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  Advance praise O.J. is Innocent and Bill Dear

  “Bill has turned up some new, very interesting and troubling information about this case. I haven’t gone and don’t go as far as he does in concluding that this information proves that a certain someone else did the murders, but it is information that deserves to be put before the public; it deserves careful consideration.”

  —Dan Rather, retired, CBS News

  “Bill came to speak at my 2005 Markle Symposium on homicide and blew away over 500 people involved in law enforcement. It was overwhelming to see how many guilty verdicts went to not guilty verdicts at the end of his lecture. I continue to use his investigation into the murders of Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman in my lectures all over the world.”

  —Dr. Henry Lee, Founder and Professor of the Forensic

  Science Program at the University of New Haven, Chief

  Emeritus of the Connecticut State Police

  “I studied the Overlooked Suspect’s diaries, writings, medications, hospital confinement, and arrests. In short, I can say that the LAPD overlooked a major suspect who could kill again.”

  —Dr. William Flynn,

  Criminal Forensic Psychiatrist, Texas

  “Tenacious and tireless—that’s investigator Bill Dear. When he’s convinced he’s right about a case, step out of the way because he’s unstoppable. When we worked together on homicides, he was always persistent and dedicated, devising ways—sometimes flamboyantly—to find answers.”

  —Capt. Larry Momchilov, retired, Akron, Ohio

  “I am convinced beyond a doubt, based on Mr. Dear’s investigation that I have been privileged to follow, that the Los Angeles police department had overlooked a major suspect, one that should have been considered a suspect from the very beginning.”

  —Dr. Harvey Davisson, Psychologist, Texas

  “Unlike preceding books on this subject by others, Mr. Dear’s new book, to me, offers a ‘strong suspect.’”

  —Hugh Aynesworth, The Washington Times

  “An outstanding piece of investigative work that should shock everyone once they read Mr. Dear’s book.”

  —J. F., retired, FBI

  “I was fascinated with what your investigation came up with. I am in complete agreement. I always had the opinion that the LAPD did not have enough evidence in the Simpson case and they fixated on one suspect and one suspect only. This book will be like an H-Bomb!”

  —Alan Blozis, retired Police

  Lieutenant Commander, NYPD

  “As an investigator in the state of Texas, Mr. Dear’s book into the murders of Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman can be described as an outstanding investigative piece of work, I’m convinced.”

  —B. Madding, Chief Deputy, Fairfield, Texas

  “Mr. Dear’s investigation and former theories and new facts in this book make it extremely plausible and believable.”

  —James Cron, former Commander,

  Dallas County Sheriff’s Crime Scene Unit

  “I couldn’t put it down; I told members of my staff, ‘Oh my God, it all makes sense now.’”

  —Sheriff Dick Wagman, retired, Texas

  “While these alleged crimes are not within the apparent jurisdiction of a Texas state court, were these events to have taken place here, with Bill’s investigation which I have read in detail, the matters would seem to perhaps warrant, at minimum, a grand jury investigation, or even the convening of a rarely used Court of Inquiry procedure, under our law.”

  —Judge R. M., Texas
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  To my parents, James and Lucille Dear, who are with me in spirit.

  Mom . . . Dad, I never gave up.

  To my sons,

  Michael and Adam Dear,

  daughter-in-law Missy, and my two gifts from God,

  Macy and M. J.

  To a very special person in my life, Marty Koch.

  Special thanks to John McCready, Phil Thompson, and Courtney

  Foley.

  Without them, this book would never have come to fruition.

  A very special thanks to all the men and women in law enforcement

  who take their job so seriously.

  To Justice, which sometimes works so slowly.

  To Nicole’s children, who are now grown, her parents, and to the

  Goldmans.


  
    DISCLAIMER

    The factual information presented herein was obtained from court proceedings and other documents of public record associated with the criminal case: State of California vs. O.J. Simpson, except for new information recently discovered by the author.

    All the people and events depicted are real. Only a few names have been changed for the protection of the individual.

    However, the conversations reported within the text are written from memory. They represent the author’s best recollection. The author makes no claim that the words spoken during those conversations are accurately recorded herein. He apologizes in advance for any omissions or errors in content or meaning. In essence, these recollections are not intended to be statements of material facts, but rather his opinions of what was said and his interpretation of what those words meant.

  


  Like most Americans, I believe O.J. probably was involved in the slayings, but I don’t think he did it alone. He must have had help. And it could be that Simpson was not the person wielding the knife. The physical evidence—the multiple footprints at the crime scene, the lack of blood at the crime scene, the forcefulness with which the crimes were committed, the time restraints during which the crimes were committed—strongly supports the theory that there was a second attacker involved.

  —Cyril H. Wecht, Greg Saitz, and Mark Curriden, Mortal

  Evidence: The Forensics Behind Nine Shocking Cases


  

  Introduction

  ALMOST EIGHTEEN YEARS AGO, I began assembling a team consisting of my own agency and its resources, along with an international group of distinguished experts in the investigative fields of forensics, pathology, and crime scene to look into the brutal murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman on the night of June 12, 1994.

  The legal process of this case had left me with more questions than answers and a feeling, shared by many, that justice had not been served and the truth had not been uncovered, in spite of two “trials of the century” that consumed endless man-hours, millions of taxpayer dollars, and the riveted attention of most of the nation.

  My purpose in what became a long journey was not just to write another O.J. book but to seek the truth, just as I have done in every other murder case I have investigated, even though I was aware I would be fighting odds stacked heavily against me. My experience over the past forty-five years has been that when facts in a case are uncovered which could disprove the original theory, no one wants to admit they could have been wrong. Too many interests are vested in preserving the original conclusions. So I knew I would face many challenges.

  I am a private investigator who had to take the road back into the murders the hard way. I am neither a police officer nor a member of the district attorney’s office. I do not have the power of subpoena, the right to take depositions, or the right to arrest. That’s why my methods sometimes have to be unorthodox. I have had to follow twisted paths and employ some of the same clandestine and controversial evidence-gathering tactics as those used by investigative journalists.

  Beyond the wide-ranging expertise and experience of my team and my own determination, the crucial equipment I possess—more gift than tool—is my ability to enter, intuitively, into the mind of a killer. I had successfully solved other “unsolvable” murder cases in this way and I felt certain it could be helpful in this case. This ability to intimately understand—to experience the killer and his acts—is a double-edged sword, because as the investigator moves deeper into the killer’s mind, a pit can open into the darkness, alienation, and pain. This kind of journey is a high-risk endeavor, precisely because of the need for that intuitive leap, and because the intricate maneuverings and elusiveness of the target can draw the investigator toward preoccupation. More than once on the journey, I had to resist that pull.

  It also requires a laser insight into the complexity of human relationships . . . into the intricate ties of friends and lovers, of marriage and parenthood that bind people in mysterious, profound ways. To begin my investigation I made a list of all the suspects whom I felt could possibly be involved. From this, I narrowed, gradually and painstakingly, my investigation down to a single major suspect. If I am wrong, it is not out of any intent or malice. The road to truth was a hard one, and many times I wanted to quit, especially as I drew closer to the end. You see, it was not, nor has it ever been, my intention to hurt anyone. However, sometimes the search for truth leaves no alternative.

  I have been asked why I did not turn over my investigative report to the proper authorities once it was completed. I tried many times to pursue justice through full disclosure to the appropriate officials, as you will read. But due to the sensitivity of the information uncovered, along with the potential embarrassment it might bring to those involved in the O.J. Simpson murder trial, I felt my findings might well wind up buried in the political labyrinth of the legal system.

  

  My years of experience as a private investigator taught me, in this particular case, it would now be prudent to release this new information to the general public, allowing you to decide the merits of the investigation without bias. I hope that your support of my investigative report, along with a completely new approach to the tragic events of June 12, 1994, offered by evidence our team has uncovered, can serve as a catalyst to the reopening of the investigation into the murders of two vital young people.

  It is my personal goal that the information I have brought to light will lead to the convening of a special grand jury, an arrest, and a conviction for these senseless murders.

  At the original trial, you had no way to voice your opinions. If you are convinced, as I am, that this new information supports a reopening of the case, I urge you to rally behind me. Go to our website, www.ojisinnocentandicanproveit.com, and cast your ballot. Do not take this lightly. With your help, justice could prevail and finally bring the truth to the families and friends of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman, thanks to you.

  Remember this, in my seventeen-year investigation into the murders I do not hesitate in making this statement:

  “O.J. is innocent—I can prove it!”

  I leave it up to you, as a reader and now a juror, to make a decision.

  How do you find O.J. Simpson?

  Guilty or not guilty?

  William C. Dear

  Mount Calm, Texas

  2012


  

  Foreword

  A TALL, TAN, VERY DISTINGUISHED gentleman in cowboy boots and Stetson hat called out, “Dr. Harper?” I knew immediately that this was Bill Dear, a fellow Texan and a world-renowned private investigator. I had invited him to be a keynote speaker at my conference on Lessons Learned from Famous Cases. Dr. Henry Lee, who was thoroughly familiar with Bill’s hypothesis that an “overlooked suspect,” and not O.J. Simpson, was responsible for the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman, had strongly recommended him as a speaker. I had read his book and knew that an audience of 600 police officers, investigators, forensic scientists, and criminal justice students were in for a real surprise when they heard his conclusion that O.J. was innocent! Everyone believed that O.J. got away with murder, but here was Bill Dear, one of the most famous and seasoned private investigators in the world, proclaiming his innocence. This was going to get real interesting, I thought, especially with police officers who, once they are convinced they’ve got their man, are very difficult to persuade otherwise. Everyone, especially the police, knew O.J. did it.

