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			Advance Praise for 
DARK TIDE

			“The first memoir penned by a Bundy blood relative, Dark Tide is powerful and thought-provoking. Once fiercely loyal to a man she believed was falsely accused, Edna Cowell Martin shares her sense of betrayal as family pride turns to shame in this skillfully crafted journey. Ted Bundy was as close as a brother, and she trusted him implicitly until she witnessed bizarre behavior that forced her to face chilling revelations. Her secrets, held tightly for decades, are finally released in this unforgettable story.”

			—Leslie Rule, author of A Tangled Web—A Cyberstalker, a Deadly Obsession, and the Twisting Path to Justice

			“This is a fascinating first-hand story from a cousin who loved the most notorious serial killer in America. It is as fascinating as a true crime book can be, and equally incomprehensible.”

			—David Crow, author of The Pale-Faced Lie

			“A bone-chilling exploration of deception, delusion, and the personal trauma inflicted by the action of others, Dark Tide is a poignant and gut-wrenching journey across the minefields of perception, manipulation, and love. Suspenseful and absorbing from the start, with the drip, drip, drip of shocking hints, to the glass eventually overflowing, Martin carries us into the cognitive dissonance of the complex emotions, perceptions, and recollections experienced as she copes with the impact of her famous cousin’s inexplicable acts on the family that thought they knew and loved him. A great, fascinating read. Highly recommended.”

			— Leslie K. Simmons, author of Red Clay, Running Waters
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			“You can accept a falling out that changes your plans, 
but it’s hard to accept a betrayal that changes your memories.”

			—Robert Breault

			“Crocodiles are easy. They try to kill and eat you. 
People are harder. Sometimes they pretend to be your friend first.”

			—Steve Irwin

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			This is a memoir, detailing events that happened half a century ago. We rely on memory as well as records, and while we’ve made accuracy a priority, any potential mistakes are unintended and our own.

			***

			Please note, this book includes many real letters which contain errors. We’ve only corrected and noted the most serious errors in effort to stay true to the choices made in the originals.

		

	
		
			Preface

			For nearly fifty years I have avoided talking about Ted Bundy or acknowledging that he is my cousin. Whenever his name comes up, whether it is in a conversation, in print, or in the media, it feels like I can’t catch my breath.

			During the countdown to his execution, the media frenzy was overwhelming. Anyone who knew Ted was sought out for an interview. Incessant news reports about him blanketed the air. I lived in fear that the media would learn about me and track me down. Somehow, I was able to remain undetected and hidden from the insatiable press. In the midst of this chaotic time, I forged a friendship with a Seattle Times reporter who went out of his way to protect my identity. We shared a common bond of having both been deceived by Ted.

			My brother and I were close to Ted. He and my brother were buddies and Ted treated me like his kid sister. Other than his mom and siblings, if anyone could “know” him, we felt for sure that we did. But, we didn’t. Not at all.

			I’ve asked myself over and over how I could have missed the signs. How could he be the cool Ted with me and my girlfriends and then turn around and abduct and violently murder girls who looked just like us with evident hatred and rage shortly afterward?

			Some of my friends are still traumatized by having been exposed to Ted through me. One of my old roommates can’t talk about him even to this day. So many people we know either directly or through friends knew one or more of the girls at the University of Washington in the early 1970s who was one of his victims. The wounds have not healed.

			Why am I writing this book about Ted now? For so many years I’ve avoided facing up to the trauma he inflicted on all of us. I’ve protected my family and hidden my connection to Ted so we could live without the stain of his atrocities being somehow linked to us. We went on with our lives and I attempted to block him from my thoughts. Life kept us busy and full of challenges and adventures. But he always was lurking in the back of my mind. Social media won’t let him fade away.

			During the pandemic, my daughter and I went on long walks together. In the summer of 2021, on one of our walks, I told her that I didn’t know why but I couldn’t get Ted out of my mind and I needed to deal with it. This is when the idea of writing a book came up. A forbidden subject for so many years has finally found an outlet. It’s a relief to tell my story.

			 

			—Edna Cowell Martin
2024

			***

			“So what’s your interest in my cousin Ted?”

			Talk about an icebreaker. We were sitting on the back deck of Edna’s daughter’s house at the time, watching ferries crawl back and forth across Puget Sound against the silver Seattle skyline. The late summer day couldn’t have been more pleasant, yet at that moment I found myself sweating.

			How could I explain to this nice woman about the countless books on Ted Bundy that have taken turns on my bedside table, or about the hours upon hours of schlocky serial killer documentaries I’ve watched as a way to relax at the end of a hard day? 

