update the reader with this introduction rather than changing any of the text. Just as the basics of the human mind and motivation remain the same, so do the essentials of good criminal investigation. Despite the advantages offered by advances in technology, computers, DNA, serology, and arson science—and the reevaluation of such standard tools as fingerprints and ballistic analysis—there remains no substitution for good gumshoe detective work and investigative analysis. This involves examining the crime scene and all the evidence, studying the victimology, knocking on doors, and following up every reasonable lead. The bottom line is that we’re never going to take the human element out of crime solving.

What was true more than twenty years ago is true today, and will be as far into the future as we can imagine:

Behavior reflects personality. The best indicator of future violence is past violence. To understand the “artist,” you must study his “art.” The crime must be evaluated in its totality. There is no substitute for experience, and if you want to understand the criminal mind, you must go directly to the source and learn to decipher what he tells you. And, above all: Why + How = Who.

And now we invite you once again to embark upon the hunt with us.




PROLOGUE I Must Be in Hell


I must be in hell.

It was the only logical explanation. I was tied down and naked. The pain was unbearable. My arms and legs were being lacerated by some kind of blade. Every orifice of my body had been penetrated. I was choking and gagging from something shoved down my throat. Sharp objects had been stuck in my penis and rectum and felt like they were tearing me apart. I was bathed in sweat. Then I realized what was happening: I was being tortured to death by all the killers and rapists and child molesters I’d put away in my career. Now I was the victim and I couldn’t fight back.

I knew the way these guys operated; I’d seen it over and over again. They had a need to manipulate and dominate their prey. They wanted to be able to decide whether or not their victim should live or die, or how the victim should die. They’d keep me alive as long as my body would hold out, reviving me when I passed out or was close to death, always inflicting as much pain and suffering as possible. Some of them could go on for days like that.

They wanted to show me they were in total control, that I was completely at their mercy. The more I cried out, the more I begged for relief, the more I would fuel and energize their dark fantasies. If I would plead for my life or regress or call out for my mommy or daddy, that would really get them off.

This was my payback for six years of hunting the worst men on earth.

My heart was racing, I was burning up. I felt a horrible jab as they inched the sharp stick even farther up my penis. My entire body convulsed in agony.

Please, God, if I’m still alive, let me die quickly. And if I’m dead, deliver me quickly from the tortures of hell.

Then I saw an intense, bright white light, just like I’d heard about people seeing at the moment of death. I expected to see Christ or angels or the devil—I’d heard about that, too. But all I saw was that bright white light.

But I did hear a voice—a comforting, reassuring voice, the most calming sound I’d ever heard.

“John, don’t worry. We’re trying to make it all better.”

That was the last thing I remembered.



“John, do you hear me? Don’t worry. Take it easy. You’re in the hospital. You’re very sick, but we’re trying to make you better,” was what the nurse actually said to me. She had no idea whether or not I could hear her, but she kept repeating it, soothingly, over and over again.

Though I had no idea at the time, I was in the intensive care unit of Swedish Hospital in Seattle, in a coma, on life support. My arms and legs were strapped down. Tubes, hoses, and intravenous lines penetrated my body. I was not expected to live. It was early December of 1983, and I was thirty-eight years of age.

The story begins three weeks earlier, on the other side of the country. I was up in New York, speaking on criminal-personality profiling before an audience of about 350 members of the NYPD, the Transit Police, and the Nassau and Suffolk County, Long Island, Police Departments. I’d given this speech hundreds of times and could just about do the whole thing on autopilot.

All of a sudden, my mind started to wander. I was aware I was still talking, but I’d broken out in a cold sweat and I was saying to myself, How in hell am I going to handle all these cases? I was just finishing up with the Wayne Williams child-killing case in Atlanta and Buffalo’s “.22-Caliber” race murders. I had been called in to the “Trailside Killer” case in San Francisco. I was consulting with Scotland Yard on the “Yorkshire Ripper” investigation in England. I was going back and forth to Alaska, working on the Robert Hansen case, in which an Anchorage baker was picking up prostitutes, flying them out into the wilderness, and hunting them down. I had a serial arsonist targeting synagogues in Hartford, Connecticut. And I had to fly out to Seattle the week after next to advise the Green River Task Force in what was shaping up as one of the largest serial murders in American history, the killer preying mainly on prostitutes and transients in the Seattle-Tacoma corridor.

For the past six years, I had been developing a new approach to crime analysis, and I was the only one in the Behavioral Science Unit working cases full-time. Everyone else in the unit was primarily an instructor. I was handling about 150 active cases at a time with no backup, and I was on the road from my office at the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia, about 125 days a year. The pressure was tremendous from local cops, who themselves were under tremendous pressure to solve cases, from the community, and from the families of victims, for whom I always had enormous empathy. I kept trying to prioritize my workload, but new requests kept pouring in daily. My associates at Quantico often said I was like a male whore: I couldn’t say no to my clients.

During the New York speech, I continued talking about criminal-personality types, but my mind kept wandering back to Seattle. I knew that not everyone on the task force wanted me there, that was par for the course. As in every major case for which I was called in to provide a new service that most cops and many Bureau officials still considered one step removed from witchcraft, I knew I’d have to “sell” them. I had to be persuasive without being overconfident or cocky. I had to let them know I thought they’d done a thorough, professional job while still trying to convince the skeptics the FBI might be able to help. And perhaps most daunting, unlike the traditional FBI agent who dealt with “Just the facts, ma’am,” my job required me to deal in opinions. I lived with the constant knowledge that if I was wrong, I could throw a serial investigation far off the mark and get additional people killed. Just as bad, it would hammer the lid on the new program of criminal-personality profiling and crime analysis I was struggling to get off the ground.

Then there was the traveling itself. I had already been to Alaska on several occasions, crossing four time zones, connecting to a white-knuckle flight close to the water and landing in darkness, and practically as soon as I got there and met with the local police, I would get back on the plane and fly down to Seattle.

The free-floating anxiety attack lasted maybe a minute. I kept saying to myself, Hey, Douglas, regroup. Get a grip on yourself. And I was able to do it. I don’t think anyone in that room knew anything was wrong. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something tragic was going to happen to me.

I couldn’t shake this premonition, and when I got back to Quantico, I went to the personnel office and took out additional life insurance and income-protection insurance in case I became disabled. I can’t say exactly why I did this, except for that vague but powerful feeling of dread. I was physically run-down; I was exercising too much and probably drinking more than I should have been to cope with the stress. I was having difficulty sleeping, and when I did fall asleep, often I’d be awakened by a call from someone needing my instant help. When I would go back to sleep, I’d try to force myself to dream about the case in hopes that that would lead me to some insight about it. It’s easy enough in retrospect to see where I was headed, but at the time there didn’t seem to be anything I could do about it.

Just before I left for the airport, something made me stop off at the elementary school where my wife, Pam, taught reading to learning disabled students, to tell her about the extra insurance.

“Why are you telling me this?” she asked, very concerned. I had a wicked headache on the right side and she said my eyes were bloodshot and strange-looking.

“I just wanted you to know about everything before I left,” I replied. At that time, we had two young daughters. Erika was eight and Lauren was three.