  As the lights in the auditorium dimmed, I walked to the podium to introduce Bill. It was a real pleasure to talk about his many fascinating cases, his great accomplishments, his several books, and his extensive media history. Bill began his career as a police officer in Miami but soon transplanted himself to the Lone Star State where he began his own investigation agency, William C. Dear & Associates, in 1961. When he began to speak, he mesmerized the entire audience, including me. He told the story of his investigation into the deaths of Nicole and Ron and then how he began to suspect that O.J. was not the killer. He turned to the “overlooked suspect” as a potential suspect and then laid the foundation of an overwhelmingly convincing case that this suspect could be the killer! When he reached into his briefcase and pulled out the large hunting knife he obtained from the suspect’s possessions, the audience gasped! Wow! How did he get this knife? Was it really the knife that slit Nicole’s throat? Is Ron Goldman’s blood on the blade? My head was spinning with a thousand questions about the significance of what Bill was holding in his hand. When he finished, he asked the audience a second time for a show of hands by those who believed that O.J. committed the murders. The first vote, before Bill laid out the case that someone else killed Nicole, was almost unanimous that O.J. was guilty. Having heard and seen Bill’s evidence, the audience, including the seasoned police officers, had almost unanimously agreed that O.J. was not guilty! It was an incredible demonstration of the power of marshaled evidence, systematically and objectively presented, to prove the truth: O.J. is innocent!

  Since that day more than five years ago, I have visited Bill on his ranch outside of Waco, Texas, where he raises Texas Longhorns and other exotic cattle and maintains his training academy for law enforcement officers and private investigators. This is also where Bill writes and where he securely curates and preserves evidence he has collected from seventeen years of investigating Nicole Simpson’s and Ron Goldman’s murders, including the suspect’s boot knife, diary, and psychiatric records. I emphasize securely, because the perpetrator of their murders has not been convicted, and someday the evidence that Bill Dear so carefully curates will hopefully be used in court to bring their killer to justice. On my first trip to the ranch, my wife, Janet, and I drove in through the iron gates of the Triple D ranch to Bill’s Wild West town and training academy, where he keeps his office. Bill was anxious to show us the evidence, including the “overlooked suspect’s” Jeep, which once may have had Nicole and Ron’s blood on the console. How Bill came by this evidence is part of a fascinating account of his investigation recounted in this new book, O.J. Is Innocent, and I Can Prove It.

  Bill Dear has spent seventeen years on the trail of Nicole and Ron’s killer, during which time he has amassed overwhelming evidence that O.J. was not their killer. It is critical to understand that Bill’s interest in the case is not that he has some connection to or fascination with O.J. Simpson; in fact, I know that they have never met, and if they did, Bill wouldn’t give a damn about O.J. Bill’s devotion to the case stems from the fact that the real perp is free and O.J. is behind bars.

  O.J. Is Innocent is the saga of Bill’s long and difficult struggle to convince the Los Angeles authorities of the error of their ways. Justice has not been done for Nicole or Ron, and Bill Dear is the only person interested in righting this tragedy. He started working on the case at his own expense shortly after the murders. Over the years, he has spent countless hours on the streets of Los Angeles, diving into dumpsters to find and collect physical evidence, tracking down witnesses, and charming statements out of the reluctant ones, all while spending hundreds of thousands of dollars of his own money. Just to be fair, Bill did eat in some pretty fancy restaurants along the way, and he does share some very interesting restaurant reviews, but that hardly makes up for the time, effort, and expense of conducting this investigation by himself.

  What impresses me most about O.J. Is Innocent is the way Bill allows the reader to see into his thought processes as he plans and executes his investigation. Sometimes he plots his next move with calculated methodology. Other times, he responds instinctively to seize any opportunity or evidence that will help his case. Most of all, Bill demonstrates that a good investigator “never assumes, always verifies.” He avoids the common problem of “tunnel vision” which plagues many police investigations when officers fail to follow the scientific method of crime scene investigation. Rather than formulating a hypothesis and then collecting physical evidence and witness statements to test the hypothesis objectively, police investigators are often guilty of deciding who must have committed the crime and focusing the entire investigation only on that suspect. If the evidence doesn’t fit, then just ignore it or worse, make it fit.

  This, of course, is exactly what happened in the investigation of Nicole and Ron’s murders. From the very outset, long before any physical evidence was analyzed, the LAPD and district attorney’s office had jumped to the conclusion that O.J. must have committed the murders. Had the investigation been conducted properly, all relevant evidence collected, and all suspects interviewed, there would never have been controversy over who killed Nicole and Ron. The blood of Nicole’s killer was found on her shoulder but was never collected. Detective Vannatter carried the tube of O. J.’s blood around in his pocket for hours. The bloody socks from O. J.’s bedroom were contaminated with EDTA, a blood preservative. But we knew all of these facts and other shortcomings of the investigation at the time of the trial in 1996. What we didn’t know was that the “overlooked suspect” was never considered as a suspect, nor was his alibi that he was working that night ever verified, nor any of the many other reasons why this individual should have been a major suspect in the investigation. Never assume, always verify.

  Bill’s investigation, in stark contrast to that of the LAPD, was a model investigation. He hypothesized every possible party as a suspect until evidence proved the hypothesis wrong and the suspect eliminated. Systematically, he considered and rejected multiple hypotheses until he was left with a single suspect, the “overlooked suspect.” The scientific method of crime scene investigation at work! Bill then used his remarkable investigative skills to collect more and more evidence that the suspect was the person most likely to have killed Nicole Simpson in a fit of rage, and Ron Goldman, who was simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. Systematically, Bill collected the suspect’s personal history of rage attacks on girlfriends, his psychiatric records and drug use, his work history, his photographs, and his diary—all of which paint a portrait of a highly disturbed young man, a veritable Jekyll and Hyde, in the suspect’s own words. I won’t give away the ending, but it is the most compelling compilation of eighty-four reasons why the “overlooked suspect” should be considered the major suspect. Don’t be tempted to turn ahead: savor the delightfully intriguing tale of investigation, told so expertly by Bill, before you turn to the end. The read is worth the wait, and you don’t have to wait long because the book is a real page-turner.

  In his quest for justice for Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman, Bill Dear has done an amazing job of pointing to the “overlooked suspect” as a major suspect who was never considered by the police. To the dismay of the many who presumed O.J. did it, O.J. was found not guilty after a trial by jury of his peers, but that is the very strength of our system of criminal justice. The suspect should be afforded all of his constitutional protections to the presumption of innocence that O.J. did not receive. The suspect is not currently under investigation by the LAPD, he has not been charged with any crime. The suspect has not been tried and found guilty beyond a reasonable doubt of killing Nicole and Ron. Until that day, the “overlooked suspect” is and deserves to be considered an innocent man, but he must, nonetheless, as Bill Dear so deftly demonstrates, be considered a major suspect.

  —Dr. Albert Harper

  Lenox, Massachusetts


  A Prediction That Has Come True

  JOSEPH BOSCO WAS A freelance crime writer who, in 1996, wrote a book about the O.J. Simpson trial titled A Problem of Evidence.

  In Chapter sixteen, titled “Life with Mark and Marsha,” on page 194 of his book, the second paragraph reads:

  
    This is not to say the ridiculed possibility that O.J. Simpson had nothing to do with the murders will not reveal itself someday to be a fact. In the past few years, my preoccupation with murder, murderers, and the criminal justice game has taught me never discount the impossible.

  

  Joseph Bosco died on July 8, 2010, at the age of sixty-one. He died in Beijing, China, where he had been living and working as a professor.

  Now, sixteen years later, it is too bad that he is not still alive to read this book and to realize his prediction has come true.


  

  Prologue

  DAN RATHER OF CBS

  TWO WEEKS AFTER DAN Rather had made his last appearance on the CBS News, I was driving on Highway 31, headed back to Dallas, when I received a call from my close friend John McCready.

  “Stay off your phone for a few minutes,” he said.

  “Why?” I asked him, as he knew I would.

  “Just do it,” he replied and hung up.

  Less than five minutes later, as I approached Hubbard, Texas, my cell phone rang. I answered it and heard a very recognizable voice on the other end of the line asking to speak to me. I suddenly realized who it was. I pulled over to the shoulder of the road and stopped the car.

  “This is Dan Rather,” he said. “I’m in New York.”

  Dan went on to tell me that he and his wife had seen a rough cut copy of my O.J. documentary. Before viewing the documentary, Dan’s wife had said that no one was ever going to change her mind about O. J.’s guilt, but she reluctantly agreed to watch it with him. “Ninety minutes later,” said Dan, “my wife turned to me and said, ‘I can’t believe what I’ve just seen.’ Bill, this is one of the finest investigative pieces I have seen in many years.”

  “Coming from you, that’s a great compliment,” I said.

  

  “When the murders broke and the stories were all over the news,” he continued, “I told some friends and associates at CBS that I felt O.J. may very well not have committed the murders and that someone else could have, and perhaps did.”

  What Dan Rather had just shared with me, made my seventeen years of investigative work worthwhile, proving to me I was not wasting my time. Maybe thanks to his assistance in this prologue the real story will someday appear on CBS, not with Dan Rather at his desk, but someone else who will have the opportunity to announce:

  “Ladies and Gentlemen, we have interrupted to bring you a news bulletin from Los Angeles. New evidence proves O.J. Simpson is not guilty in the murders of Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman. Stay tuned for the complete story.”