			In any other context I’d be considered a big fan.

			And I know I’m not the only one. The recent rise in popularity of true-crime has drawn hordes of us into the mainstream, giving us a community in which to air our morbid hobby.

			But what, exactly, is the interest? I’d never put a fine point on it before, certainly not while staring into the eyes of a woman who’d actually lived it. What is our fascination with these true accounts of unimaginable horror?

			As I fumbled for words and a coherent thought, maybe something about the evolutionary advantage of studying predators, Edna smiled at me. I could sense that she understood my dilemma much better than I did. After all, she’d seen others, floundering, in my shoes before. Then in an act I knew was kindness, she recast the line of inquiry—a progression in the conversation—and let me off the hook.

			With that act and so many others since, I’ve come to realize that Edna herself represents the key to understanding at least my own interest in the genre. She’s the humanity. While we can never fully understand men like Ted Bundy, Edna provides the context. Because we can’t measure darkness without relating it to light.

			But more importantly, the reverse is also true. Darkness reveals the mettle of a light. Over the course of writing this book, diving with Edna into the blackest corners of her story, I’ve come to see that any light, set amongst the deepest shadows, could so easily be swallowed up.

			Or, as in Edna’s case, it shines brighter.

			 

			—Megan Atkinson
2024
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			Postcard from Unalaska, Alaska.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			October, 1975

			I had a phone call on the bridge.

			The message was delivered by a man I didn’t know but dimly recognized as a fellow crew member at Eastpoint Seafoods, from what department I couldn’t say. He’d found me—unsurprisingly given our hours—on the production line, packaging freshly de-shelled king crab legs from the never-ending conveyor belt.

			At first, I figured I’d heard him wrong—the constant whir of machinery left a ringing in our ears—or that he’d confused me with someone else. Since arriving at Dutch Harbor, in the Aleutian Islands that stretched like a kite tail off mainland Alaska, I’d already experienced a lot: harsh weather, unforgiving hours, feet that could never get warm in their steel-toed boots. Working at the conveyor belt, we stood on benches while ice-cold water sloshed underneath, sometimes balanced at unnerving angles when a delivery of fresh crab was dumped unevenly on the deck and caused the whole ship to list. I vividly remembered one night, not long after I’d arrived, when a drunken fistfight had erupted directly outside the one-room cabin on the beach I shared with several other girls. Afraid the brawlers could get inside, we’d dragged over our bunk beds to block the door and only knew the fight was finished when the banging and shuddering of the cabin walls finally ceased. Surely by now I was immune to surprises.

			But this was unheard of.

			From the other end of the belt, my friend Pamela watched our interaction with unease. She threw me a supportive look, but I didn’t catch it.

			Stunned, I removed my gloves and apron and, for the first time in the middle of a shift, stepped off the packing line.

			***

			While escorted from the hold of the processing ship, I was told it was a “ship-to-shore” call, which felt even more ominous. I hadn’t exactly made my coming to Alaska a secret, but neither had I announced it to the world. From the main deck, I had a good view of the small harbor surrounded by snow-capped mountains, the few buildings that made up the port town of Unalaska huddled near the onion-domed church as if for warmth or protection. I wondered who had tracked me down so far away from home. So far away from anything.

			Climbing the stairs, I could see the windows of the bridge, silently presiding over its domain. I’d never been to the bridge. I didn’t know anyone who had. Even at the top, I remember feeling the vibrations and thrumming of the machinery emanating from the bowels below. When the door to the bridge shut behind me, the air was quieter, but I could still feel it.

			Inside was both more impressive and more beat-up than I’d expected. Monitors and controls lined the walls beneath the grimy windows, a backdrop for the ship’s proud but rusted wheel. The ship’s processing plant manager—a no-nonsense man with a Scandinavian accent—handed me a clunky phone and quickly demonstrated how to use it. As he stepped through a sliding door to give me privacy, I pushed a button on the receiver to answer. Curiosity battled with a heavy sense of apprehension.

			It was my brother. The line was scratchy, but I knew his voice immediately, and the familiarity in this setting only increased my feeling of disorientation.

			It took a couple tries to ask him what was going on. More radio than phone, only one person could transmit at a time, so conversation took some getting used to. Straining to listen, I understood John say he’d just received news.

			Instantly my mind began to race. My parents were still young, as healthy as ever when I’d said goodbye to them the month before in September. Even my mother had been in reasonably high spirits considering the distance that would soon be between us. Surely this couldn’t be about them. Could it?