For the trip to Seattle, I brought along two new special agents, Blaine McIlwain and Ron Walker, to break them in on the case. We arrived in Seattle that night and checked into the Hilton Hotel downtown. As I was unpacking, I noticed I had only one black shoe. Either I hadn’t packed the other one or somehow I’d lost it along the way. I would be making a presentation to the King County Police Department the next morning, and I decided I couldn’t go on without my black shoes. I have always been something of a flashy dresser, and in my fatigue and stress, I became obsessed with having black shoes to wear with my suit. So I tore out into the downtown streets, rushed around until I found an open shoe store, and came back to the hotel, even more exhausted, with a suitable pair of black shoes.

The next morning, a Wednesday, I made my presentation to the police and a team that included Port of Seattle representatives and two local psychologists who had been brought in to help with the investigation. Everyone was interested in my profile of the killer, whether there could be more than one offender, and what type of individual he, or they, might be. I tried to get across the point that in this type of case, the profile wouldn’t be all that important. I was pretty sure of what kind of guy the killer would turn out to be, but just as sure there’d be a lot of guys who would easily fit the description.

More important in this ongoing cycle of murders, I told them, was to begin going proactive, using police efforts and the media to try to lure the guy into a trap. For example, I suggested the police might set up a series of community meetings to “discuss” the crimes. I was reasonably certain the killer would show up at one or more of these. I also thought it would help answer the question of whether we were dealing with more than one offender. Another ploy I wanted the police to try was to announce to the press that there had been witnesses to one of the abductions. I felt that might draw out the killer to take his own “proactive strategy” and come forward to explain why he might have been innocently seen in the vicinity. The one thing of which I felt most certain was that whoever was behind these kills wasn’t going to burn out.

I then gave the team advice on how to interrogate potential subjects—both those they generated on their own and the many sad crazies who inevitably come forward in a high-profile case. McIlwain, Walker, and I spent the rest of the day touring body dump sites, and by the time we got back to the hotel that evening, I was wiped out.

Over drinks at the hotel bar, where we were trying to unwind from the day, I told Blaine and Ron I wasn’t feeling well. I still had the headache, thought I might be coming down with the flu, and asked them to cover for me with the police the next day. I thought I might feel better if I spent the next day in bed, so when we said good night, I put the Do Not Disturb sign on my door and told my two associates I’d rejoin them Friday morning.

All I remember is feeling terrible, sitting on the side of the bed and beginning to undress. My two fellow agents went back to the King County Courthouse on Thursday to follow up on the strategies I had outlined the day before. As I’d requested, they left me alone all day to try to sleep off my flu.

But when I didn’t show up for breakfast on Friday morning, they began to get concerned. They called my room. There was no answer. They went to the room and knocked on the door. Nothing.

Alarmed, they went back to the front desk and demanded a key from the manager. They came back upstairs and unlocked the door, only to find the security chain on. But they also heard faint moaning from inside the room.

They kicked in the door and rushed inside. They found me on the floor in what they described as a “froglike” position, partially dressed, apparently trying to reach the telephone. The left side of my body was convulsing, and Blaine said I was “burning up.”

The hotel called Swedish Hospital, which immediately dispatched an ambulance. In the meantime, Blaine and Ron stayed on the phone with the emergency room, giving them my vitals. My temperature was 107 degrees, my pulse, 220. My left side was paralyzed, and in the ambulance I continued having seizures. The medical report described me with “doll’s eyes”—open, fixed, and unfocused.

As soon as we arrived at the hospital, they packed me in ice and began massive intravenous doses of phenobarbital in an attempt to control the seizures. The doctor told Blaine and Ron he could practically have put the entire city of Seattle to sleep with what they were giving me.

He also told the two agents that despite everyone’s best efforts, I was probably going to die. A CAT scan showed the right side of my brain had ruptured and hemorrhaged from the high fever.

“In layman’s terms,” the doctor told them, “his brain has been fried to a crisp.”

It was December 2, 1983. My new insurance had become active the day before.

My unit chief, Roger Depue, went to Pam’s school to give her the news in person. Then she and my father, Jack, flew out to Seattle to be with me, leaving the girls with my mother, Dolores. Two agents from the FBI’s Seattle Field Office, Rick Mathers and John Biner, picked them up at the airport and brought them straight to the hospital. That’s when they knew how serious it was. The doctors tried to prepare Pam for my death and told her that even if I lived, I’d probably be blind and vegetative. Being a Catholic, she called in a priest to give me last rites, but when he found out I was Presbyterian, he refused. So Blaine and Ron gave him the hook and found another priest who didn’t seem to have these hang-ups. They asked him to come pray for me.

I hovered in the coma between life and death all week. The rules of the intensive care unit allowed only family members to visit, so my Quantico colleagues and Rick Mathers and others from the Seattle Field Office suddenly became close relatives. “You’ve certainly got a big family,” one of the nurses commented wryly to Pam.

The idea of the “big family” wasn’t a complete joke in one sense. Back at Quantico, a number of my colleagues, led by Bill Hagmaier of the Behavioral Science Unit and Tom Columbell of the National Academy, took up a collection so that Pam and my dad could stay out in Seattle with me. Before long, they’d taken in contributions from police officers from all over the country. At the same time, arrangements were being made to fly my body back to Virginia for burial in the military cemetery at Quantico.

Toward the end of the first week, Pam, my father, the agents, and the priest formed a circle around my bed, joined hands, and took my hands in theirs and prayed over me. Late that night, I came out of the coma.

I remember being surprised to see Pam and my father and being confused about where I was. Initially, I couldn’t talk; the left half of my face drooped and I still had extensive paralysis on my left side. As my speech came back, it was slurred at first. After a while I found I could move my leg, then gradually, more movement returned. My throat was painfully sore from the life-support tube. I was switched from phenobarbital to Dilantin to control the seizures. And after all the tests and scans and spinal taps, they finally offered a clinical diagnosis: viral encephalitis brought on or complicated by stress and my generally weakened and vulnerable condition. I was lucky to be alive.

But the recovery was painful and discouraging. I had to learn to walk again. I was having memory problems. To help me remember the name of my primary physician, Siegal, Pam brought in for me a figurine of a seagull made of shells and sitting on a cork base. The next time the doctor came to give me a mental status exam and asked if I remembered his name, I slurred, “Sure, Dr. Seagull.”

Despite the wonderful support I was getting, I was tremendously frustrated with the rehabilitation. I’d never been able to sit around or take things slow. FBI director William Webster called to encourage me. I told him I didn’t think I could shoot anymore.

“Don’t worry about that, John,” the director replied. “We want you for your mind.” I didn’t tell him I was afraid there wasn’t much of that left, either.

I finally left Swedish Hospital and came home two days before Christmas. Before leaving, I presented the emergency room and ICU staffs with plaques expressing my profound gratitude for all they had done to save my life.

Roger Depue picked us up at Dulles Airport and drove us to our house in Fredericksburg, where an American flag and a huge “Welcome Home, John” sign were waiting. I had dropped from my normal 195 to 160 pounds. My kids, Erika and Lauren, were so upset by my appearance and the fact that I was in a wheelchair that for a long time afterward, they were afraid every time I went away on a trip.