  

  1

  REASONABLE DOUBT

  “NEVER ASSUME. ALWAYS VERIFY.” Every detective, public defender, and investigative reporter should have those four words tattooed in black ink on their foreheads. Then every time they look at themselves in the mirror they would be reminded of the great responsibility they have to themselves and to the public to check their facts before jumping to conclusions. Lives are on the line—and not only those of the falsely accused.

  It is with this in mind that I ask you to step back and reexamine the many assumptions that have been made regarding the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman on June 12, 1994. I want you to try to forget the many newspaper articles, books, and television shows you may have read or seen about this case; try not to think about the “mountain of evidence” presented to jurors in what has been termed the “trial of the century”; try to ignore the role that racial prejudice may have played in the trial; and try not to speculate on the alleged conspiracy of one or more officers of the LAPD to frame a national sports legend.

  Most importantly, I want you to step back to the afternoon of June 17, 1994, the day when millions of people throughout the world jumped to the same conclusion that homicide detectives, prosecutors, and the press had already reached during the first critical hours of their four-day-old investigation. That was the afternoon when O.J. Simpson, Heisman Trophy-winning halfback, television spokesman, millionaire celebrity, and now a fugitive from justice, became the one and only suspect in the brutal double murders on Bundy Drive.

  On that day, June 17, I happened to be in St. Louis, Missouri, where I had been invited to give a lecture at the National Conference of Investigative Reporters and Editors. The subject of the lecture was “How the Gumshoes Do It: Tips from Private Eyes.” Given the fact that the Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman murders were front-page news, and that I was being billed at the conference as the modern-day Sherlock Holmes, it was no surprise that the press asked for my opinions.

  Like most people who only knew about the murder case from what they read in the newspapers or watched on television, I too was tempted to convict O.J. based on the seemingly overwhelming circumstantial evidence against him. And so, on the morning of June 17, just hours before the historic car chase that would result in O. J.’s arrest, I candidly told reporters exactly what I believed to be true: “O. J.’s blood is at the Bundy Drive crime scene. Nicole’s blood is at the house on Rockingham. And Ron Goldman’s blood is in O. J.’s Ford Bronco. This looks exactly like what it is: O.J. is guilty.”

  I regretted what I said almost as soon as I said it. After all, I had no personal connection to the case and knew from firsthand experience that the press is not always an accurate purveyor of details regarding homicide investigations. In fact, I was already disturbed by the eagerness of the journalists covering this story to focus their attention on O.J. and not on the facts of the case. Later that same day, my worry became outright concern when I joined reporters in front of a wall of television monitors in a crowded hallway at the St. Louis Convention Center to watch the now historic “slow-speed” car chase.

  In all my years of following the coverage of murder cases, I had never seen such a spectacle as the one I was witnessing on CBS, CNN, ABC and NBC. Fugitive O.J. Simpson and his devoted childhood friend, A. C. Cowlings, led a caravan of twenty-five or more police squad cars on the slow-speed, five-lane car chase through Orange County, just south of Los Angeles. Seated in the back seat of Cowlings’s white Ford Bronco, O.J. was holding a Magnum pistol to his head. As Cowlings drove up the freeway, cameramen in helicopters provided a live television feed while commentators filled in the missing details. Television audiences were reminded of the circumstantial blood evidence linking O.J. to the Bundy Drive crime scene and were provided tantalizing details of his rocky marriage to Nicole and his presumed history of spousal abuse.

  Then there was Robert Shapiro, O. J.’s attorney, describing his client as emotionally “frail” and “fragile.” And Robert Kardashian, O. J.’s longtime friend from the University of Southern California, publicly pleading with police and the press to help save O. J.’s life. Kardashian read from what was described as a suicide letter Simpson had left behind. In O. J.’s letter, the sports star proclaimed his innocence. Yet, he ended by saying, “Don’t feel sorry for me, I’ve had a great life, great friends. Please think of the real O.J. and not this lost person.”

  Listening to Kardashian read from the letter, I couldn’t help but wonder who this “lost person” was, why he would kill the mother of his children, and what possible real connection he or Nicole might have had to Ron Goldman, a waiter in a Brentwood restaurant where Nicole and her family had dined earlier in the evening of the murders. Having spent the better part of my career psychologically profiling suspected murderers, I tried to put myself into the “mind” of the killer and asked myself if this “lost person” who had once been the “real O. J.” could indeed be a vicious killer on the run from justice?

  As the car chase continued, along with the play-by-play coverage by reporters, people whom O.J. had never met and who had no direct connection to the case, began to participate in the unfolding story. Radio disk jockeys begged O.J. to surrender. Hundreds of onlookers jammed the overpasses, or cheered O.J. from embankments along the shoulder of the freeway. All kinds of so-called experts, Simpson family members, and many others made cameo appearances. It was no wonder the car chase utterly dominated the airwaves, disrupted the telecast of a championship basketball game, delayed meals in restaurants, and nearly shut down shopping malls as people rushed home to turn on their television sets to see what would happen next.

  The longer I watched the unfolding drama, the more mystified I became. Helicopters hovered overhead as Cowlings drove the white Bronco into Los Angeles County. The Bronco, followed by a caravan of police, exited the freeway at Sunset Boulevard, where the city streets were as strangely deserted as the freeway had been. The police had apparently known, or suspected all along, that O.J. was headed for his home on Rockingham Drive in the upscale and trendy neighborhood of Brentwood and had cleared traffic from the streets just as they had cleared the cars off the freeway. The press too had been tipped off. Television viewers were treated to a behind-the-scenes look at O. J.’s Rockingham estate as police sharpshooters and negotiation teams took up positions in the bushes and around the driveway. Onlookers were ushered away from the house. A vehicle assault team was dispatched from the LAPD’s Parker Center.

  Minutes later, A. C. Cowlings would pull his Bronco into the cobblestone driveway. As if on cue from an off-camera director, O. J.’s twenty-four-year-old son, Jason Simpson, made a desperate dash from a neighbor’s house through the police line and to the side of the Bronco. He was finally blocked by Cowlings, who shoved Jason away and into the waiting arms of the police. Apparently they didn’t want the young man to be caught in the crossfire if shooting erupted.

  O.J. was sitting by himself, trapped in the back seat of the Bronco. His only companions were the revolver, his rosary, and two framed family photos that he had taken with him. He appeared to be confused and overwhelmed as LAPD negotiators urged him not to take his own life. It hardly mattered that viewers couldn’t hear what was being said between O.J. and the detectives. LAPD was obviously treating O.J. as they would a man poised to jump off the ARCO Tower in downtown Los Angeles. He was being told that he had friends who understood what he was going through and was urged to think of his children and the many people who loved him.

  

  Finally, hours after the chase had begun, O.J. put down his gun, picked up the framed photos, and stepped out of the Bronco. Police didn’t rush forward to put him in handcuffs but instead embraced him at the entrance to his home. He was permitted to walk inside. And once inside, they allowed him to use the bathroom, drink some orange juice, and call his mother. O.J. then walked back outside where he calmly apologized to the police.

  “I’m sorry for putting you guys out,” he told officers. “I’m sorry for making you do this.” He shook a few hands, graciously smiled for the cameras and waved, as if taking a last curtain call before making his exit to LAPD’s Parker Center.

  The only thing missing from the television drama I had just seen was the closing credits. As it was, it seemed more like the conclusion of a live sporting event than a news story. But that was not ultimately what came to bother me. It was the reaction of the journalists and others standing beside me in St. Louis that had me worried. As O.J. finally gave himself up, the top investigative reporters in the country began to applaud. Total euphoria swept the room. I couldn’t be sure if the crowd huddled in front of the television monitors were clapping because O.J. had finally been apprehended, or because this was the conclusion of a national television event.

  The truth soon became abundantly clear. Nearly everyone watching television that night had been pulled into the drama that was unfolding. They were completely engrossed by what they had seen and emotionally moved by it. Their applause was an emotional response to the events taking place: relief that O.J. had done the right thing and “behaved” as he should. Although guilty, he had shown true character and inner strength by giving himself up rather than taking his own life and bringing more hardship on his family or his many fans and television viewers. In many respects, the press, the LAPD, and O.J. himself appeared to be getting exactly what they wanted.

  I couldn’t have been more baffled by what I had seen or the reaction at the convention center. It’s not that I am callous or was unsympathetic to the plight of the fallen hero; I just didn’t believe for an instant that what I was seeing on the screen represented the truth. There were too many unanswered questions to convince me that the “lost person” in the suicide letter was the same man now giving himself up to police. To my mind, O.J. appeared to be in control of the situation, not the LAPD or the media.

  Foremost on my list of unanswered questions was why police allowed O.J. to become a fugitive from justice in the first place. If indeed the LAPD had solid incontrovertible blood evidence linking O.J. to the murders, and if reports were true that his bloody glove had been found at the crime scene and his shoe prints led from the victims to the alley behind Bundy Drive, it seemed inconceivable to me that the LAPD hadn’t already arrested him or, at the least, known where he was at all times.

  Furthermore, I had to ask myself why the highway patrol didn’t stop the Bronco in Orange County, where it was first reported seen. Even if A. C. Cowlings hadn’t willingly pulled the Bronco over, the highway patrol could easily have set up a blockade or laid down a strip of metal tire tracks in the roadway that would puncture the Bronco’s tires and disable the vehicle. As a former Miami policeman and highway patrolman, I knew this was the accepted procedure. Instead, the LAPD gave the entire freeway to the fugitives as they would for a visit from the president of the United States.