			John continued. Almost clinically, he explained that the police had made an arrest for a kidnapping in Utah, which they suspected to be connected to the serial killings that had gripped the Seattle area over the previous year.

			I was interested, of course I was. Everyone in the city—especially we women in the U-District—had been following the reports and checking over our shoulders for so long our necks ached. But I was also confused why John was calling to pass on local news. Somewhere in my confusion, my gut quivered. From where I stood, I could see a crack in the sliding door where the plant manager had disappeared, and I began to wonder how much he could overhear.

			When the line went silent, I didn’t know if our connection was lost or if it was something else. I had never known my brother to be emotional, but a fragile tone in his voice was scaring me. Finally, the speaker crackled again.

			“It’s Ted,” he said.

		

	
		
			Letter from Ted to Edna

			Written from prison after Edna reached out to Ted to ask what he thought of Ann Rule’s recently published book about him, 
The Stranger Beside Me.

			Transcription of entire letter.

			September 9, 1980

			Dear Edna,

			What a totally unexpected present your recent letter was. I honestly cannot put into words the delight I experienced upon receiving and reading your letter. I want to return a letter to you immediately since I have found that the longer I wait to respond to a letter, the less likely I am to respond at all.

			Until recently I generally confined my correspondence to my wife. She, in turn, would relay messages as needed. I never have been very fond of letter writing anyway. However, this lazy-man’s approach did not lessen my nagging sense of discomfort that I was neglecting to keep in touch with people I care about. So I have begun a [sic] write a couple non-spousal notes each week. It’s good responsibility therapy, also.

			Yes, it has been nearly five years since we last saw each other in person. But since my sense of time has been warped, five years or five months are spans of time, the difference between which I find hard to appreciate. My life, in the idea of time, is divided into two eras. B.C. (Before court/cops) and A.D (After Damnation). One life ended and another began once I began living in prison. When I look at the part of my life which took place before 1975, I might very well be looking at an existence as one might view a prior incarnation.

			***

			Thanks for all the news about yourself and family. I was not aware of your dad’s heart attack. How distressing. Please convey to him my belated relief that his recovery has been complete.

			$435 dollars a month rent for a cottage north of Lake City Way?! You’re damn right things have changed since I was in Seattle. (So much has changed, it seems I don’t find it hard to imagine that free people live in a different world than I live in now or back when I was a free person.)

			Your rent is close to double what it would have been five years ago. I am familiar with the area across from the 7-11. Déjà vu, do you suppose?

			Your parents told me about your work when I saw them last in Tallahassee. You seem to have mixed emotions about it. I sense that you are finding some rewards. I know firsthand of the conflicts a young woman, wife and mother feels in such a position.

			***

			The man who collects the mail will be by shortly, so be prepared for an abrupt ending. I will write again soon, and attempt to answer your questions about my life here. It will take some time to put into words the way things are and the way I am.

			The long and short of it, and the irony are that I am in better shape mentally and physically than I can ever remember being in before. This may be a delusion. I have been happier. But perhaps that was a delusion. The problem is that I find it hard to make comparisons between two alien environments. More later, though.

			***

			If you have $14.95 to throw away on badly written fiction (that’s a small amount of truth mixed with a large amount of fiction), then buy Ann Rule’s book. I would not ever tell someone not to read something. In this case, I might not be the best judge. I can offer my undeniably informed opinion.

			The half-truths, misrepresentations and outright fictionalizations Rule, and the others as well, engages in puzzle me.…

			The man cometh

			Love you.

			Give my love to all.

			Thanks for the wonderful letter.

			Ted
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			Young Ted (right) with Edna’s mother and brother (left).

		

	
		
			One of the Family

			In 1950, my first cousin Louise and her four-year-old son, Ted—“Teddy” as he was known then—left Philadelphia to move to Tacoma and live with my family. By the time I was born the following year, my life would be forever intertwined with Ted Bundy’s.

			***

			It was my father—John R. Cowell—who had the idea for Louise to relocate all the way across the country. She’d given birth to Ted out of wedlock, and back in the 1940s, that had made life difficult for the young mother still residing in the community where she’d grown up. My dad felt a change of scenery could give her a fresh start, a real chance at a new life, and with my mother’s blessing he invited Louise and her baby boy into our small family home.

			Though technically his niece, Louise was only a few years younger than my dad, who, as the last of seven kids, was twenty years younger than his oldest sibling and Louise’s father, Sam Cowell. But the label of their relationship didn’t matter to my father. She was family, period. And that went for Ted as well.

			As his children, we inherited the sentiment. Though in reality, Louise was my first cousin, I always referred to her son as “my cousin Ted.” But in truth I thought of him more like another brother, or, as we grew up together, simply my friend.