Christmas was pretty melancholy. I didn’t see many friends; only Ron Walker, Blaine McIlwain, Bill Hagmaier, and another agent from Quantico, Jim Horn. I was out of the wheelchair, but moving around was still difficult. I had trouble carrying on a conversation. I found I cried easily and couldn’t count on my memory. When Pam or my dad would drive me around Fredericksburg, I’d notice a particular building and not know if it was new. I felt like a stroke victim and wondered if I’d ever be able to work again.

I was also bitter at the Bureau for what they’d put me through. The previous February, I’d spoken with an assistant director, Jim McKenzie. I told him I didn’t think I could keep up the pace and asked him if he could get me some people to help out.

McKenzie was sympathetic but realistic. “You know this organization,” he’d said to me. “You have to do something until you drop before anyone will recognize it.”

Not only did I feel I wasn’t getting support, I felt I wasn’t getting any appreciation, either. Quite the contrary, in fact. The previous year, after working my butt off in the Atlanta “Child Murders” case, I was officially censured by the Bureau for a story that appeared in a newspaper in Newport News, Virginia, just after Wayne Williams was apprehended. The reporter asked me what I thought of Williams as a suspect, and I replied that he looked “good,” and that if he panned out, he’d probably be good for at least several of the cases.

Even though the FBI had asked me to do the interview, they said I was speaking inappropriately about a pending case. They claimed I’d been warned before doing a People magazine interview a couple of months before. It was typical of government bureaucracy. I was hauled up before the Office of Professional Responsibility at headquarters in Washington, and after six months of bureaucratic tap dancing, I got a letter of censure. Later, I would get a letter of commendation for the case. But at the time, this was the recognition from the Bureau for helping crack what the press was then calling the “crime of the century.”

So much of what a law enforcement officer does is difficult to share with anyone, even a spouse. When you spend your days looking at dead and mutilated bodies, particularly when they’re children, it’s not the kind of thing you want to bring home with you. You can’t say over the dinner table, “I had a fascinating lust murder today. Let me tell you about it.” That’s why you so often see cops drawn to nurses and vice versa—people who can relate in some way to each other’s work.

And yet often when I was out in the park or the woods, say, with my own little girls, I’d see something and think to myself, That’s just like the such-and-such scene, where we found the eight-year-old. As fearful as I was for their safety, seeing the things I saw, I also found it difficult to get emotionally involved in the minor, but important, scrapes and hurts of childhood. When I would come home and Pam would tell me that one of the girls had fallen off her bike and needed stitches, I’d flash to the autopsy of some child her age and think of all the stitches it had taken the medical examiner to close her wounds for burial.

Pam had her own circle of friends who were involved with local politics, which didn’t interest me at all. And with my travel schedule, she ended up with the lion’s share of responsibility for raising the children, paying the bills, and running the house. This was one of the many problems with the marriage at the time, and I know that at least our oldest, Erika, was aware of the tension.

I couldn’t shake my resentment at the Bureau organization for letting this happen to me. About a month after I returned home, I was out burning leaves in the backyard. On an impulse, I went in, collected all the copies of profiles I had in the house, all the articles I’d written, carried them outside, and threw them all onto the fire. It felt like a catharsis, just getting rid of all of this stuff.

Some weeks after that, when I could drive again, I went to Quantico National Cemetery to see where I would have been buried. Graves are positioned by date of death, and if I had died on December 1 or 2, I would have gotten a lousy site. I noticed it happened to be near that of a young girl who had been stabbed to death on her driveway not far from where I lived. I’d worked on her case and the murder was still unsolved. As I stood there ruminating, I recalled how many times I’d advised police to surveil grave sites when I thought the killer might visit, and how ironic it would be if they were watching here and picked me up as a suspect.

Four months after my collapse in Seattle, I was still out on sick leave. I’d developed blood clots in my legs and lungs as a complication of the illness and so much time in bed, and I still felt as if I was struggling to get through every day. I still didn’t know if I’d physically be able to work again and didn’t know if I’d have the confidence even if I could. In the meantime, Roy Hazelwood, from the instructional side of the Behavioral Science Unit, was doubling up and had taken on the burden of handling my ongoing cases.

I made my first visit back to Quantico in April of 1984 to address an in-service group of about fifty profilers from FBI field offices. I stepped into the classroom, wearing slippers because my feet were still swollen from blood clots, and got a standing ovation from these agents from all over the country. The reaction was spontaneous and genuine from the people who, better than anyone, understood what I did and what I was trying to institute within the Bureau. And for the first time in many months, I felt cherished and appreciated. I also felt as if I had come home.

I went back to work full-time a month later.






1 Inside the Mind of a Killer


Put yourself in the position of the hunter.

That’s what I have to do. Think of one of those nature films: a lion on the Serengeti plain in Africa. He sees this huge herd of antelope at a watering hole. But somehow—we can see it in his eyes—the lion locks on a single one out of those thousands of animals. He’s trained himself to sense weakness, vulnerability, something different in one antelope out of the herd that makes it the most likely victim.

It’s the same with certain people. If I’m one of them, then I’m on the hunt daily, looking for my victim, looking for my victim of opportunity. Let’s say I’m at a shopping mall where there are thousands of people. So I go into the video arcade, and as I look over the fifty or so children playing there, I’ve got to be a hunter, I’ve got to be a profiler, I’ve got to be able to profile that potential prey. I’ve got to figure out which of those fifty children is the vulnerable one, which one is the likely victim. I have to look at the way the child is dressed. I have to train myself to pick up the nonverbal clues the child is putting out. And I have to do this all in a split second, so I have to be very, very good at it. Then, once I decide, once I make my move, I’ve got to know how I am going to get this child out of the mall quietly and without creating any fuss or suspicion when his or her parents are probably two stores down. I can’t afford to make any mistakes.

It’s the thrill of the hunt that gets these guys going. If you could get a galvanic skin response reading on one of them as he focuses in on his potential victim, I think you’d get the same reaction as from that lion in the wilderness. And it doesn’t matter whether we’re talking about the ones who hunt children, who hunt young women or the elderly or prostitutes or any other definable group—or the ones who don’t seem to have any particular preferred victim. In some ways, they’re all the same.

But it is the ways they are different, and the clues that they leave to their individual personalities, that have led us to a new weapon in the interpretation of certain types of violent crimes, and the hunting, apprehension, and prosecution of their perpetrators. I’ve spent most of my professional career as an FBI special agent trying to develop that weapon, and that’s what this book is about. In the case of every horrible crime since the beginning of civilization, there is always that searing, fundamental question: what kind of person could have done such a thing? The type of profiling and crime-scene analysis we do at the FBI’s Investigative Support Unit attempts to answer that question.

Behavior reflects personality.

It isn’t always easy, and it’s never pleasant, putting yourself in these guys’ shoes—or inside their minds. But that’s what my people and I have to do. We have to try to feel what it was like for each one.

Everything we see at a crime scene tells us something about the unknown subject—or UNSUB, in police jargon—who committed the crime. By studying as many crimes as we could, and through talking to the experts—the perpetrators themselves—we have learned to interpret those clues in much the same way a doctor evaluates various symptoms to diagnose a particular disease or condition. And just as a doctor can begin forming a diagnosis after recognizing several aspects of a disease presentation he or she has seen before, we can make various conclusions when we see patterns start to emerge.