  Nor did the LAPD appear to be in any rush to get O.J. handcuffed when he did reach his Rockingham estate. He was permitted to leave his car, enter his house, use the bathroom, telephone his mother, and shake hands with family and friends before being taken into custody. Rather than arrest him back in Orange County ten minutes after the Bronco was spotted on the freeway, police and prosecutors permitted the drama to last all day and into the evening.

  The activities of O.J. himself raised even more questions in my mind. Had he truly been a family man, as suggested by the loving manner in which he cradled the framed pictures in his lap, he surely would not have desired to kill himself on network television, or worse still, in the driveway of his own home in full view of his friends and family. Nor would he have led the police and press on a slow-speed freeway car chase if he truly desired to make a run across the border. He would have gone underground and undoubtedly had enough contacts so he could remain hidden for quite some time. And if he really was running from the law because he was guilty, and truly was on the verge of a nervous breakdown, as the police and practically everyone else appeared to believe, there was the question of his innocence. Despite the evidence against him, he repeatedly claimed he was innocent of the murders. Here was a man who volunteered to be interviewed by the police, gave the crime lab samples of his blood and, as I later would learn, willingly agreed to take a polygraph test.

  These were not the actions of a guilty man.

  My initial reaction to this prime-time drama was to think that the car chase had been concocted ahead of time by O. J.’s attorneys in preparation for a plea of insanity, or to lay the foundation for an appeal based on jury prejudice or bias. This well might have been the case. However, it was also possible that O.J. was telling the truth. He may not have minded giving blood samples, cooperating with the police, or taking a polygraph test because he knew in his heart that he wasn’t guilty of killing Nicole Simpson or Ron Goldman and wouldn’t ultimately be convicted of the crimes. Thus his action might be viewed as those of a man whose aim was to draw attention to himself in order to shift suspicion away from the real killer.

  The longer I thought about what I had seen, the more skeptical I was that O.J. was guilty. I couldn’t help but feel that I was being manipulated into viewing the murder case against this man in a certain way, and that everything I had seen and much of what I had read had been carefully orchestrated to present a certain point of view, much as a director manipulates the audience in a Hollywood movie. It wasn’t that I believed there was a grand conspiracy taking place, but rather that it somehow seemed to be in the collective interest of the police, the media, and perhaps even O.J. himself, to lead the public in a particular direction.

  

  Except for the initial comments I gave to the press on the morning of June 17, I chose not to communicate my concerns to the journalists and editors who had invited me to St. Louis. Perhaps I didn’t wish to embarrass myself before a panel of people who were so convinced that O.J. was guilty that they had already begun making the creative leaps it would take to convict the man. It was also equally true, however, that I had no real insights of my own and no first-person connection to the case. I knew only what had been reported.

  In retrospect, I regret not having been more candid. I was already disturbed by the eagerness of the journalists covering this story to focus their attention only on O.J. By not speaking up, or at least voicing serious concern, I now believe I was contributing to the problem facing anyone investigating or writing about the crime. From the moment O.J. made headline news there was a distinct lack of critical thinking taking place. The right questions were not being asked because everyone assumed he was guilty. It was merely a question of tunnel vision—finding proof for what they believed to be true and ignoring the rest.

  I would no longer remain silent about this case. However, before I risked challenging the status quo, I had to study the case from every conceivable angle and check the facts. I had solved the majority of crimes in my career by doing just that. In one of my more recent high-profile investigations, that of sporting-goods mogul Glen Courson, I conclusively proved Courson had been murdered and had not committed suicide as police believed. In that case, the Irving, Texas, police department had failed in the most fundamental way: No one had taken the time to examine the murder weapon closely enough to see that the breech-block firing mechanism was in a closed and locked position and not partially open as it would have been after being fired. Dead men don’t eject spent shell casings.

  I suspected that the LAPD had overlooked such details in their own rush to judgment. The only way for me to find out for sure was to visit the crime scene and check the facts out for myself.


  

  2

  IF WALLS COULD TALK

  TWO WEEKS AFTER WATCHING O.J. Simpson’s slow-speed car chase on television, I purchased two round-trip plane tickets for Los Angeles. The first was for me. The second was for Chris Stewart, a good friend, my chief investigator, and the man whom my staff had nicknamed Dr. Watson.

  Like me, Chris tells it as he sees it. He is proud to be a Texan, stands over six feet tall and weighs over 250 pounds. He too watched the chase on television, but less from a detective’s point of view than out of mere curiosity.

  That I needed him with me was no mere indulgence, however. I was in great physical pain, the result of a car accident I had sustained prior to my speaking engagement in St. Louis, for which I would soon be undergoing back and neck surgery. I needed him to carry my suitcase, shoot photographs, and help me do the fact checking that is our investigative agency’s stock in trade. Most importantly, I would be depending on his good judgment, for he, like everyone else in our office, not to mention greater Dallas County and the rest of the country, hadn’t the slightest doubt that O.J. was guilty of premeditated murder.

  “You’ve surprised me before,” Chris had told me when I asked him to accompany me to Los Angeles. “But this isn’t going to be one of those times. O.J. is guilty, and he’ll go to prison. Don’t waste your time and money getting involved in something that’s already been solved. Let justice do its job.”

  I didn’t know whether or not I would be able to convince Chris to see things from my point of view, but I was determined to try. If I failed to convince him that there was a great deal more to the murder story than the LAPD and O.J. himself was admitting, I would stop nosing around in police business and occupy my free time with what Chris considered “more constructive” endeavors.

  The first stop on our planned itinerary was O.J. Simpson’s home on North Rockingham Avenue in the exclusive residential suburb of Brentwood. Leaving the airport and exiting onto Sunset Boulevard near the construction site of the J. Paul Getty Museum, I had the distinct feeling of having traveled this route before. Indeed I had, along with millions of other television viewers on the now famous slow-speed car chase from Orange County. The house had been photographed from every conceivable angle as it had been turned inside out by the LAPD and the media for the whole world to see.

  I had selected the Rockingham house as our first stop because this was where everything had begun for O.J. and Nicole. I didn’t presume to know what had gone on behind their closed doors, or what exactly it was that made O.J. allegedly “snap,” but I suspected the answer had to be at Rockingham and not at the Bundy Drive crime scene, for it was here that the dynamics of O. J.’s and Nicole’s relationship took shape, and where it ultimately ended. No matter who had conveniently or accidentally dropped the bloody glove behind O. J.’s guesthouse, the underlying truth of what had occurred on Bundy Drive lay behind O. J.’s tall wrought-iron gates at North Rockingham.

  Like Chris, I knew the milestones in O. J.’s relationship with Nicole. O.J. was still married and playing football when he met the statuesque seventeen-year-old blond waitress, twelve years his junior, at a small Los Angeles restaurant called The Daisy. That he was black, and she white, naturally created tension for many of O. J.’s fans and her friends, but nothing could be done to pull them apart. By all accounts, they fell head over heels in love. In fact, most of the people who knew them agreed that Nicole and O.J. just couldn’t get enough of each other. Nicole herself had confided to friends that they sometimes made love five times a day. And it stayed that way for fourteen years.

  I knew considerably less about O. J.’s personal life prior to Nicole. He had married Marguerite Whitley, a childhood girlfriend, with whom he had three children: Arnelle, the eldest; Jason, two years her junior; and Aaren, the youngest. O. J.’s marriage and subsequent family, however, hadn’t stopped him from carrying on a number of highly publicized affairs. One woman just didn’t seem enough. As Marguerite once confided to reporters, “I have been shoved out of the way, pushed and stepped on by more than one beautiful woman [in O. J.’s life].” O.J. himself, at the time, was more contrite, believing that he could sustain his marriage in spite of his philandering. “My wife knows I’m under control.”

  O.J. had just separated from Marguerite after fourteen years of marriage when twenty-three-month-old Aaren, their daughter, accidentally drowned in the swimming pool at Rockingham. That single tragic event marked the dissolution of O. J.’s marriage more than his many affairs or Nicole’s arrival on the scene.

  O.J. and Nicole naturally sought to put the past behind them. They married, proceeded to renovate Rockingham and then raise a family of their own. Shortly after their wedding, Sydney Brooke, a daughter, was born, and then, three years later, a son, Justin. This was arguably the happiest period in their lives together. The couple had been separated and divorced in 1992, a little over two years before Nicole’s death, not counting an occasional tryst and reconciliation. Nicole got custody of their two children, Sydney and Justin, along with $24,000 a month spousal support (eventually to be reduced to $10,000 a month), and a three-quarters-of-a-million-dollar home and car. Though separated and living in two homes—he on Rockingham and she on Gretna Green, then later on Bundy Drive—O.J. saw or spoke to Nicole and the children on almost a daily basis, whether it was birthday parties at Rockingham or games of Monopoly at Bundy Drive.

  Chris and I didn’t have to read the numbers on the otherwise quiet, tree-lined road to know we had arrived at O. J.’s home. Camera-toting tourists and an automobile gridlock at the corner of Rockingham and Ashford Street were all we needed to see. A traffic cop on the corner waved us through as there were so many other people looking for parking places. We had to drive nearly a quarter of a mile before we could park the car and then hike all the way back to Rockingham.