			***

			It was fall when Louise packed up Ted and moved to Tacoma. In letters to our Aunt Ginny—letters that came into my possession after the passing of my parents—she expressed a desire to wait through the summer and help her dad, a landscaper in Philadelphia, during his busy season. According to Louise, she didn’t want to leave him stranded.

			Much has been made regarding Louise’s relationship with her father and if Sam could possibly be Ted’s real dad. I don’t believe this to be the case. I can say with certainty that I never saw nor heard murmur of anything untoward in that respect. I understand that my uncle Sam could be a difficult man at times, though I can’t speak about this from any personal experience as he was nothing but kind to me in all of our meetings. Louise’s letters seem to show she had real affection for him.

			Yet, I also admit that even inside a family, it’s difficult to know what goes on behind closed doors. I suppose the rest of my story proves that point.

			Louise and Ted lived with my parents and older brother for the better part of a year until Louise found a house nearby in Tacoma. Despite Ted’s young age, I believe in those months under my family’s roof, my father established himself as a significant male figure to Ted. Since Louise firmly refused to name the man who’d fathered him, Ted recognized a hole where a father figure should have been, and I know it always bothered him.

			The following year in 1951—which was also the year that I was born—Louise met and married Johnnie Bundy, a kind, hardworking cook in the kitchen at the Madigan Army Medical Center, who adopted Ted and gave him his last name. Louise and Johnnie went on to have four children of their own, and though they all shared the Bundy moniker, even to my young eyes, I could see that Ted kept himself slightly apart. He was a little older, so age likely factored in, but I believe more lay at the core.

			Ted had visions of a grand life, and he liked to elevate himself as special. He exhibited an early cleverness, and Louise’s continual remarks that he was special and full of potential only nurtured Ted’s position. It seemed important to him, even as a young boy, to pose himself as someone destined for big things.

			I wonder sometimes if my family had something to do with that.

			***

			Both college educated, my mother and father had served as officers in the military during World War II. My mother—Eleanor Gellert—was promoted to lieutenant as a communication officer in the navy, where she served in the first class of WAVES (Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency Service). There she managed a team of over a hundred people who worked to decode enemy transmissions, even uncovering a plot for a German submarine to enter Chesapeake Bay. Their efforts prevented that from happening.

			My mother complained about having to carry a gun. Hailing from Philadelphia high society, she was an elegant lady, always impeccably dressed, and she didn’t think the gun went with her uniform. “It broke up the lines,” she’d say when she told us stories of her past.

			Meanwhile, my dad served as a lieutenant in the army, where he played a portable field organ for Sunday services. Before his unit was set to be deployed, he took part in a training exercise that put him on a boat crossing the Potomac River with live artillery and mortar fire going off all around. Somehow the timing went awry, and an explosive detonated right underneath the boat with my father on board. One of his fellow soldiers was killed on the spot. My dad, though severely wounded, survived.
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			John “Jack” Cowell and Eleanor Gellert in uniform.

			He always said the training accident saved his life. Shortly after he was hospitalized, his army unit was sent to Guadalcanal to fight in Operation Watchtower, the first major land offensive by allied forces against the Empire of Japan. Many of the guys in his unit never made it home.

			My dad chose to spend his rehabilitation period at the family home of his high school sweetheart—my mother—in Meadowbrook, right outside of Philadelphia. His brushes with death had put him in mind of what he really wanted in life. At the end of the six weeks, he proposed.

			They were married in 1943, in the middle of the war. In accordance with protocol, Dad wore his dress uniform. Mom got special permission from the Navy to wear a wedding dress. No gun.

			***

			My father was a gifted musician. Even from his childhood, which he spent playing the pipe organ at church and sneaking off to Harlem to visit jazz clubs, he’d known he wanted to make music his life’s pursuit. After the war—after studying under Paul Hindemith at Yale where my brother, John Jr., was born—he and my mother packed up their Buick and moved to Tacoma where he began teaching, composing, and building his career as a concert pianist.

			They’d set their sights on the Seattle area largely because that’s where my mother’s parents had recently relocated, having uprooted from Philadelphia when her father took the post as head of Seattle Gas Company. As a new mother herself, my mom missed them terribly. Over the years, more and more of her family followed suit, migrating to the Pacific Northwest and building a strong support system of Gellerts.

			But for Louise and Ted, they’d left the rest of the Cowells behind in Philadelphia. Until Louise married, we were their only family in the west and their only link to her branches on the family tree.

			This, I believe, brought our families closer together.