One time in the early 1980s when I was actively interviewing incarcerated killers for our in-depth study, I was sitting in a circle of violent offenders in the ancient, stone, gothic Maryland State Penitentiary in Baltimore. Each man was an interesting case in his own right—a cop killer, a child killer, drug dealers, and enforcers—but I was most concerned with interviewing a rapist-murderer about his modus operandi, so I asked the other prisoners if they knew of one at the prison I might be able to talk to.

“Yeah, there’s Charlie Davis,” one of the inmates says, but the rest agree it’s unlikely he’ll talk to a fed. Someone goes to find him in the prison yard. To everyone’s surprise, Davis does come over and join the circle, probably as much out of curiosity or boredom as any other reason. One thing we had going for us in the study is that prisoners have a lot of time on their hands and not much to do with it.

Normally, when we conduct prison interviews—and this has been true right from the beginning—we try to know as much as we can about the subject in advance. We go over the police files and crime-scene photos, autopsy protocols, trial transcripts; anything that might shed light on motives or personality. It’s also the surest way to make certain the subject isn’t playing self-serving or self-amusing games with you and is giving it to you straight. But in this case, obviously, I hadn’t done any preparation, so I admit it and try to use it to my advantage.

Davis was a huge, hulking guy, about six foot five, in his early thirties, clean-shaven, and well groomed. I start out by saying, “You have me at a disadvantage, Charlie. I don’t know what you did.”

“I killed five people,” he replies.

I ask him to describe the crime scenes and what he did with his victims. Now, it turns out, Davis had been a part-time ambulance driver. So what he’d do was strangle the woman, place her body by the side of a highway in his driving territory, make an anonymous call, then respond to the call and pick up the body. No one knew, when he was putting the victim on the stretcher, that the killer was right there among them. This degree of control and orchestration was what really turned him on and gave him his biggest thrill. Anything like this that I could learn about technique would always prove extremely valuable.

The strangling told me he was a spur-of-the-moment killer, that the primary thing on his mind had been rape.

I say to him, “You’re a real police buff. You’d love to be a cop yourself, to be in a position of power instead of some menial job far below your abilities.” He laughs, says his father had been a police lieutenant.

I ask him to describe his MO: he would follow a good-looking young woman, see her pull into the parking lot of a restaurant, let’s say. Through his father’s police contacts, he’d be able to run a license-plate check on the car. Then, when he had the owner’s name, he’d call the restaurant and have her paged and told she’d left her lights on. When she came outside, he’d abduct her—push her into his car or hers, handcuff her, then drive off.

He describes each of the five kills in order, almost as if he’s reminiscing. When he gets to the last one, he mentions that he covered her over in the front seat of the car, a detail he remembers for the first time.

At that point in the conversation, I turn things further around. I say, “Charlie, let me tell you something about yourself: You had relationship problems with women. You were having financial problems when you did your first kill. You were in your late twenties and you knew your abilities were way above your job, so everything in your life was frustrating and out of control.”

He just sort of nods. So far, so good. I haven’t said anything terribly hard to predict or guess at.

“You were drinking heavily,” I continue. “You owed money. You were having fights with the woman you lived with. [He hadn’t told me he lived with anyone, but I felt pretty certain he did.] And on the nights when things were the worst, you’d go out on the hunt. You wouldn’t go after your old lady, so you had to dish it out to someone else.”

I can see Davis’s body language gradually changing, opening up. So, going with the scant information I have, I go on, “But this last victim was a much more gentle kill. She was different from the others. You let her get dressed again after you raped her. You covered up her head. You didn’t do that with the previous four. Unlike the others, you didn’t feel good about this one.”

When they start listening closely, you know you’re onto something. I learned this from the prison interviews and was able to use it over and over in interrogation situations. I see I have his complete attention here. “She told you something that made you feel bad about killing her, but you killed her anyway.”

Suddenly, he becomes red as a beet. He seems in a trancelike state, and I can see that in his mind, he’s back at the scene. Hesitantly, he tells me the woman had said her husband was having serious health problems and that she was worried about him; he was sick and maybe dying. This may have been a ruse on her part, it may not have been—I don’t have any way of knowing. But clearly, it had affected Davis.

“But I hadn’t disguised myself. She knew who I was, so I had to kill her.”

I pause a few moments, then say, “You took something from her, didn’t you?”

He nods again, then admits he went into her wallet. He took out a photograph of her with her husband and child at Christmas and kept it.

I’d never met this guy before, but I’m starting to get a firm image of him, so I say, “You went to the grave site, Charlie, didn’t you?” He becomes flushed, which also confirms for me he followed the press on the case so he’d know where his victim was buried. “You went because you didn’t feel good about this particular murder. And you brought something with you to the cemetery and you put it right there on that grave.”

The other prisoners are completely silent, listening with rapt attention. They’ve never seen Davis like this. I repeat, “You brought something to that grave. What did you bring, Charlie? You brought that picture, didn’t you?” He just nods again and hangs his head.

This wasn’t quite the witchcraft or pulling the rabbit out of the hat it might have seemed to the other prisoners. Obviously, I was guessing, but the guesses were based on a lot of background and research and experience my associates and I had logged by that time and continue to gather. For example, we’d learned that the old cliché about killers visiting the graves of their victims was often true, but not necessarily for the reasons we’d originally thought.

Behavior reflects personality.

One of the reasons our work is even necessary has to do with the changing nature of violent crime itself. We all know about the drug-related murders that plague most of our cities and the gun crimes that have become an everyday occurrence as well as a national disgrace. Yet it used to be that most crime, particularly most violent crime, happened between people who in some way knew each other.

We’re not seeing that as much any longer. As recently as the 1960s, the solution rate to homicide in this country was well over 90 percent. We’re not seeing that any longer, either. Now, despite impressive advances in science and technology, despite the advent of the computer age, despite many more police officers with far better and more sophisticated training and resources, the murder rate has been going up and the solution rate has been going down. More and more crimes are being committed by and against “strangers,” and in many cases we have no motive to work with, at least no obvious or “logical” motive.

Traditionally, most murders and violent crimes were relatively easy for law enforcement officials to comprehend. They resulted from critically exaggerated manifestations of feelings we all experience: anger, greed, jealousy, profit, revenge. Once this emotional problem was taken care of, the crime or crime spree would end. Someone would be dead, but that was that and the police generally knew who and what they were looking for.

But a new type of violent criminal has surfaced in recent years—the serial offender, who often doesn’t stop until he is caught or killed, who learns by experience and who tends to get better and better at what he does, constantly perfecting his scenario from one crime to the next. I say “surfaced” because, to some degree, he was probably with us all along, going back long before 1880s London and Jack the Ripper, generally considered the first modern serial killer. And I say “he” because, for reasons we’ll get into a little later, virtually all real serial killers are male.

Serial murder may, in fact, be a much older phenomenon than we realize. The stories and legends that have filtered down about witches and werewolves and vampires may have been a way of explaining outrages so hideous that no one in the small and close-knit towns of Europe and early America could comprehend the perversities we now take for granted. Monsters had to be supernatural creatures. They couldn’t be just like us.