  Like Chris, I had already begun to question the sense of coming all the way from Dallas to be herded along with other tourists to see the outside of a house. This didn’t fit the picture of what I had had in mind. Still, Chris took his camera and reluctantly joined me as we followed a parade of people along Rockingham to peer through one of the two green wrought-iron gates that opened onto the circular driveway. Not only were reporters here, but there were street peddlers as well, hawking maps to the homes of movie stars and souvenir postcards of O.J. in his football uniform. Business looked brisk.

  The press had repeatedly called the Simpson house an “estate.” That was something of an exaggeration, for it conjured up Fantasy Island images of a helicopter pad or acre-size lawns dotted with Italian statuary. This wasn’t an estate on those terms. It wasn’t a showplace mansion trying to call attention to itself or of the kind to be featured on the cover of a trendy magazine. This was a family home that Nicole and O.J. had decorated and landscaped together, with plenty of bushy trees, a cobblestone driveway, and patches of green lawn for dogs and children.

  I could imagine O.J. chipping golf balls here, Nicole grilling steaks on the barbecue, and their children playing on the rock waterfall slide near the pool. Not that it didn’t have those special things that separate the rich from the poor: a swimming pool and a tennis court. The Simpson children had their own playground complete with jungle gym and playhouses. And there was the main house, a spacious Cape Cod-style with a great sloping wooden-shingle roof and river-rock chimneys. The garage was to the right of the house. Behind that, and connected to the main house by a covered walkway, were the guest quarters. Arnelle Simpson, O. J.’s eldest daughter by his first marriage, lived in one of the three guest suites; Gigi, O. J.’s housekeeper, lived in a second; and Kato Kaelin lived in the third. Kaelin was a friend of Nicole’s who had in turn become a friend of O. J.’s, and he promised to be an important witness for both the prosecution and the defense.

  I couldn’t get any closer to this property than to peer through the gates, so I had to content myself with making mental pictures as Chris shot photographs. And, as I would frequently do in the days, months, and years ahead, I tried to put myself in O. J.’s place, trying to re-create his activities on that fateful day, nearly three weeks earlier, when the murders had taken place.

  In my mind’s eye, I imagined O.J. loading his golf clubs into the back of his white Bronco for his regular game of golf at the Riviera Country Club. That day—the morning before the murders took place—he had joined a group of men with whom he had been playing golf for some seven to eight years. Afterward, they sat in the clubhouse and played cards.

  I pictured O.J. returning later that afternoon, climbing the stairs to his spacious bedroom with its oriental carpet and selecting his clothes for the evening. O.J. always dressed immaculately and was perfectly groomed. His bedroom, like his closets and desk drawers, were impeccably maintained. Nothing was ever out of place. He showered, perhaps for the second time that day, dressed, and then left for his daughter Sydney’s dance recital at Paul Revere Middle School. Along the way he stopped to buy flowers, which he presented to his daughter when the recital ended at 6:30 PM.

  Next, I pictured O.J. returning in the early evening, making a few telephone calls, and packing for the trip he was to make later that night to Chicago, where he was scheduled to attend a function for Hertz Rent-A-Car, for whom he had once done commercials, and for whom he was now a celebrity spokesperson and media consultant.

  

  The LAPD claimed that O.J. might also have used this time to plan the murders, which would occupy him later that evening. All that is known for sure was that he and Kato Kaelin left in O. J.’s Bentley to buy dinner at McDonald’s and returned at approximately 9:30 PM. His activities between this time and 11 PM, when he left with a limo driver for the airport, were the critical ninety minutes in question.

  I pictured, in my mind’s eye, the events that the LAPD claimed had taken place: O.J. in his upstairs bedroom, putting on a pair of black sweatpants, dark sweatshirt and expensive, size 12, Bruno Magli loafers. He pulls a knit cap over his head, slips on a pair of brown Isotoner gloves and removes a Swiss Army knife from the top drawer of his dresser. Either that or he takes an equally deadly stiletto switchblade that he had purchased a year or more ago while shooting a movie in downtown Los Angeles. O.J. then sneaks quietly out of his house and into the garage where he selects a shovel, collects a carefully prepared black plastic bag and loads these into his white Ford Bronco, which he had earlier parked out on the street so Kato Kaelin would not hear him leaving. He starts the engine and drives out into the night, in the direction of Bundy Drive, where Nicole lives.

  The events that allegedly took place at Rockingham later that evening were a bit more difficult to envision because I couldn’t see through the Rockingham or Ashford gates beyond the garage and main house. I had no real idea what the guesthouse, or the back of the guesthouse, looked like. I imagined, as the LAPD claimed, O.J. returning in his white Bronco between 10:45 and 11 PM. There is a drop of blood just above the Bronco’s door handle and more drops of blood inside the vehicle, but they are too small for him to notice. In order not to raise the suspicion of the limousine driver who is already parked out on Ashford Street, O.J. leaves the Bronco on Rockingham, and using the cover of darkness to hide his movements, enters his neighbor’s yard and climbs over the fence behind his own guesthouse.

  In the darkness, O.J. stumbles into the air conditioner sticking out of the wall at the back of the guesthouse. He is dizzy, momentarily stunned, and accidentally drops the bloody glove that LAPD investigator Mark Fuhrman will find the next morning. Moments later, O.J. quietly sneaks out from behind the guesthouse and into his own house, where he showers, changes his clothes, and then comes outside to meet with Kaelin and the limo driver, who was parked in the driveway.

  To my mind, the most obvious glitch in the LAPD scenario was the ease with which O.J. allegedly left Rockingham without Kaelin having heard him drive away in the Bronco, and the limousine driver’s failure to hear or see his return. As anyone who has ever driven a Bronco can attest, this is not a quiet vehicle. It’s a high-powered four-wheel drive vehicle. The LAPD must have known this, as they must also have known that the “plastic bag” which O.J. allegedly took from his garage—presumably to bury evidence—was identical to the spare tire cover which Ford Motors includes as standard equipment on the Bronco. O.J. didn’t put the plastic bag in the vehicle—it was already there—as was the shovel, which O.J. frequently used as a pooper-scooper to clean up after his dogs.

  I also had a question about the blood on the driveway, allegedly left when O.J. returned to Rockingham. There didn’t seem to me to be any point to O.J. slipping through his front gate and walking up the driveway—where he allegedly left behind the three drops of blood—and then turning around to hop the gate into his neighbor’s yard and, finally, running along the back gate to the guesthouse—where he allegedly dropped the glove—only to exit into the driveway and enter the front door to the house. If he were truly interested in not being seen by the limo driver and Kaelin, he would never have entered through the Rockingham gate at all, but would have chosen the most convenient and logical route. He would have run directly through the neighbor’s yard from Rockingham Avenue, hopped the rear fence, and entered the house through the kitchen or pantry door. He wouldn’t have had to run the risk of disturbing Kaelin at all and wouldn’t have been seen by the limo driver. O.J. certainly knew this route existed because he had once caught his son Jason using it when trying to sneak into the main house undetected.

  I also had questions about the glove, the knife, and the bloody clothes. If O.J. had buried his bloody clothes and the knife, he certainly would have also buried the glove that police later recovered behind the guesthouse. The LAPD had no real explanation for this except to suggest that he might not have had time to bury the knife and the bloody clothes but brought these things with him back to Rockingham and then either dumped them into a trash bin at the airport or took them on to Chicago, where he safely disposed of them. That made perfect sense except for the fact that O.J. apparently didn’t think to take the right-hand glove, which was found behind the Rockingham guesthouse, and the left-hand glove and knit cap, which were found at the Bundy Drive crime scene. This would have been exceptionally poor planning on the part of a premeditated murderer, or for that matter, a man like O.J. Simpson, who sat on the board of several multimillion-dollar corporations. No matter what anyone said about O. J., he wasn’t that stupid.

  It also didn’t seem conceivable to me that a man as compulsive about cleanliness and neatness as O.J. would have selected a stiletto or folding pocketknife for a murder weapon. A man who didn’t park under trees because sap or leaves might fall on his car, who didn’t permit smoking in his house, who compulsively cleaned his fingernails and who—according to at least one person who knew him well—allegedly wouldn’t even bait his own fishhook for fear of getting blood on his hands, simply wouldn’t choose a weapon which would bring him into direct contact with blood. Rather, he would have used one of the many guns he was said to have owned.

  The sound of the Bronco’s engine, O. J.’s failure to collect his glove, and his selection of a knife for the murder weapon were relatively minor issues for me at this point, as were the position and number of the bloodstains found in the Bronco or at the Rockingham house. The important question for me was O. J.’s state of mind on the night of the murders. As a keen observer of human behavior and a longtime student of criminal pathology, I could well understand O.J. having an emotional outburst which resulted in murder. Yet the evidence just didn’t support such a conclusion.

  There was no evidence O.J. had been stalking Nicole earlier that night, or that he had been drinking or doing drugs that afternoon, as is frequently the case when people “lose control.” Nor was there evidence to suggest he was engaged in any other obsessive or destructive behavior that day. Just two hours before the murders, he was on the phone making a date with Gretchen Stockdale, a Playboy “Playmate of the Month.” And prior to that, he took time out of his busy travel schedule to buy flowers and to attend his daughter’s dance recital. O.J. simply wasn’t in the “frenzy” that the police and the press were suggesting.

  As Dr. Lenore Walker, the foremost expert on domestic violence and spousal abuse, would later say after a lengthy examination of O.J, he “did not fit the profile of a batterer who murders . . . He has good control over his impulses . . . He appears to control his emotions well.”