			***

			Ted adored my father, maybe even idolized him. I could hardly blame him. I did, too.

			I knew that Jack Cowell wasn’t like most dads. Somehow, I think I still took it for granted, in that “aw shucks, Dad” everyday kind of way.

			He was a force of nature, my dad, living each day to the brim. With his naturally artistic temperament, he saw any challenge or fork in the road as an opportunity for fun, for play, for creation. And he was always up to something, whether composing a new ballet or learning to water ski or arranging a concert for kids. The doorbell would ring nonstop with other artist friends stopping by to visit and play music.

			Our home was filled with music.

			On the rare occasions that I found his piano unattended, I’d eagerly sit down and plunk out keys. If I hit a wrong note, I’d hear my dad’s exasperated voice yell from somewhere outside: “B flat!”

			When he prepared for a concert, he’d practice the difficult parts so many times, I’d lie awake in bed and count, once all the way to two-hundred and fifty. It wasn’t until he moved on to the next measure that I could finally fall asleep.

			On a cross-country trip back to the Northeast, I remember sitting in the audience with him as we attended a performance by the Philadelphia Symphony conducted by Eugene Ormandy, a former mentor of my father’s. As the featured piano soloist played, I saw tears streaming down Dad’s cheeks, and I grew distressed. But as the performance continued, somehow I came to understand. The tears were joy and admiration. My father was so full of life, sometimes it leaked out.

			***

			While Ted and the Bundys further settled in Tacoma, our families lived within ten minutes of each other, and our lives were frequently overlapping. Things changed, however, as my father’s career began to take off in earnest.

			Beginning when I was six years old, much of my early childhood was spent traveling the world as my father toured. We’d stay in hotels for months at a time while my dad performed his own concerts or as a soloist with grand symphonies. I remember loving the Eloise books because she lived in a hotel. I could relate.

			In 1959, we spent several months in New York while my father played at Town Hall on Forty-Third Street, one of the premier concert venues in the city. At that time, my parents were particularly excited to see the new play West Side Story, since the music had been written by my father’s good friend from his Philadelphia Conservatory and Tanglewood days, Leonard Bernstein.

			With its mechanized Times Square billboards and the Horn & Hardart automat cafeteria, I found the city to be a magical place, though one of my most vivid memories of it occurred when a man pushed aside my mother and me to poach the taxi we’d hailed. It was a cold, winter day, and I remember the man’s arm as it thrust in front of us, pushing us out of the way, so he could slide into the warm interior first.

			“Huh!” my mother said, which was about the foulest thing I ever heard her say.

			From New York, we set sail on a ship to Europe. As a child, I made this trip twice for a total of four transatlantic crossings. I can still remember the explosions of confetti as we pushed off from the pier, and we waved to my mother’s brother and his family who had come to see us off. Flutes of champagne were passed amongst the adults, and I watched my parents toast in celebration as we passed right by the Statue of Liberty and sailed out to sea.

			***

			In Europe, my father played in Paris, Lisbon, Vienna, Athens…more exotic locations than my young mind could comprehend. After every concert, a gala would be thrown in his honor. With my stylish mother at his side, dressed—as usual—in pearls and fur, they made a perfect couple, wined and dined by the affluent and elite of the music world.

			While teaching in Tacoma, my father had been on the music faculty at the College of Puget Sound and became great friends with Manuel Rosenthal, the composer in residence on sabbatical from his home of Paris. Mr. Rosenthal had been Ravel’s third and final student. During his tenure as the music director of the Seattle Symphony, Mr. Rosenthal invited my father to play as a featured piano soloist on many occasions. After he returned home, Manuel Rosenthal accepted the post of conductor for the Paris Radio Symphony, and it was on his invitation that our family spent several years, off and on, living in Paris.

			Our first visit—in 1959—lasted about six months. We rented a villa on the outskirts of the city in a little village called Wissou that came with a studio containing a grand piano for my father.

			Above the double doors to the studio hung a stuffed albatross. I remember staring up at it. To my young eyes, the bird seemed monstrously huge with its ten-foot wingspan. I’d been told that it was bad luck to kill an albatross, and standing below it, I worried it could be a bad omen.

			I learned, then, how to hold two conflicting emotions in my heart simultaneously. I felt sorry for the creature. But I was also scared of it.

			***

			Over the wall of the house next door, we’d occasionally hear the voices of British nannies, and I quickly learned the family residing there had a young daughter named Elizabet. Though I was a few years older, I loved playing with Elizabet, whom I thought very cute, and her nannies doted on me and told me how much they loved to listen over the wall when my father practiced in his studio.