Serial killers and rapists also tend to be the most bewildering, personally disturbing, and most difficult to catch of all violent criminals. This is, in part, because they tend to be motivated by far more complex factors than the basic ones I’ve just enumerated. This, in turn, makes their patterns more confusing and distances them from such other normal feelings as compassion, guilt, or remorse.

Sometimes, the only way to catch them is to learn how to think like they do.

Lest anyone think I will be giving away any closely guarded investigative secrets that could provide a “how-to” to would-be offenders, let me reassure you on that point right now. What I will be relating is how we developed the behavioral approach to criminal-personality profiling, crime analysis, and prosecutorial strategy, but I couldn’t make this a how-to course even if I wanted to. For one thing, it takes as much as two years for us to train the already experienced, highly accomplished agents selected to come into my unit. For another, no matter how much the criminal thinks he knows, the more he does to try to evade detection or throw us off the track, the more behavioral clues he’s going to give us to work with.

As Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had Sherlock Holmes say many decades ago, “Singularity is almost invariably a clue. The more featureless and commonplace a crime is, the more difficult it is to bring it home.” In other words, the more behavior we have, the more complete the profile and analysis we can give to the local police. The better the profile the local police have to work with, the more they can slice down the potential suspect population and concentrate on finding the real guy.

Which brings me to the other disclaimer about our work. In the Investigative Support Unit, which is part of the FBI’s National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime at Quantico, we don’t catch criminals. Let me repeat that: we do not catch criminals. Local police catch criminals, and considering the incredible pressures they’re under, most of them do a pretty damn good job of it. What we try to do is assist local police in focusing their investigations, then suggest some proactive techniques that might help draw a criminal out. Once they catch him—and again, I emphasize they, not we—we will try to formulate a strategy to help the prosecutor bring out the defendant’s true personality during the trial.

We’re able to do this because of our research and our specialized experience. While a local midwestern police department faced with a serial-murder investigation might be seeing these horrors for the first time, my unit has probably handled hundreds, if not thousands, of similar crimes. I always tell my agents, “If you want to understand the artist, you have to look at the painting.” We’ve looked at many “paintings” over the years and talked extensively to the most “accomplished” “artists.”

We began methodically developing the work of the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit, and what later came to be the Investigative Support Unit, in the late 1970s and early 1980s. And though most of the books that dramatize and glorify what we do, such as Tom Harris’s memorable The Silence of the Lambs, are somewhat fanciful and prone to dramatic license, our antecedents actually do go back to crime fiction more than crime fact. C. Auguste Dupin, the amateur detective hero of Edgar Allan Poe’s 1841 classic “The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” may have been history’s first behavioral profiler. This story may also represent the first use of a proactive technique by the profiler to flush out an unknown subject and vindicate an innocent man imprisoned for the killings.

Like the men and women in my unit a hundred and fifty years later, Poe understood the value of profiling when forensic evidence alone isn’t enough to solve a particularly brutal and seemingly motiveless crime. “Deprived of ordinary resources,” he wrote, “the analyst throws himself into the spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not infrequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods by which he may seduce into error or hurry into miscalculation.”

There’s also another small similarity worth mentioning. Monsieur Dupin preferred to work alone in his room with the windows closed and the curtains drawn tight against the sunlight and the intrusion of the outside world. My colleagues and I have had no such choice in the matter. Our offices at the FBI Academy in Quantico are several stories underground, in a windowless space originally designed to serve as the secure headquarters for federal law enforcement authorities in the event of national emergency. We sometimes call ourselves the National Cellar for the Analysis of Violent Crime. At sixty feet belowground, we say we’re ten times deeper than dead people.

The English novelist Wilkie Collins took up the profiling mantle in such pioneering works as The Woman in White (based on an actual case) and The Moonstone. But it was Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s immortal creation, Sherlock Holmes, who brought out this form of criminal investigative analysis for all the world to see in the shadowy gaslit world of Victorian London. The highest compliment any of us can be paid, it seems, is to be compared to this fictional character. I took it as a real honor some years back when, while I was working a murder case in Missouri, a headline in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat referred to me as the “FBI’s Modern Sherlock Holmes.”

It’s interesting to note that at the same time Holmes was working his intricate and baffling cases, the real-life Jack the Ripper was killing prostitutes in London’s East End. So completely have these two men on opposite sides of the law, and opposite sides of the boundary between reality and imagination, taken hold of the public consciousness that several “modern” Sherlock Holmes stories, written by Conan Doyle admirers, have thrown the detective into the unsolved Whitechapel murders.

Back in 1988, I was asked to analyze the Ripper murders for a nationally broadcast television program. I’ll relate my conclusions about this most famous UNSUB in history later in this book.

It wasn’t until more than a century after Poe’s “Rue Morgue” and a half century after Sherlock Holmes that behavioral profiling moved off the pages of literature and into real life. By the mid-1950s, New York City was being rocked by the explosions of the “Mad Bomber,” known to be responsible for more than thirty bombings over a fifteen-year period. He hit such public landmarks as Grand Central and Pennsylvania Stations and Radio City Music Hall. As a child in Brooklyn at the time, I remember this case very well.

At wit’s end, the police in 1957 called in a Greenwich Village psychiatrist named Dr. James A. Brussel, who studied photographs of the bomb scenes and carefully analyzed the bomber’s taunting letters to newspapers. He came to a number of detailed conclusions from the overall behavioral patterns he perceived, including the facts that the perpetrator was a paranoiac who hated his father, obsessively loved his mother, and lived in a city in Connecticut. At the end of his written profile, Brussel instructed the police:


Look for a heavy man. Middle-aged. Foreign born. Roman Catholic. Single. Lives with a brother or sister. When you find him, chances are he’ll be wearing a double-breasted suit. Buttoned.



From references in some of the letters, it seemed a good bet that the bomber was a disgruntled current or former employee of Consolidated Edison, the city’s power company. Matching up the profile to this target population, police came up with the name of George Metesky, who had worked for Con Ed in the 1940s before the bombings began. When they went up to Waterbury, Connecticut, one evening to arrest the heavy, single, middle-aged, foreign-born Roman Catholic, the only variation in the profile was that he lived not with one brother or sister but with two maiden sisters. After a police officer directed him to get dressed for the trip to the station, he emerged from his bedroom several minutes later wearing a double-breasted suit—buttoned.

Illuminating how he reached his uncannily accurate conclusions, Dr. Brussel explained that a psychiatrist normally examines an individual and then tries to make some reasonable predictions about how that person might react to some specific situation. In constructing his profile, Brussel stated, he reversed the process, trying to predict an individual from the evidence of his deeds.

Looking back on the Mad Bomber case from our perspective of nearly forty years, it actually seems a rather simple one to crack. But at the time, it was a real landmark in the development of what came to be called behavioral science in criminal investigation, and Dr. Brussel, who later worked with the Boston Police Department on the Boston Strangler case, was a true trailblazer in the field.

Though it is often referred to as deduction, what the fictional Dupin and Holmes, and real-life Brussel and those of us who followed, were doing was actually more inductive—that is, observing particular elements of a crime and drawing larger conclusions from them. When I came to Quantico in 1977, instructors in the Behavioral Science Unit, such as the pioneering Howard Teten, were starting to apply Dr. Brussel’s ideas to cases brought to them in their National Academy classes by police professionals. But at the time, this was all anecdotal and had never been backed up by hard research. That was the state of things when I came into the story.