  Furthermore, Simpson’s alleged history of abuse, by medical standards, did not fit a pattern that would culminate in murder. O.J. and Nicole had frequently resolved conflicts peacefully during their seventeen-year relationship. Nor were the alleged incidents of domestic violence building to any recognizable “crescendo.” The one documented occasion that the LAPD and the prosecution focused upon was five and a half years before the murders, and no one had yet been able to document an incident of O.J. laying a hand upon her since.

  To my mind, there was even less likelihood that O.J. had premeditated the murders.

  Perhaps I had been brainwashed by the sports legend, Hertz commercials, and the Naked Gun movies, but I just couldn’t fathom why a devoted father, a man truly proud of his previous accomplishments, and with a promising future, substantial bank account, and an adoring public, would plan and execute the cold-blooded murder of the woman he loved. That O.J. and Nicole’s relationship ran hot and cold was not in question, nor was the fact that he was capable of physical violence. However, no one could claim that he didn’t have a deep and abiding love for Nicole. They had been together for seventeen years, and though divorced, had slept in the same bed only a few months earlier, the two of them contemplating moving back in together.

  I knew from reading the press reports that as late as May 10, when Nicole had come down with pneumonia, O.J. had sat by her side and nursed her back to health. And though the police and the press made much of the fact that Nicole had filed reports of domestic violence, it was also true that O.J. had never once been arrested for assault and battery, nor spent a single day in jail. He had pled guilty, on one occasion, to lesser charges. In my professional opinion he didn’t fit the profile of someone who reached for a knife to settle domestic differences. A fist, perhaps, but not a knife.

  Equally important—given alleged premeditation on the part of O. J.—was his apparent failure to adequately protect himself from being connected to the murders. Never mind the bloody glove and the bloodstains. He would surely have known ahead of time that he would be the logical suspect in any investigation of the crime, yet prior to the murders he openly stated, “I’ll kill Nicole” and made references to friends and family of his desire “to kill Nicole.”

  O.J. also made no secret that he had been spying on Nicole. He had purchased at least one of the knives presumed to have been the potential murder weapon in front of numerous eyewitnesses. The company that made Swiss Army knives, on whose board of directors he sat, had given the other to him. O.J. also didn’t think to dispose of a set of keys he had allegedly stolen from Nicole’s condo. And after the murders, he had given hair and blood samples, which ultimately linked him to the cap and bloody gloves. Nor had he established a convincing alibi. He had no better explanation for his activities during those ninety minutes than a vague story about napping and chipping golf balls on the lawn, which were proven to be lies when he later took, and failed, his own private polygraph test. He had scored a minus 22, which meant that he had failed every single question put to him about the murders.

  

  These facts suggested to me that indeed O.J. had visited the crime scene, but his actions that night and the next day were not those of a man prepared to be questioned about the murders of Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman. It made me wonder whether O.J. was trying to hide something or possibly protect someone.

  After an hour or two spent strolling up and down the street and chatting with neighbors, Chris and I headed back to our rented car. I can’t say that I learned much, or had any serious questions laid to rest, but at least I now had a better mental picture of what was presumed to have occurred and why the LAPD murder scenario didn’t make sense, given the layout of the house and O. J.’s natural interest in keeping his activities a secret. The one certain insight I did come away with was that I had dressed entirely wrong for investigating crime in Brentwood. I would have to exchange my monogrammed, ostrich-skin cowboy boots and black suit for white running shoes and a jogging outfit.

  The next stop on our itinerary was Mezzaluna Trattoria, where Nicole and her family and friends had dinner on the night of the murders, and the place where Ron Goldman had worked as a waiter. I was especially interested in stopping here because I believed that this restaurant had more significance to the case than the press or the LAPD knew or were willing to acknowledge. I had reached this conclusion based on something I had heard back in Dallas from a well-respected surgeon who once had a serious cocaine addiction. Distrustful of buying his drugs in Dallas, where he was easily recognizable, he would fly to Los Angeles and visit Mezzaluna. “They had the finest cocaine I ever had,” he said. “That’s why the ‘in crowd’ ate there. It’s what kept the restaurant in business.” This same claim was later substantiated by a psychologist who is a well-known “therapist to the stars.”

  When questioned about Mezzaluna’s reputation as a place to score coke, Pat McKenna, one of O. J.’s private investigators, was quoted in A Problem of Evidence as saying, “Without a doubt.” The concept of buying your drugs at a restaurant and carrying them home in a take-out bag was an entirely new idea for me. Then again, I could see how attractive that might be for someone like a doctor, an actor, or a business person, who wasn’t the kind of man to visit the home of a drug dealer or have a drug dealer visit him. I had this in mind as Chris and I drove east on Sunset Boulevard, south on Cliffwood Avenue, then again east, this time on San Vicente Boulevard. From there it was a short drive to Gorham Avenue, where the restaurant’s large white-canvas awnings were visible at the first intersection, in the heart of Brentwood’s Parisian-style shopping area. Even from a distance, Chris and I could see that the same tourists who had flocked to Rockingham had also come to stand in line for lunch at Mezzaluna.

  Once we had parked, Chris shot a few photos while I made my way into the restaurant through the line of tourists. Along the way I noted the Mexican flowerpots and the crisp cream-colored linen on ten tables outside and the twenty or more tables inside. But what caught my immediate attention were the clouds on the ceiling. Artists had painted them in white and blue. There were other nice touches too. All the waiters and waitresses wore elegant bistro-style outfits: black slacks, white shirt, and a knee-length white apron. No doubt Nicole, who liked seeing and being seen by the “in crowd,” also appreciated the fact that there were windows on three sides, along with the tables right out on the street.

  I picked up a menu, knowing that without reservations Chris and I weren’t likely to get in, as indeed we did not. The food on the menu was what might be termed Italian prepared California style. That meant smaller portions, more color, and fewer calories. The prices ranged from $10 on up to $16—high priced by most restaurant standards, but moderate for Beverly Hills and Brentwood. However, as my friend the surgeon had mentioned, food wasn’t the only thing on the menu.

  Glancing at the faces of the tourists who now crowded through its doors, I knew that this side of the business—if indeed drugs had been sold here—would not continue for long. With the heightened scrutiny of Mezzaluna by everyone and everybody, the regular customers who would normally think nothing of leaving a $200 or $300 dollar tip for that extra little service, weren’t likely to feel safe doing business as usual.

  It is unlikely that drugs had been on Nicole’s mind when she and her family dined there on the night of the murders. It was a party of seven, which included Nicole, her two children, one of Nicole’s three sisters, their parents, Lou and Juditha, along with Sydney’s friend Rachael, who was going to have a sleepover at the Bundy Drive condo that night. The Brown party sat down for dinner at 7:30 PM. Ron Goldman, whom Nicole had gotten to know, hadn’t been waiting on them that night but did stop by their table at one point to say hello. Within an hour they had finished their meal and were ready to leave. The bill came to $179.95, which Nicole paid for with a credit card and added a $34.00 tip.

  That’s all that the LAPD determined had happened there, except for the fact that Juditha Brown, Nicole’s mother, had dropped her prescription sunglasses at the restaurant when she was leaving. Juditha had called later on that night and asked one of the waitresses to see if she could find them. They found the glasses outside on the curb, and apparently Ron Goldman volunteered to drop them at Nicole’s Bundy Drive condo on his way home from work that night.

  Chris and I didn’t stick around to wait our turn to eat a late lunch but pushed on, this time continuing our tour on foot. Our destination was Ron Goldman’s apartment building, which was just two blocks up Gorham Avenue on the left-hand side. His small apartment, at the back of an unimposing building on the north side of the street, didn’t have much going for it except a Brentwood address. Dull gray paint was chipping off the carports out front. Empty milk cartons lay strewn on the ground in front of the building. Here there was no manicured front lawn or iron gates, just cement steps leading to twenty or more single and double apartments that were no doubt as drab inside as they were outside. Ron had lived in apartment number three.

  I didn’t have anything particular in mind when Chris and I began to climb the rear steps. However—as I pointed out to Chris—I had my doubts that Ron Goldman truly happened to be “in the wrong place at the wrong time” on the evening of the murders, as the press had reported. I believe there was more to it than that. He had volunteered to bring the glasses to Nicole. But before doing so, he had run home, showered, changed his clothes, and put on cologne. As would later become known, he had borrowed a friend’s car, which he parked up the street from Nicole’s condo and presumably entered her property through the rear gate. He hadn’t just pulled up at the curb and jumped out of his car with the intention of giving Nicole her mother’s glasses. It appeared he intended to stay, for a while at least.

  Nicole too had apparently freshened up. She had on a black, knee-length summer dress. The lights in the house were turned off, except for candles that lit the living room and bathroom. New Age mood music was playing on the stereo, and a hot bath had been drawn. It appeared that this was not just a matter of accepting her mother’s glasses—unless, of course, Nicole intended to entertain someone other than Goldman that night.

  Chris and I stood for a few minutes looking at the door to Goldman’s apartment. Louvered blinds on the windows to the left of the door prevented us from seeing inside. On a whim, I knocked. I didn’t know exactly what I would say if someone actually opened the door, but I was sure to think of something. And in the meantime, I would get a glimpse into the apartment, though already I was taking mental snapshots of what lay behind the door.