			I later learned that Elizabet was a princess, part of the von Habsburg family that had escaped Austria and the Nazis during World War II. It was probably a decade later when my mother and I saw a photo of her, Princess Elizabet, in Paris Match magazine, which my mother subscribed to for years. At the time, I had no idea I was playing with royalty, and I’m not sure it would have mattered if I did.

			We returned to Paris a couple of years later, and John and I enrolled at the English School of Paris, which had many kids from prestigious families as students. One of my best friends was the son of the American Ambassador to Paris. I didn’t care in the slightest who his dad was. I just thought he was nice.

			I remember getting invited to his birthday party. My mother made sure to put me in my best dress before taking me to the apartment building where my friend lived, located in one of the toniest quarters of Paris. When I knocked on the door, a maid answered and took my coat, welcoming me inside to a vast, ornate flat. I remember being very intimidated. Aside from my friend, I didn’t know anyone else there, and I counted the minutes until I could leave.

			But this was simply the world exposed to us by my parents from a young age. My brother and I didn’t know to be impressed or reverent about our experiences, much less snobby. To us, this was ordinary life, as regular as our days catching sand crabs in Puget Sound, and we’d chatter on and on, telling the stories at home when our cousins came to visit.
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			Edna’s family in promotional photo for newspaper.

			Ted, in particular, seemed interested in our accounts of the upper crust. I don’t know how much I really understood then, but I got the impression he found something in those stories that he wanted for himself. He wouldn’t settle for a small life.

			Ted Bundy was going to be somebody.

		

	
		
			Letters from Louise to Aunt Ginny (Sister of Edna’s Father)

			Transcriptions of entire letters.

			May 3, 1950

			Dear Aunt Ginny:

			Your letter came today and mere words can’t express my feelings when I read it. I think I am certainly the most fortunate girl in this world to have such a loving and thoughtful person as you for an Aunt. In fact, all my Daddy’s family have been so wonderful to me since they learned of my troubles that I am completely overwhelmed.

			I have been considering this move ever since Jack and Eleanor first extended the invitation several years ago. I feel it will be the best thing for Teddy and also for me. I decided this some time ago, but various things have delayed my going. First of all, I’ve been reluctant to leave daddy too suddenly because he depends on me so much for helping him with the business. (Too bad he didn’t have a son. But sons don’t often follow their father’s business either, do they?) He knows now, however, that I want to get away and is trying to make plans accordingly. My Daddy’s such a darling and has worked so hard all his life, it just doesn’t seem fair to leave him in the lurch at this critical time when his business is just beginning to take hold.

			My plan, then, is to finish helping him this season and make the trip early Sept. That’s still a nice time to travel and will give me time to get things ready.

			Your offer of financial help is very gratefully accepted. I was wondering just how I would make ends meet. I did have some money of my own but have had to use it for various things. Fifty dollars of it went to the Legal Aid Society for helping me change Teddy’s last name. My own name, they told me, did not need to be changed in court. I can, legally, just assume another last name. The procedure about Teddy’s name hasn’t gone thru yet because the lawyer is trying to save me the money. He thinks there’s a possibility of doing it without costing me fifty dollars. So I’m waiting to hear from him on that. It’s too long and complicated to explain here. Next time I see you perhaps it will be straightened out and I can tell you all about it.

			Daddy would like to help me financially, and probably will a little, but all his money is tied up in the business and I’d rather accept as little from him as possible.

			I think you are wonderful to be willing to give up your trip West in order to help me. I am really humble in the face of such love and unselfishness. And, I would certainly be willing to pay it all back in time, if you wanted me to. However, if as you say in your letter, you would rather give me part and then lend me a little to get started, that would be wonderful. I am certainly not at all hesitant about accepting your offer, am I? Well frankly, I do need such help very much and don’t quite see how I’d manage without it. Your letter came at a time when my morale really needed a boost and succeeded in doing just that. A person can only do so much by herself, you know and then once in a while has to look to others for help. I’ve tried to keep as much of my burden on my own shoulders as possible, but it’s a wonderful help to have others share it with me occasionally. Otherwise, I’d get very weary.

			I’ll be tied up with work for the next 3 or 4 weeks, but perhaps after that we could get together and talk things over.

			Teddy’s getting to be quite a big boy already. He’s started investigating the neighborhood now and I spend half my time searching for him, it seems. The fact that he is old enough (and wise enough) to be doing that is all the more reason for us to be “up and away” from here.

			Thanks so very much for being so generous and thoughtful. Hope we’ll be seeing you soon.