I’ve talked about how important it is for us to be able to step into the shoes and mind of the unknown killer. Through our research and experience, we’ve found it is equally important—as painful and harrowing as it might be—to be able to put ourselves in the place of the victim. Only when we have a firm idea of how the particular victim would have reacted to the horrible things that were happening to her or him can we truly understand the behavior and reactions of the perpetrator.

To know the offender, you have to look at the crime.

In the early 1980s, a disturbing case came to me from the police department of a small town in rural Georgia. A pretty fourteen-year-old girl, a majorette at the local junior high school, had been abducted from the school bus stop about a hundred yards from her house. Her partially clothed body was discovered some days later in a wooded lovers’-lane area about ten miles away. She had been sexually molested, and the cause of death was blunt-force trauma to the head. A large, blood-encrusted rock was lying nearby.

Before I could deliver my analysis, I had to know as much about this young girl as I could. I found out that though very cute and pretty, she was a fourteen-year-old who looked fourteen, not twenty-one as some teens do. Everyone who knew her assured me she was not promiscuous or a flirt, was not in any way involved with drugs or alcohol, and that she was warm and friendly to anyone who approached her. Autopsy analysis indicated she had been a virgin when raped.

This was all vital information to me, because it led me to understand how she would have reacted during and after the abduction and, therefore, how the offender would have reacted to her in the particular situation in which they found themselves. From this, I concluded that the murder had not been a planned outcome, but was a panicked reaction due to the surprise (based on the attacker’s warped and delusional fantasy system) that the young girl did not welcome him with open arms. This, in turn, led me closer to the personality of the killer, and my profile led the police to focus on a suspect in a rape case from the year before in a nearby larger town. Understanding the victim also helped me construct a strategy for the police to use in interrogating this challenging suspect, who, as I predicted he would, had already passed a lie-detector test. I will discuss this fascinating and heartbreaking case in detail later on. But for now, suffice it to say that the individual ended up confessing both to the murder and the earlier rape. He was convicted and sentenced and, as of this writing, is on Georgia’s death row.

When we teach the elements of criminal-personality profiling and crime-scene analysis to FBI agents or law enforcement professionals attending the National Academy, we try to get them to think of the entire story of the crime. My colleague Roy Hazelwood, who taught the basic profiling course for several years before retiring from the Bureau in 1993, used to divide the analysis into three distinct questions and phases—what, why, and who:

What took place? This includes everything that might be behaviorally significant about the crime.

Why did it happen the way it did? Why, for example, was there mutilation after death? Why was nothing of value taken? Why was there no forced entry? What are the reasons for every behaviorally significant factor in the crime?

And this, then, leads to:

Who would have committed this crime for these reasons?

That is the task we set for ourselves.






2 My Mother’s Name Was Holmes


My mother’s maiden name was Holmes, and my parents almost chose that as my middle name instead of the more prosaic Edward.

Other than that, as I look back, not much about my early years indicated any particular future as a mindhunter or criminal profiler.

I was born in Brooklyn, New York, near the border with Queens. My father, Jack, was a printer with the Brooklyn Eagle. When I was eight, concerned about the rising crime rate, he moved us to Hempstead, Long Island, where he became president of the Long Island Typographical Union. I have one sister, Arlene, four years older, and from early on she was the star of the family, both academically and athletically.

I was no academic standout—generally a B-/C+ student—but I was polite and easygoing and always popular with the teachers at Ludlum Elementary despite my mediocre performance. I was mostly interested in animals and at various times kept dogs, cats, rabbits, hamsters, and snakes—all of which my mother tolerated because I said I wanted to be a veterinarian. Since this endeavor showed promise of a legitimate career, she encouraged me down this path.

The one pursuit in school for which I did show a flair was telling stories, and this might, in some way, have contributed to my becoming a crime investigator. Detectives and crime-scene analysts have to take a bunch of disparate and seemingly unrelated clues and make them into a coherent narrative, so storytelling ability is an important talent, particularly in homicide investigations, where the victim can’t relate his or her own story.

At any rate, I often used my talent to get out of doing real work. I remember once in ninth grade, I was too lazy to read a novel for an oral book report before the class. So when my turn came (I still can’t believe I had the balls to do this), I made up the title of a phony book, made up a phony author, and began telling this story about a group of campers around a campfire at night.

I’m making it up as I go along, and I’m thinking to myself, How long can I keep pulling this off? I’ve got this bear stealthily stalking up on the campers, just about to pounce, and at that point I lose it. I start cracking up and have no choice but to confess to the teacher that I’d made up the whole thing. It must have been the guilty conscience, proving I wasn’t a complete criminal personality. I’m up there, exposed as a fake, knowing I’m going to flunk, about to be embarrassed in front of all my peers, and I can already anticipate what my mother’s going to say when she finds out.

But to my surprise and amazement, the teacher and the other kids are totally into the story! And when I tell them I’ve been making it up, they all say, “Finish it. Tell us what happens next.” So I did, and walked away with an A. I didn’t tell this to my own children for a long time because I didn’t want them to think that crime does pay, but I learned from it that if you can sell people your ideas and keep them interested, you can often get them to go along with you. This has helped me innumerable times as a law officer when I had to sell my own superiors or a local police department on the value of our services. But I have to admit that to a certain extent, it’s the same talent that con men and criminal predators use to get by.

By the way, my fictitious campers did end up escaping with their lives, which was far from a foregone conclusion since my real love was animals. So, in preparation for becoming a vet, I spent three summers on dairy farms in upstate New York in the Cornell Farm Cadet Program sponsored by the university’s veterinary school. This was a great opportunity for city kids to get out and live with nature, and in exchange for this privilege, I worked seventy to eighty hours a week at $15 per, while my school friends back home were sunning themselves at Jones Beach. If I never milk another cow, I won’t feel a huge void in my life.

All of this physical labor did get me in good shape for sports, which was the other consuming passion of my life. At Hempstead High School, I pitched for the baseball team and played defensive tackle in football. And as I look back on it, this was probably the first real surfacing of my interest in personality profiling.

On the mound, it rather quickly dawned on me that throwing hard and accurate pitches was only half the battle. I had a solid fastball and a pretty decent slider, but a lot of high school pitchers had that, or equivalent stuff. The key was to be able to psych out the batter, and I realized that that had mainly to do with establishing an air of confidence for yourself and making the guy standing at the plate as insecure as possible. This came into play in a remarkably analogous way years later when I began developing my interrogation techniques.

In high school, I was already six foot two, which I used to my advantage. Talent-wise, we were a so-so team in a good league, and I knew it was up to the pitcher to try to be a field leader and set a winning tone. I had pretty good control for a high schooler, but I decided not to let the opposing batters know this. I wanted to appear reckless, not quite predictable, so the batters wouldn’t dig in at the plate. I wanted them to think that if they did, they risked being brushed back or even worse by this wild man sixty feet away.