  Ron was only twenty-five years old. He aspired to a career as a fashion model and had enjoyed a bit of success, appearing in a fashion spread for a Giorgio Armani print ad. He looked the part: six-foot-two, well-muscled, healthy, and with that overly suggestive catch-me-if-you-can smile. Not many people remembered him from the ad, but he was pleased to have been in it and the experience had whetted his appetite for more. In the meantime, he had to earn a living. Being a waiter in L.A. was the right choice for him. He not only could earn $400 or $500 a week, but also it gave him time in the mornings to work out at the gym, study martial arts, give a private tennis lesson or two, or just hang out at Starbucks, where he had originally met Nicole. After work, he would go out and party, which is apparently what he intended to do that evening, for he had arranged to meet a friend for drinks around midnight.

  My preliminary research also revealed that although Goldman lived alone at the time of the murders, he hadn’t always lived alone. According to one report—which had neither been confirmed nor denied by the LAPD—his last roommate, who had been a waiter at the Dragonfly in Los Angeles, had his throat cut in what was being called a drug-related death.

  This, and the curious fact that Goldman had filed for bankruptcy on November 10, 1992—with $12,216 owed on credit cards—were the kind of details I believed couldn’t be ignored.

  No one answered my knocks on the door to Goldman’s apartment. Chris and I turned and walked back to our car. We proceeded to what was our primary destination that day—Nicole’s condo on Bundy Drive. This time we drove straight down Gorham Avenue until it intersected with Bundy.

  Again, there was no need to consult a map or read street addresses. To Chris’s amusement, and my dismay, the atmosphere resembled a street carnival. A huge crowd of tourists had convened in front of Nicole’s condominium, along with motorcycle police doing crowd control, LAPD patrolmen, reporters, and the ever-present street peddlers selling maps to the homes of movie stars.

  Chris and I parked on nearby Dorothy Street and joined the parade of onlookers milling about Bundy Drive. People were animated, freely sharing their own theories and insights into the murders, content to listen to the theories of others or to be photographed standing in front of the bloodstained Spanish paving stones that marked the entrance to Nicole’s elegant condo. Despite my intense dislike of crowds and the fact that I had to wait my turn before I could reach the police line blocking tourists from entering the crime scene, I was able to gain an overall positive impression of the neighborhood. This was a nice place to live. Though it wasn’t the high-income section of Brentwood—where O.J. lived—the narrow streets were lined with large palms and shade trees. The walled and gated homes and condominiums were tasteful and well maintained, and many contained small private gardens.

  Nicole’s residence was a classical two-story Mediterranean townhouse, covered in pale-pink stucco with a sloping red-tile roof. The homes on either side had the same pastel colors and sloping roofs, giving the impression of a safe, private, walled-in community.

  The reason for the walls and the gates became immediately apparent to me. Bundy Drive, I could see, was a heavily traveled cross street, surrounded by hundreds of private homes, condominiums, and apartments within a very small radius of Nicole’s home. However, this was not like the residential part of Beverly Hills, where people live behind high walls and seldom leave their property unless driven by car. Here in Brentwood, people walked their dogs, jogged, or casually strolled the shopping area around San Vicente Boulevard on their way to shops or restaurants. As Chris and I would confirm later that night, people drove or walked along Bundy Drive at all hours—not just in the daytime. That’s how Nicole’s and Goldman’s bodies were actually discovered: Nicole’s unleashed dog, a Japanese Akita, Kato, named after Kato Kaelin because, as she said, Kato was always lounging around—was found at about 11 PM on Bundy Drive by a neighbor out walking his own dogs. This was not the kind of remote location that a premeditated killer would select to ambush his victim or victims.

  Chris also noticed, as I did, how close Nicole’s property was to the neighboring house. Only a thin masonry wall separated the house next door from Nicole’s, and that neighbor’s upstairs window looked directly down onto the crime scene. Furthermore, there was no nearby thicket of trees or tall shrubs between Bundy Drive and Nicole’s condo to offer a six-foot-two marauder any protection. Rather, there was an assortment of shade trees and palms planted evenly along the street, and then a neatly planted flowerbed atop a gentle grassy slope. Lavender and lilies are as lovely to look at as they are to smell, but offer no place for someone to hide.

  

  This point was important to both Chris and me, for in most press accounts the underlying assumption was that O.J. had stalked Nicole on Bundy Drive and that this was where he allegedly ambushed her and Ron Goldman. I didn’t know where the police, or the press, were getting their information, but there was no possible way for O.J. or anyone else to have hidden here without Nicole or Goldman seeing them. And if O.J. had been parked and waiting on Bundy Drive in his easily recognizable Bronco or his even more obvious Bentley, they would have known that too. There just was no place to hide. And even if there had been, O.J. was alleged to have been on a very tight time line. He couldn’t afford to have waited for her to come outside on her own volition.

  The only logical conclusion I could draw from what I had read, and now what I had seen, was that O.J. would not have hidden on Bundy Drive but would have used the keys he was said to have possessed to enter the property through the metal gate at the entrance to Nicole’s condo. Nor was there a place to hide here because that spot, according to the police reports, was only ten feet by ten feet square. I couldn’t, at this time, verify the size because the police had placed a row of potted plants in front of the gate to keep people from getting too close or looking over the top to the spot where the murders actually had been committed. The only things visible here, beside the mailbox and call box, were the Spanish tiles, five rows deep. Dried blood, still visible on the tiles closest to the gate, was the only evidence of the gruesome murders that had taken place.

  I had to confine myself, for the time being, to just imagining that perhaps it was possible for O.J. to have stood here in the shadows cast by the Bundy Drive street lights, waiting for the right moment to jump out at his two unsuspecting victims. However, even with the metal gate to shield the killer, there were only a few feet between the gate and the curb, and then only a few more feet to the street. The point I made to Chris was that this was simply not a location that a premeditated killer would select to attack his victim or victims. Anyone driving along the street or standing on the sidewalk could have seen or heard the commotion taking place.

  The LAPD wasn’t about to let anyone off the street inspect Nicole’s three-thousand-square-foot condo, so I had to be content to point out the important features to Chris that I had learned from reading the press accounts. To the rear of the two-unit, three-story condo, backing onto an alley, was the garage where Nicole parked her white Ferrari. Adjacent to the garage was a guest bedroom and large kitchen with marble countertops and subzero refrigerator. Closer to Bundy Drive were her two-story sunken living room and den, tastefully decorated in whitewashed pine and low-to-the-ground white sofas. Three bedrooms were upstairs. One, which contained a Jacuzzi, belonged to Nicole and was where the LAPD had found more lit candles. Here also, it should be noted, the television had been found turned on, tuned to the Prime Sports cable station. Nearby were the bedrooms of Nicole and O. J.’s children, Sydney and Justin, who had been asleep when the murders took place. This fact alone—that the children had been home—to my mind, offered one of the most convincing reasons of all why O.J. had either not premeditated the murders, or why O.J. hadn’t committed the murders at all.

  I believe that, to anyone who has children, it stretches the imagination to believe that a man who loved his children and, by all accounts, desired that his family be reunited, would risk stabbing his former wife with their children in close enough proximity to see it happen, or to hear their mother’s anguished cries for help.

  And then there were all the possible variables, which potentially could have interfered with any premeditated murder plan.

  “For all O.J. knew, the children were not asleep,” I told Chris. “And what he did know was that Sydney had invited a school friend, Rachael, over to the house that night for a sleepover. The two girls could have been up until all hours of the night.”

  I went on to point out to Chris that all O.J. would have known about the whereabouts of Nicole and the children after the dance recital was that they were headed off to dinner. He couldn’t have known, for example, that Nicole was going to stop with the children for ice cream on the way home, or that the parents of Sydney’s school friend had actually come to pick up their daughter that night, or that Nicole’s sisters or parents hadn’t decided to spend the night—as they often did. For all O.J. knew, Sydney was still up watching television.

  I left Chris to take pictures and ponder these issues while I walked to the intersection of Bundy Drive and Montana Avenue, then continued up Montana to see if I could look down the alley behind Nicole’s condominium. There were no tourists here or police, only an empty alley. Police had apparently not put up a barricade because residents needed access to their parking garages. Looking down the length of the alley, I could see where Nicole had parked her black Jeep Cherokee on the night of the murders. I could also see where O.J. had presumably parked his white Bronco.

  I casually walked the length of the alley, pausing momentarily at the locked, seven-foot metal gate which opened onto the rear of Nicole’s condo. It was here, police claimed, that the killer exited. Bloody footprints, believed to have been O. J.’s, had been found both coming and going along the narrow, 120-foot walk leading to the rear of the condo. This evidence suggested that O.J—if indeed the Bruno Magli shoe prints belonged to him—had left the front of the condo where the murders had taken place, then returned, perhaps to try and recover his knit cap and glove.

  The footprints, like the cap and glove, were certainly compelling circumstantial evidence that O.J. had been at the crime scene. However, I couldn’t conclude from this same evidence that he committed the murders. Not only had other unidentified shoe prints been found at the crime scene, but investigators had also reported finding blood and skin under Nicole’s fingernails—suggesting she had fought or clawed at her attacker—along with blood drops on her back that didn’t match those of her ex-husband. And though the LAPD had found nine sets of fingerprints at the crime scene, none belonged to O. J.

  Furthermore, had O.J. been engaged in a vicious fight-to-the-death that left one victim’s head dangling from her neck, and the other victim bleeding from twenty-two wounds in his feet, hands, and torso, O.J. would have literally been drenched in the blood of his victims. That blood would have soaked through his slacks and shirt, dripped off the knife handle into his hair, and run down his arms. Yet all the blood that was recovered from O. J.’s Bronco, from his Rockingham home and his clothing, could have fit onto the end of a grown man’s thumbnail.