			Love,

			Louise

			 

			Oct. 3rd

			Dear Aunt Ginny:

			It seems so hard for us to get together or even to find a good time to talk on the phone, that I thought I’d write to you. Maybe I can convey my thoughts better that way, anyhow. I just finished writing to Aunt Helen, too, and want to put the same things into this letter as I did in hers.

			Both Aunt Helen and I had a telegram from Jack this past weekend. Mine said:

			“Come as our niece, everything cleared. Can you come the 9th?”

			(That was the date I had previously said I would arrive.) The one to Aunt Helen was mainly to inform her of the one he had sent me. It gave me some encouragement. At least there was one problem that was fairly well solved. I have not received a letter from him explaining how they manage to get “everything cleared,” but don’t suppose he would have sent the telegram if it were not. They know I have changed my name to Nelson and will have to come as that and now say it’s all right to be their niece, so I’m assuming or hoping that they hadn’t told people too much and could add the “niece” part without anything seeming amiss.

			On the strength of that and coupled with a few other things I have decided to go next week on Tuesday, the 10th, arriving there on the 16th.

			The other reasons for my decision are these:

			Audy says that she and Shorty will not be in Seattle after the 25th of Oct. They are being transferred to another base about a hundred miles distant. If I don’t go quickly, then, I won’t even get to see her, not to mention her helping me with finding a place to live or taking care of Teddy.

			Then, too, the cold weather will be setting in soon in those states through which I must travel. I’d rather not travel in cold weather, nor do I want to wait until next Spring.

			So, this is what I would like to do:

			Go to Jack & Eleanor’s when I first arrive there, but with no more intention of staying longer than I would if I got temporary lodging at the Y.W.

			As I said to Aunt Helen there are several reasons why I would like to go there first. One concerns Teddy. I have told him where we are going, all about John, etc. He’s looking forward to it. If, instead we went to the “Y” where he would of necessity be more confined, have no children to play with; in short not do what I said we were going to do, I don’t think the effect would be good on him. As for myself, I would feel much better and enjoy the trip more if I know exactly where I am going to live for the first few weeks. It’s hard enough to be making this break without having the added burden of arriving in a strange city with no place to go except a hotel or the like with no one around I know or can talk to. I do want to be on my own, but not quite so abruptly as that.

			I expect to stay at Jack’s only the shortest possible time and to immediately start looking for a Day Nursery, job, and apartment. Meanwhile I want to pay my way while living at Jack’s, of course.

			It will be so much nicer after a day’s searching to come back to a home where there’s someone I know and can talk to. It will be an incentive to me, really. It will be understood from the first that we won’t stay long so neither of us will become dependent on the other for anything. So far as I’m concerned, it seems the best thing to do, and I hope you understand how I feel. I can assure you it will only be very temporary and I’ll be off on my own before you know it.

			Since I am going, the matter of finances needs to be settled. I figure that the trip will cost between $125 and $130. That’s carfare, hotel rooms, and food. I have about $75 of that, Daddy having given me most of it. As I told you I had to spend almost all I had saved on various other things. Daddy would like to give me more, but is hard pressed at the time. He doesn’t like me to have to borrow, but if I’ll be sure to pay it back when I’m able, it will be all right. In other words, before I can buy my ticket, I’ll have to borrow some from you. I’d like to get my ticket by Saturday, at least. As to what else you can lend me, I’ll leave that up to you. Or, putting it very bluntly, I need about $50 towards the trip out there and whatever you can spare me to live on for from 2 to 4 weeks.

			I hope you don’t mind my writing this way, but to me it seemed the quickest and best way to tell you what I want to do.

			Perhaps you could give me a call when you receive this and let me know what you think and how the finances can be arranged.

			I deeply appreciate your concern and thoughtfulness in all this trouble of mine, believe me: I’ll never be able to thank you enough.

			Love,

			Louise
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			Transcription of Louise’s note on back: “P.S. He did get his second class award. We had a very nice Parent’s Night last week with a Pot-Luck [sic] supper followed by a Court of Honor when the awards were presented. Please forgive Ted for not writing more. He has so much to do and letter writing is rather a chore for him.

			The Scout troop is going on our overnight camping trip this weekend—the 21st and 22nd. Hope the weather dries off. It has been very wet and chilly this week.”

			[image: ]

			Ted stands with Edna’s family for a photo. Left to right: Edna (on horse), John, Ted, Jack, Edna’s friend, Margie (on horse), Eleanor. Louise and Johnnie Bundy pose on the right with their children.

		

	
		
			Longbranch

			When we weren’t traveling, home still meant Washington, which also meant the Bundys.