Hempstead did have a good football team, for which I was a 188-pound defensive lineman. Again, I realized the psychological aspect of the game was what could give us an edge. I figured I could take on the bigger guys if I grunted and groaned and generally acted like a nut. It didn’t take long before I got the rest of the linemen to behave the same way. Later, when I regularly worked on murder trials in which insanity was used as a defense, I already knew from my own experience that the mere fact that someone acts like a maniac does not necessarily mean he doesn’t know exactly what he’s doing.

In 1962, we were playing Wantagh High for the Thorpe Award, the trophy for the best high school football team on Long Island. They outweighed us by about forty pounds a man, and we knew chances were good we were going to get the crap knocked out of us before a full house. So before the game, we worked out a set of warm-up drills whose sole objective was to psych out and intimidate our opponents. We formed up in two lines with the first man in one line tackling—practically decking—the first man in the other line. This was accompanied by all the appropriate grunts and groans and shrieks of pain. We could see from the faces of the Wantagh players that we were having the intended effect. They must have been figuring, “If these jokers are stupid enough to do that to each other, God knows what they’ll do to us.”

In fact, the entire episode was carefully choreographed. We practiced wrestling throws so we could appear to hit the ground hard, but without getting hurt. And when we got into the actual game, we kept up the general level of craziness to make it appear we’d only been let out of the asylum for this one afternoon and were going straight back as soon as the game was over. The contest was close all the way, but when the dust finally settled, we had won, 14–13, and captured the Thorpe Award for 1962.

My first brush with “law enforcement,” in fact, my first “real” experience with profiling, came at age eighteen, when I got a job as a bouncer in a bar and club in Hempstead called the Gaslight East. I was so good at it that later I was given the same position at the Surf Club in Long Beach. At both places, my two main responsibilities were to keep out those below legal drinking age—in other words, anyone younger than me—and to short-circuit or break up the inevitable fights that crop up in places where alcohol is consumed.

Standing at the door, I would request an ID from anyone whose age was questionable, then ask the person for his or her date of birth to see if it matched up. This is pretty standard procedure and it’s what everyone expects, so they’re all prepared for it. Seldom will a kid who’s gone to the trouble of coming up with a fake ID be so careless as to fail to memorize the birth date on it. Looking straight into their eyes as I questioned them was an effective technique with some people, particularly girls, who generally have a more developed social conscience at that age. But those who want to get in can still get past most scrutiny if they just concentrate on their acting for a few moments.

What I was actually doing while I quizzed each group of kids as they got to the front of the line was discreetly scrutinizing the people about three or four rows back—watching them as they prepared to be questioned, observing their body language, noticing if they looked at all nervous or tentative.

Breaking up fights was more of a challenge, and for that I fell back on my athletic experience. If they see a look in your eyes that tells them you’re not quite predictable and you act just a little overtly screwy, then sometimes even the big guys will think twice about tangling with you. If they think you’re just off enough not to be worried about your own safety, then you become a far more dangerous opponent. Almost twenty years later, for example, when we were conducting the prison interviews for the major serial-killer study, we learned that the typical assassin personality is far more dangerous in certain crucial ways than the typical serial-killer personality. Because unlike the serial killer, who will only choose a victim he thinks he can handle and then will go to elaborate lengths to avoid capture, the assassin is obsessively concerned with his “mission” and is generally willing to die to achieve it.

The other consideration in making people have a particular opinion of you—such as that you’re irrational and crazy enough to do something unpredictable—is that you have to maintain that persona all the time on the job, not just when you think people are looking at you. When I interviewed Gary Trapnell, a notorious armed robber and airplane hijacker, at the federal prison in Marion, Illinois, he claimed that he could fool any prison psychiatrist into believing he had any mental illness I cared to specify. The key to pulling it off, he informed me, was to behave that way all the time, even alone in your cell, so that when they interviewed you, you wouldn’t have to “think” your way through it, which was what gave you away. So, long before I had the benefit of this type of “expert” advice, I seemed to have some instinct for thinking like a criminal.

When I couldn’t manage to scare people out of a fight at the bar, I tried to use my amateur profiling techniques to do the next best thing and head it off before it got serious. I found that with a little experience, by closely observing behavior and body language, I was able to correlate this with the sort of action that ended up breaking out into fights so I could anticipate if an individual was about to start something. In that case, or when in doubt, I always pounced first, using the element of surprise and attempting to get the potential offender out of the building and back out into the street before he knew exactly what was happening to him. I always say that most sexual killers and serial rapists become skilled in domination, manipulation, and control—the same skills I was trying to master in a different context. But at least I was learning.

When I graduated from high school, I still wanted to be a vet, but my grades weren’t nearly good enough for Cornell. The best I could do to get a similar type of program was Montana State. So in September of 1963, the Brooklyn and Long Island boy headed out to the heart of Big Sky country.

The culture shock upon arriving in Bozeman couldn’t have been greater.

“Greetings from Montana,” I wrote in one of my early letters home, “where men are men and sheep are nervous.” Just as Montana seemed to embody all the stereotypes and clichés of western and frontier life to me, that is how I came across to the people I met there as an easterner. I joined the local chapter of Sigma Phi Epsilon, which was composed almost exclusively of local boys, so I stood out like a sore thumb. I took to wearing a black hat, black clothing, and black boots and sported long sideburns like a character out of West Side Story, which was very much how New Yorkers like me were perceived in those days.

So I made the most of it. At all the social gatherings, the locals would be wearing western garb and dancing the two-step, while I had spent the last several years religiously watching Chubby Checker on TV and knew every conceivable variation of the twist. Because my sister, Arlene, was four years older than I was, she’d long before enlisted me as her practice dance partner, so I quickly became the dance instructor for the entire college community. I felt like a missionary going into some remote area that had never before heard English spoken.

I had never had much of a reputation as a scholar, but now my grades hit an all-time low as I concentrated on everything but. I’d already worked as a bouncer in a bar in New York, but here in Montana, the drinking age was twenty-one, which was a real comedown to me. Unfortunately, I didn’t let that stop me.

My first run-in with the law happened when one of my fraternity brothers and I had taken out these two swell girls who had met in a home for unwed mothers. They were mature for their age. We stopped at a bar and I went in to buy a six-pack.

The bartender says, “Show me your ID.” So I show him this phony Selective Service card, carefully done. From my bouncer experience, I’d learned some of the pitfalls and mistakes of false identification.

The guy looks at the card and says, “Brooklyn, huh? You guys back East are big bastards, aren’t you?” I kind of laugh self-consciously, but everyone in the bar has turned around, so I know there are witnesses now. I get back out to the parking lot and we drive away drinking this beer, and unbeknownst to me, one of the girls put the beer cans on the trunk of the car.

All of a sudden, I hear a police siren. A cop stops us. “Get out of the car.”

So we get out of the car. He starts searching us, and even at the time I know this is an illegal search, but I’m certainly not going to mouth off to him. As he gets down, he’s exposing his gun and billy club to me, and I get this crazy flash that in a split second, I could take the club, crunch him on the head, grab the gun, and take off. Fortunately for my future, I didn’t. But knowing he’s getting to me, I take my ID out of my wallet and stuff it down into my undershorts.

He takes all four of us back to the station, separates us, and I’m really sweating because I know what they’re doing and I’m afraid the other guy is going to cop out on me.