  Police investigators never adequately explained this lack of blood except to suggest that O.J. had changed and possibly disposed of his bloody clothes before returning to his Rockingham home, then showered and scrubbed himself clean. This, however, assumed that he had a place to change them in the first place. He certainly didn’t change his clothes on the bloody cement walkway in front of Nicole’s condo. Nor would it have made sense for O.J. to have changed his clothes in full view of passing pedestrians on Bundy Drive, or in the well-lit back alley at the rear of the condo. Had he changed in the Bronco, bloodstains would have been found on everything from the gas and brake pedals to the carpet on the floor—not just a few isolated drops. And if O.J. had indeed showered upon his return to Rockingham, blood evidence would undoubtedly have been found in the drainpipes. No blood was found there, despite the fact that the LAPD had literally dismantled the plumbing.

  Finally, there was the curious matter of the bloody left-hand glove. LAPD seemed to be suggesting that the glove had somehow fallen off during the three- to ten-minute knife fight, at which point O.J. had been cut on the hand. I didn’t know how such a thing was possible. Gloves just don’t fall off a person whose hands are as large as O. J.’s, particularly this type of gloves which are designed for a very snug fit. And if he had indeed been cut on the hand during the knife fight, there surely would have been evidence of a cut on one or both of the gloves. Lack of a cut or abrasions on the gloves suggested to me that O.J. had perhaps arrived at the crime scene during the fight or immediately afterward. These thoughts accompanied me out of the alley and back to Bundy where I found Chris snapping pictures of the people gathered in front of the crime scene. He had enough of what had become Brentwood’s biggest tourist attraction.

  “If we leave right now,” he said, “we can be back in Dallas before midnight.”

  I told him, “I want to come back tonight, around 10 PM.”

  Chris knew exactly what I had in mind. I didn’t have to spell it out for him. I intended to return to the crime scene at the exact hour the murders had been committed and then do what I do best: enter into the “mind” of the killer, and then build a logical sequence of events that complements the known material and forensic evidence. I had employed the same technique to solve the notorious Dean Milo murder case in Akron, Ohio. By visiting the crime scene and acting out the parts of both the victim and his killer, I was able to build a case that ultimately resulted in the arrest and conviction of eleven people for murder. I was determined to try this technique again, only now on Bundy Drive.
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  IN MY MIND’S EYE

  IT WAS JUST BEFORE 10:30 PM when we arrived back at Bundy Drive that night. The moon was high and a cool breeze blowing in from the ocean tugged at the tops of the emerald-green palm fronds and turned what had been an unusually hot day into a chilly, star-filled night.

  Chris let me out in front of Nicole’s condo and then parked the car on Dorothy Street in virtually the same place where Ron Goldman had parked his car on the night of the murders. As I watched Chris pull over to the curb and cut the engine, it occurred to me that he, like Ron Goldman, had chosen that spot for a particular reason. The natural and most convenient place for anyone visiting Nicole to have parked would have been beside her black Jeep Grand Cherokee in the alley behind her condo. And yet, Goldman had not parked there. Like Chris, he parked a full block away, on Dorothy Street, at a spot which was close enough to comfortably walk to the condo, but not so close that his car might be noticed by someone looking for it next to Nicole’s house. Perhaps Goldman didn’t wish his car to be seen, or more likely, Goldman couldn’t or didn’t wish to park beside Nicole’s car in the alley because someone else—possibly the killer—was already parked in that spot.

  This thought was foremost in my mind as I stood on the sidewalk looking across the police line at the front entrance to Nicole’s condo. I was immediately glad we had come, for all the tourists, street hawkers, and police had left. At least I hoped the police had left. I saw no one except a man walking two dogs, and he barely paid any attention to me as I walked to the corner, turned up Dorothy Street, and then headed down the alley toward the rear gate to Nicole’s condo, which is where I intended to begin my real work for the evening.

  Chris, who sat patiently in the car waiting for further instructions, knew exactly where I was headed. He also knew from years of experience that I couldn’t discuss exactly what I was going to do until after the fact. That way, if he was questioned, he could honestly deny complicity in my activities.

  I had made my second pass through the alley when I approached Nicole’s back gate with the intention of climbing over it. My heart began to pump as I mentally rehearsed what I was going to do. Put my hands on the top, bend knees, jump, turn shoulders and put my left leg over the top. I knew this had to be done in the correct order and without pausing. Even the slightest hesitation as I climbed over the gate would draw attention to me. In four more steps I would be there.

  I had taken three of those four steps when a pair of headlights cut through the darkness behind me. Instead of taking that fourth step, the one that would bring me to the gate, I continued down the alley, looking as innocent as a six-foot-three man in cowboy boots and a black suit could look. At that moment I also began mentally preparing what I was going to tell the LAPD if they stopped to question me or, worse still, if I climbed the metal gate and got caught on the other side. The lights on the car behind me steadily increased until the car drove right past me, not even slowing down.

  I took two deep breaths and continued on toward the end of the alley, planning to make a right turn down Montana Avenue, along Bundy and Dorothy and then back up the alley to make another try for the gate. I didn’t get that far. Another pair of headlights greeted me at the alley’s end. Then a second pair appeared behind that one. I was certain my scouting mission was over. No doubt a neighbor, already on the alert for potential trespassers, had called the police about a suspicious character in the alley.

  The car in front of me slowed and then stopped, its headlights shining directly on my face. Then, just behind the first car, a second car pulled up. Only this one didn’t stop in front of me as the first one had. The driver pulled over to the side, at a right angle to the first car, so that the second car was also pointing directly at me. I was blinded by all the headlights and cornered in the alley. This was, I knew, standard police procedure, and gave me all the more reason to be apprehensive.

  Squinting into the lights, I knew I was fortunate at least to have been stopped before I made the climb over the gate and into the crime scene. Then I would have had some serious explaining to do. At least here, out on the street, I could be just a tourist. That wouldn’t, however, explain the fact that I had a pistol strapped to my ankle, and another gun in the rented car parked on Dorothy. The guns would take a bit more explaining.

  The driver of the first car got out. Silhouetted in the glare of the headlights, I could see a middle-aged man dressed in a raincoat. The driver of the other vehicle, who got out next, was a woman. Both stood staring at me for a moment before the man called over to me, asking what I was doing in the alley.

  “I’m meeting a friend,” was all I said.

  They stood for another moment or two looking at me, then turned, got back in their cars and disappeared down Montana Avenue. To this day I don’t know who they were, but I suspect that they weren’t LAPD or they would have questioned me further. However, I wasn’t about to test my luck yet again the same night, so I returned to Dorothy and told Chris that we were calling it quits for the night.

  Chris was ready to head back to Dallas. It wasn’t that I had convinced him of O. J.’s innocence, because I hadn’t. All I had accomplished so far was to plant a reasonable doubt that the full truth of the story hadn’t yet been revealed. He also knew, or had begun to suspect, that I was willing to take some personal risks to answer some of the lingering questions that disturbed me about this case. And of course, he was right. Risk taking was part of what I did. I wouldn’t have lasted thirty-five years in this business if I weren’t willing to take some calculated risks. In other words, Chris knew, and I knew, that it was only a matter of time before I would climb the back gate to begin making a real examination of the crime scene and to “enter into the mind” of the killer.

  The opportunity came the next day, July 2. Again, I chose to come in the evening, at 10:30 PM, because that was around the time when the murders had been committed. I also left the guns behind in our hotel room. Chris again remained in the car on Dorothy Street as I made one quick pass along Bundy to see that the coast was clear; I then retreated around back to the alley.

  Like the night before, the path appeared clear. There was not a sound as I casually strolled toward Nicole’s rear gate, then glanced to my left and right to see that no one was about. I stepped up to the gate and, just as I was about to reach for the top, headlights cut through the shadows and I heard the dull roar of a car engine. Cursing silently to myself, I pressed my back to the wall and prayed that whoever was driving along the alley wouldn’t look in my direction. The car, a white sedan, drove past. In answer to my prayer, the driver didn’t turn her head.

  In one adrenaline-pumping jump I was perched precariously on the top of the gate, pain shooting down my neck and back. The car accident from a year before had come back to haunt me. I was in agony, but I couldn’t back down now. I swung my leg over the top, leaned forward and, in a split second, was standing in the dark on the opposite side of Nicole’s gate. Other than the pounding of my heart and my deep breaths, I could hear nothing. Not a sound. For the moment, I was safe. There were no police or night watchmen waiting for me . . . no embarrassing explaining to do. I took a few more deep breaths and then started down the narrow, unlit walkway toward the scene of the crime.

  Experience had taught me there is no substitute for a personal inspection of a crime scene. Photographs are deceiving. Diagrams don’t adequately evoke the environment. I wanted to see and smell that ten-foot square of concrete behind the metal gate, to stand where the killer had stood and to imagine the killer actually standing there. I know that sounds old-fashioned in an age when many patrol cars come equipped with video cameras and crimes are solved with DNA scanners. But that’s just how I like to work. I go to a crime scene and let what I hear and feel wash over me like I’m taking a hot shower. And here at the back of Nicole’s condo, my heart still pounding from the anticipation of meeting an LAPD officer or night watchman at each step, I was now feeling that sensation of “being there.” The killer must have felt much the same as I did; not knowing what was going to happen next or whom he or she might meet in the narrow corridor.
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“Bill has turned up some new, very interesting and troubling information
about this case.... It is information that deserves to be put before the
public; it deserves careful consideration.” —DAN RATHER
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