			Though my parents had sold our home in Tacoma when we began spending extended periods away, they retained a small beach cabin on the Key Peninsula in a remote town called Longbranch. This became our homebase. It was here where we’d return from our travels, and here where the Bundys would come to visit.

			When my parents first bought it in the mid-fifties, the cabin was nothing but a rundown shack, inhabitable only to the legions of spiders living inside. But with three acres of land and four-hundred feet of waterfront, they saw the diamond in the rough and quickly set out to bring it back to life.

			To all of us, the cabin represented paradise. Even our cat, Fluff, would meow excitedly whenever we’d turn down the familiar road leading to the property. Considering that the Bundys bought a lake cabin of their own years later, I believe they loved these escapes from the city as much as we did.

			***

			One summer when I was about twelve or thirteen, the Bundys came to visit. I remember I wore my striped T-shirt for the occasion, which I’d begged my mom to purchase because it reminded me of those worn by the Beach Boys in recent promotional photos I’d seen.

			I remember the Bundys pulling up in their Nash Rambler station wagon. No sooner had it parked than the four younger kids tumbled out, bouncing with excitement for a day of play.

			Ted was the last of the kids to get out. By then he must have been seventeen or eighteen, and the age difference to his siblings appeared more pronounced. Whereas the kids squirmed and wiggled, he stood up straight and carried himself with an air of budding maturity.

			As I ran up from the beach, Ted graciously greeted me. When he asked me how I was doing, Ted always looked me in the eye, and I felt he was truly paying attention. It didn’t matter what he asked—“What are you up to?” “How do you like school?”—the way he asked was most important.

			Kids get a lot of questions about themselves, but they’re smart enough to know when someone’s actually interested. Ted always gave his full attention and interest. He knew how to make a person feel special. I loved him for that.

			Later on, he learned he could use this skill to his terrible advantage.

			***

			That day, we did a little bit of everything.

			With the beach, the forest, and the water at our disposal, we never ran out of things to do when the Bundys came to visit. We’d explore the shore and play badminton. I’d take turns shuttling the kids out on boats or around on horses borrowed from neighbors for the day. We’d find old apple trees still producing fruit and eat them straight off the branches. Sometimes we’d go up to the attic to scare ourselves with made-up tales about the ghost of Whiskey Pete Olsen, our nickname for a previous owner of the property.

			On those beach days with the Bundys, Ted had as much fun as any of us, though I don’t remember him being particularly adventurous. While I looked for any excuse to water ski—a passion I shared with my dad—and John loved climbing trees, Ted generally preferred to stay earthbound. I got the sense that he didn’t like relinquishing his sense of control.

			Everyone’s favorite event was low tide, when we could run far out onto the sand and find tidepools full of weird, delightful creatures. John and I would show the others how to catch sand crabs, and Ted would make me laugh as he let them crawl over his palm before letting them go.

			Louise would usually bring dishes of food for a picnic, and my mom would often make chowders or stews from clams or oysters we harvested from our beach. We’d all gather outside to eat while the adults talked. Ted had begun participating in the discussion more, and he sought out my father, asking him questions on topics that seemed boring to me at the time. But even still, there was something distinctly comforting in their grown-up din, and I’d lean my head on my father’s shoulder, feeling the vibrations of his voice as I watched the boats come in and out of the bay.

			These were idyllic days, golden-hued and carefree, and Ted was a big part of them. I really got the sense that he loved my family, and we loved him.

			That is, looking back, what makes it all so difficult.

			***

			At some point that day, we gathered for a family picture, wrangling a neighbor kid to take it so we could get everyone in frame.

			As we all faced the camera and waited for the click, from the corner of my eye I saw Ted dislodge himself from his position amongst the Bundys and slide over to stand with my family on the opposite side of the group.

			When the camera snapped, Ted stood with John and me by my parents.

			Even at the time, I thought that was strange.

			***

			Because Ted and John were the same age, they spent a lot of time together and became very close friends. All growing up, when our families got together, the two older boys would often go to John’s room to listen to music, or take a boat into the bay, or find new trails to hike through the forest—usually with Fluff stalking behind.

			Though they were teenage boys, John says he and Ted never got up to anything abnormal or unseemly when they were together, and I believe him. They never looked at pornography, violent or otherwise, though John does remember seeing Ted reading pulpy detective novels, the kind with vaguely smutty art on the covers, usually featuring a provocatively-dressed woman in a vulnerable position with a man looming above, holding a gun. At the time, John recalls feeling they were probably too young for such reading material though he didn’t say anything about it.
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