One of the officers says to me, “Now, son, you tell us. If that guy back at the bar didn’t ask for your ID, we’ll go back there. We’ve had trouble with him before.”

I respond, “Back where I come from, we don’t rat on people. We don’t do that kind of stuff.” I’m playing George Raft, but I’m really thinking to myself, Of course he asked for my ID, and I gave him a phony one! All the while, it’s slipped so low in my shorts, it’s pinching my vitals. I don’t know if they’re going to strip-search us or what. I mean, this is the frontier out here as far as I’m concerned, and God knows what they do. So I quickly size up the situation and feign illness. I tell them I’m sick and have to use the rest room.

They let me go in unaccompanied, but I’ve seen too many movies, so when I get in there and look in the mirror, I’m afraid they’re looking at me from the other side. I go way to the side of the room, stick my hands down my pants, and pull out the ID, then I go over to the sink and make out as if I’m throwing up in case they’re watching. I go over to the stalls and flush the Selective Service card down the john, then come back with a lot more confidence. I ended up with a $40 fine and probation.

My second encounter with the Bozeman police came my sophomore year, and it was worse.

I go to a rodeo along with two other guys from back East and one guy from Montana. We’re leaving at the end, driving a ’62 Studebaker, and we have beer in the car, so here we go again. It’s snowing like crazy. The kid at the wheel is from Boston, I’m in the front passenger seat, and the local is between us. Anyway, the guy driving goes through a stop sign, and—wouldn’t you know it?—there’s a cop right there. That seems to be the hallmark of my Montana life. Whatever they say about cops not being around when you need them—not true in Bozeman in 1965.

So this idiot fraternity brother of mine—I can’t believe it—he doesn’t stop! He takes off with this cop in the back in hot pursuit.

Every time we make a turn and get out of the cop’s view for a second, I’m throwing beer cans out of the car. We keep driving and reach this residential neighborhood, hitting speed bumps: boom, boom, boom. We come to a roadblock; the cop must have radioed ahead. We drive right around the roadblock, up across someone’s lawn. All the time, I’m yelling, “Stop the goddamned car! Get me out of here!” But this idiot keeps going. The car’s spinning, it’s still snowing like crazy, then right behind us we hear the sirens.

We reach an intersection. He slams on the brakes, the car goes into a 360-spin, the door flies open, and I’m thrown out of the car. I’m hanging by the door and my ass is dragging in the snow on the ground, and all of a sudden someone yells, “Run!”

So we run. All in different directions. I end up in an alley, where I find an empty pickup truck and get in. I’d ditched my black hat while I was running, and I’m wearing a reversible black and gold jacket, so I take it off and turn the gold side outward for some disguise. But I’m sweating and fogging up the windows. I’m thinking, Oh, shit, they’re going to be able to see me. And I’m afraid the owners are going to come back any minute, and out here, they probably have guns. So I wipe off a small area on the glass so I can see out, and there’s all kinds of activity around the car we’ve abandoned: cop cars, tracking dogs, you name it. And now they’re coming up the alley, their flashlights are shining on the pickup, and I’m about ready to shit my pants. But I can’t believe that they drive right by and leave me there!

I steal back to school and everyone’s already heard about this thing, and I find out that the other two eastern guys and I got away, but they caught the one from Montana and he spilled his guts. He names names and they come after each of us. When they get to me, I cop a plea that I wasn’t in control of the car, that I was scared and pleading with the guy to stop. Meanwhile, the driver from Boston gets thrown in a jail cell with springs and no mattress, bread and water and the whole bit, while my incredible luck holds out and I just get slapped with another $40 fine for possession of alcohol, and probation.

But they notify the school, they notify our parents, who are all royally pissed off, and things aren’t going any better academically. I have a straight-D average, I’ve failed a speech class because I never went to class—which is my all-time low since I’d always felt that being able to talk was about my best asset—and I’m not figuring out any way to pull myself out of this morass. By the end of the second year, it’s clear that my adventure in the western wilderness is at an end.

If it appears that all of my memories from this period are of mishaps and personal screwups, that’s the way it seemed to me at the time. I came home from college, living under the eyes of my disappointed parents. My mother was especially upset, knowing now I’d never become a veterinarian. As usual when I didn’t know what to do with myself, I fell back on my athletics and took a job lifeguarding for the summer of 1965. When the summer ended and I wasn’t going back to school, I found a job running the health club at the Holiday Inn in Patchogue.

Not long after I started working there, I met Sandy, who worked at the hotel as a cocktail waitress. She was a beautiful young woman with a young son and I was instantly crazy about her. She looked spectacular in her little cocktail outfit. I was still in great shape physically from all of my exercise and working out, and she seemed to like me, too. I was living at home and she would call me all the time. My father would say to me, “Who the hell is calling you all hours of the day and night? There’s always this child crying and screaming in the background.”

Living at home didn’t provide the opportunity for much action, but Sandy told me that if you worked at the hotel, you could get an unbooked room really cheap. So one day we got a room together.

The next morning, early, the phone rings. She answers it and I hear, “No! No! I don’t want to talk to him!”

As I wake up, I say, “Who is that?”

She says, “The front desk. They said my husband’s here and he’s on his way up.”

Now I’m wide awake. I say, “Your husband? What do you mean, your husband! You never told me you were still married!”

She pointed out that she’d never told me she wasn’t, either, then went on to explain that they were separated.

Big deal, I’m thinking as I begin to hear this maniac running down the hall.

He starts pounding on the door. “Sandy! I know you’re in there, Sandy!”

The room had a window onto the hallway made of glass louvers, and he’s tearing at them, trying to rip them off the frame. Meanwhile, I’m looking for a place to jump from—we were on the second floor—but there’s no window for me to jump out of.

I ask, “Does this guy carry guns or anything?”

“Sometimes he carries a knife,” she says.

“Oh, shit! That’s great! I’ve got to get out of here. Open the door.”

I get into this pugilistic stance. She opens the door. The husband comes running in. He comes straight at me. But then he sees me in silhouette in the shadows, and I must look big and tough, so he changes his mind and stops.

But he’s still yelling: “You son of a bitch! You get the hell out of here!”

Figuring I’ve been macho enough for one day—and it’s still early—I say, very politely, “Yes, sir. I was just going as it was.” I’d lucked out again, getting out of another scrape with my hide intact. But I couldn’t avoid the truth that everything in my life was going to hell. Incidentally, I’d also cracked the front axle of my father’s Saab racing my friend Bill Turner’s red MGA.

It was early one Saturday morning that my mother came into my room with a letter from Selective Service saying they wanted to see me. I went down to Whitehall Place in Manhattan for a military physical with three hundred other guys. They had me do deep knee bends and you could hear the cracking as I went down. I’d had cartilage taken out of my knee from football, just like Joe Namath, but he must have had a better lawyer. They held up the decision on me for a while, but eventually I was informed that Uncle Sam did, indeed, want me. Rather than take my chances in the Army, I quickly signed up for the Air Force, even though it meant a four-year hitch, figuring there were better educational opportunities there. Maybe that was just what I needed. I sure as hell hadn’t made much of educational opportunities in New York or Montana.
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